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Summary: 


“She’ll never claim me,” he whispered. Silena shook her head, eyes wild as 
she looked around for anyone who could be watching. 


“My mother doesn’t remember half of her children as it is,” she said with a 
note of bitterness. “If you do something to impress her, it won’t matter. 
Return the bolt in her name. She’ll claim you if you act the part. If you stay 
unclaimed then they'll figure out what you really are," she said, squeezing 
his hands tightly. Percy's heart sped up. 


"I - I don't know the first thing about Aphrodite-" 


"My mother was born of sea foam," Silena cut him off. "And if you're really 
who I think you are... you are the sea. You can pull this off," she said and 
touched his cheek. "Get the bolt. Survive," she said. Percy swallowed. 


"What if I can't act the part?" He asked. Silena's expression went blank for a 
moment. Slowly, she slipped off her bracelet and placed it in his hands. 


"If you're going to be one of us... you better learn." 
Or 


AU where Percy has to hide the fact he's a Big Three kid otherwise he'll be 
killed on the spot. Unfortunately for him, unclaimed kids tend to raise the 
most suspicion... but he might have found a loophole in the form Aphrodite. 
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1. Chapter 1 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Welcome back! If you came from_this tumblr post then I'm sorry that I 
waited so long to get this written. Life has been wild. Enjoy the first 
chapter! 


Percy Jackson was a demigod, and his day was only getting worse from 
there. 


To preface, things had already sucked in general. The only highlight was 
that his stepfather’s car exploded. But other than that? No. His mom was 
gone — leaving him only with a letter before she disappeared into a gold 
light. That alone sucked, but then he had to fight an ugly-looking bull, find 
out his best friend was a goat, and now he woke up to find some random 
girl telling him he drooled in his sleep. 


So... yeah. Shout out to twelve-year-olds whose lives weren’t a mess. 


“Half-blood,” Percy repeated, voice trying and failing to stay calm. “So... 
half....2” He continued on, unable to finish the words. Grover grimaced, 
kicking the floor of the wood paneling beneath him. 


“God.” 


“Right. Yes, that,” Percy said, watching as Grover’s eyes flicked around. He 
seemed nervous. Granted, he had already explained how his searcher’s 
license (whatever that was) was at stake, but Percy wasn’t sure where the 
newfound anxiety was coming from. “God. That’s... huh,” he said and 
nodded. “I... need a bowl of ice cream,” he muttered. Ice cream would fix 
this. If it didn’t, then maybe he should go back out and find another bull to 
just send him off with his mother. Grover laughed. It sounded forced. “Are 
you okay?” He asked. Grover’s lip wobbled. 


“You’re part god,” he repeated softly. Then closed his eyes. Percy didn’t 
blame him. He was part god. This was a bit of where his issue lied... with 


Percy, at least. It seemed weird his life turned out this disastrous given... 
well, he had some dad in the clouds who could control some aspect of the 
world. What gives? Grover moved over to Percy, grabbing each side of his 
shoulders. “You’re my friend,” he decided, and Percy blinked. Had that 
been in question? Damnit. Percy really sucked with friends if he didn’t even 
notice that had been debatable. Grover took a long breath. “I don’t want you 
to die.” 


“Gee, thanks, man,” he said. “I don’t want to die either,” he agreed. Grover 
smiled tightly. 


“Come on,” he said and lead Percy through the Big House (which really 
wasn’t a creative name, but sure) towards a more isolated room. Percy 
frowned. Alright then. He was happy to be out of the infirmary, at least. 
Still, Grover’s uneasiness was starting to bother him. “Percy... your scent 
is... strong,” he said. Percy frowned. “Even with Gabe out of the way.” 


“That’s kind of rude.” 


“No,” Grover said and wrung his hands together. “If I had realized how 
strong it was... I would have never brought you here,” he whispered. Percy 
tilted his head. “Even Chiron wasn’t sure. We talked about just... leaving 
you. It might have been safer,” he said, peering around them. The room he 
had led them into looked like a storage closet of some sort with various 
odds and ends stuffed inside (was that a pair of eyes stuff in a jar?), so 
Percy wasn’t sure who would be in here... maybe he was concerned about 
the eyeballs in a jar. Percy sure was. 


“T don’t understand. I thought this was supposed to be a safe place for me?” 
He frowned. Grover grimaced. 


“For...most people it is,” he said and looked away. “I should have known 
your mom was trying to keep you away for a reason. She was smart,” he 
said, a bit bitterly. Percy swallowed. He didn’t like how he used past tense 
when referring to her. Fair, given that she was burst into a gold light, but 
painful all the same. Grover shifted again. When he spoke, his voice was so 
low that Percy had to lean in to hear him. “I need to tell you about Thalia 
Grace.” 


Thalia Grace. Cool. Solid name. Sounded important. Percy nodded. 
“Um, sure.” 


“She was a demigod I brought here a few years ago. She came with 
Annabeth Chase and Luke Castellan,” he explained. Annabeth. That had 
been the princess-looking girl, right? He didn’t have a chance to ask since 
Grover kept talking. “They were being chased by monsters when they 
came. Thalia... didn’t make it.” 


Oh. Percy frowned. That was awful, but... kind of anti-climatic given how 
shaken Grover was. Percy stuffed his hands in his pockets. He had known 
Grover for a while now. Maybe he just needed a moment to find the right 
words for whatever it was he was trying to say. 


“Why not?” He asked. Grover stared at him. He went to open his mouth 
when a loud shriek echoed around them. Percy jumped. The sound seemed 
to bounce off the walls, shaking the entire house as the ground rumbled 
beneath them. Grover froze. “What was that?” Percy asked but was cut off 
by another scream. Grover reached out to grab him. “Is someone hurt?” 
Percy asked. 


Was the bull-guy back? Percy felt a swell of rage at the idea. If he had to 
kill that thing again, he would. Somehow. Not waiting for Grover, he burst 
out of the closet back out onto the porch towards the volleyball courts. A 
girl was stumbling back, hand raised as a few other kids surrounded her. 
Percy frowned. The girl didn’t even have a weapon. She looked young, too. 
Only a little older than Percy. 


“I - I didn’t even do it!” She said, voice shaking. “It wasn’t me! I swear!” 
She continued. Percy turned to Grover, who was watching with wide eyes - 
frozen beside him. 


“What are they doing to her?” He asked. Grover glanced at him with an 
uncertain gaze. Cursing under his breath, Percy rushed out, ignoring the 
alarmed yell of his name towards the volleyball court. Sand was in the air as 
the girl kept stumbling back as the other kids formed a circle. 


“Who was it then?” One boy asked, holding out a sword. The girl 
whimpered and flinched away. “It’s been months, and nobody has claimed 
you-” 


“Maybe my dad just forgot about me!” She said quickly and shook her 
head. “He just forgot, okay? The satyr said I didn’t smell that strong!” She 
said. Percy’s skin pricked at that... Grover’s voice echoed in his head. What 
was bad about a strong scent? He didn’t dare ask. Not with this going on. 
Instead, he stepped out in front, effectively blocking the girl from what 
appeared to be the ringleader. 


“Leave her alone.” 


“Get away, newbie,” the boy sneered. “Let us deal with 
the katara ourselves-” 


“Tm not,” the girl said, and Percy felt her hand grab in the back of his shirt. 
“They’re lying. I’m not. I swear-” 


“Liar!” 


“Stop it!” Percy said. He was acutely aware that the others had swords and 
weapons while he was standing here, like an idiot in between predators with 
their prey. “What’s wrong with you? She said she didn’t do anything,” he 
told them fiercely, feeling anger bubbling in his chest. What was this? A 
sharp tug was building in his naval - whispering for him to pull at some 
invisible string. The world around him momentarily stilled. 


Donte. 


Percy turned. It felt like someone had spoken beside him, but there was 
nothing but a breeze. Nobody else seemed to hear, given that there was no 
reaction. All at once, Percy felt a wave of exhaustion tug at him. The 
feeling in his stomach faltered. What...? He went to step forward, but he 
ended up stumbling, landing in the sand with a small gasp. Almost like 
someone had tied him up and zapped him of his energy. From behind him, 
he could hear the girl yelp. Without thinking, he turned to kick out. 


“What the Hell?!” One kid yelled, jumping away from him. “By Hades, 
someone knock him out!” They growled. Percy glowered back. “She’s 
going to get us all killed!” He shouted. Percy shook his head. She looked so 
scared. How was she going to get anyone killed? “Do you know what she 
is?” He asked, and when he raised his sword, Percy kicked again. 
“You little-” 


“ENOUGH!” 


Thank God. Mr. Brunner. He turned and - right. Yep. He was a horse. Percy 
had forgotten about that. Beside him was Grover, along with some blonde 
guy with a scar down the left side of his eye to his chin, who was frowning 
at the group with firm disapproval. Without hesitating, he shoved the kids 
aside to get to the girl. Percy sat up. 
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“She’s a katára,” the kid said without hesitation, and the group all 
murmured their approval. “She moved the wind. We saw her.” 


“It wasn’t me! Chiron, please,” the girl begged. The blonde guy murmured 
something to her, rubbing her arm as he knelt beside her. She cried harder. 
“It wasn’t me. I swear-“ 


“Even if she did,” Chiron said calmly, raising his hands. “It means nothing. 
She could be the child of any number of gods. Most have some control over 
the wind in some way or another. Aeolus is the god of the winds-” 


“Then maybe he should claim her!” One of the other kids said. There were 
shouts of approval. Percy seethed. He got up with every intention of 
decking someone when a hand grasped his arm. He looked back to find the 
blonde guy was shaking his head. His arm was still around the girl’s 
shoulder, lips pursed in a thin line. Wait, his eyes seemed to say. Percy 
raised an eyebrow. Wait? When these jerks were being... well... jerks? 


“Maybe,” he said as his gaze moved away from Percy. “She hasn’t been 
claimed because Aeolus doesn’t have a cabin here. Have any of you 
thought of that?” He asked coldly. The group murmured. Chiron gave an 
approving nod at that and gestured for everyone to part. Immediately the 


girl got up to race towards him, still trembling. Percy slowly stood up as 
well - daring anyone to lift another weapon. “Chiron-” 


“We can send her to Olympus,” Chiron said calmly. “To be sure. Nobody is 
to touch her. Understood? I will not have it.” 


...Silence followed. Percy looked around. Was this good? Bad? The girl 
didn’t seem relieved by the news. If anything, she seemed more scared. The 
blonde guy let out a scoff, shaking his head as he pushed past the others to 
stalk off towards the strawberry fields. Percy opened his mouth to ask 
someone (literally anyone) for an explanation, but Chiron had already 
turned away with his hands around the girl’s shoulders. 


Grover stepped towards him. 
“Are you okay?” 


“What... was that?” He asked and looked at where the campers had 
dispersed as if nothing had happened. A few leveled him with some 
disdainful looks, but other than that... nothing. Percy scowled back just as 
Grover’s hand pulled him away. “What’s a ka- katara? Like the girl in that 
new TV show?” He asked. Grover closed his eyes. 


“A katara,” he said and kept pulling him away from the pit of sand. “That’s 
what I was trying to tell you. It means ‘cursed’ in Greek. Thalia was one. 
Well, she wasn’t cursed technically, but that’s the name they give them.” 


“Give what?” 


“The children of the Big Three,” Grover said and kept pulling him. They 
were towards the tree he had passed earlier. Percy could see where the bull- 
man had attacked in the distance. Where his mom had...He shook his head 
clear. 


“Big Three? Is that a boy band or something?” He asked. Grover shot him 
an irritable look. 


“The three brothers,” he said as if Percy knew who these brothers in 
question were. “Thalia was a daughter of Zeus,” Grover said. Oh. Those 
brothers. Percy watched when Grover looked around again and swallowed. 
“The campers wouldn’t let her in.” 


Percy blinked a few times. Wait. What? The campers wouldn’t let her in? 
That couldn’t be right. Only... he looked back towards the volleyball court. 
Could it? His horror must have shown on his face because Grover sighed. 


“Big Three kids were outlawed a long time ago. There haven’t been any 
in... along, long time. They’re almost like a thing of myth themselves now. 
People say they’re dangerous and wild-” 


“So they kill them?” 
Grover shrugged helplessly. 


“I... I didn’t think they would...” he said slowly, voice going small. Then 
swallowed. “There’s a prophecy about a child of the Big Three bringing the 
rise or fall of Olympus,” he explained. Percy waited. “Percy, they’ll do 
anything to stop that prophecy. People are terrified of it-” 


“What is Chiron going to do with that girl?” Percy cut him off. “He said she 
was going to Olympus. If she’s... she’s one of them, will they kill her?” He 
asked. Grover shushed him. 


“No. No, Chiron wouldn’t send her if he thought there was a chance she 
could be one of them,” he said. Percy narrowed his eyes. “He would help 
sneak her out of camp before letting that happen. I... the gods have tried to 
scare everyone into turning against other campers, but Chiron is trying to 
keep everything calm. People are anxious. Paranoid,” he said and then 
closed his eyes. “Which... brings me to...” he looked down. “Your scent is 
really strong, Percy,” he said, voice painfully even. “I’m not sure if you’re 
one of their children, but if you are...” he trailed off. Percy felt his skin 
prick. If he was, then he couldn’t stay here. His mind thought back to the 
bull-guy. To the monsters Chiron told him about. Would he really be left to 
their mercy? Or would a god kill him first? He took a long breath. 


“Thank you for telling me,” he managed and ran a hand through his hair. 
“Could... what other gods could I maybe be a kid of? Who even are the Big 
Three? Zeus and, um, Hades?” He frowned. His mind slipped on the last 
one. 


“Be careful with the names,” Grover said quietly. Then reached into his 
pocket. “Here. I’m sorry I took it, but since you were unconscious... I was 
worried someone might read it, and I didn’t know what was inside,” he said. 
Percy looked down. It was his mother’s letter. The one she had shoved into 
his hands with her final plea for him to run. He stared. The paper was 
yellowing with the ends crinkled and the ink a dull brown instead of black. 
How long had she kept this? His fingers drifted over it. 


“Did you read it?” He asked. Grover shook his head. Someone more 
vigilant might not have believed him, but Percy trusted Grover. His fingers 
trembled. “Thank you,” he said and sank against the pine tree behind him 
until he was sitting on the ground. Part of him just wanted to sit there... 
staring. Waiting. These were technically his mother’s last words. 


“Do you need me to go?” Grover asked, jolting him back into the present. 
Right. Yes. People. He gave a weak smile before shaking his head and 
ripping open the seal. His throat closed up when the barest hint of his 
mother’s perfume wafted off the page. He took a long breath and read. 


Dearest Percy, 


I write in hopes that you never read this. Ideally, I would like to tell you this 
myself. However, given our luck so far... it might not be possible. There is 
something I need to tell you about your father. If you have reached Camp 
Half-Blood, then you know he is someone... important. I am so sorry for 
lying to you for so long. I wish I can tell you everything now but will refrain 
in case this falls into the wrong hands. As it is, burn this letter once you 
finish reading it. Make sure nobody can read a word. It reveals too much as 
it is. 


You may think you are surrounded by friends, but I can promise you these 
demigods will turn against you, Percy. None of them can know your true 
parentage. I avoided bringing you to Camp Half-Blood for a reason. They 


will hunt you the second they realize you’re different. You may be safe from 
mythological monsters, but there are human monsters lurking around you, 
too. You must be vigilant. Be prepared to run. To defend yourself. If 
possible, disguise yourself. 


Whatever you do, do not draw attention to yourself. 

I am so sorry I can’t say more. I hope I can see you again. 
Love, 

Mom 


Percy stared at the letter, hands shaking. When he looked up, Grover was 
watching him curiously. He ripped the paper in half. 


“Yeah,” he said with a nod. “She was just telling me the god stuff. She 
didn’t say who it was, though,” he told him... which was true. He just got 
the feeling that his real father was limited down to three options. Grover 
nodded, watching as Percy shoved the pieces of paper into his pocket. He 
could burn the rest at the Big House. So... godly parent. That was one thing 
to digest. Potentially a godly parent who was going to get him hunted. 
Great. 


“Tf... things end up not being... great,” Grover said quietly as he walked 
them away from the tree. “Pll protect you. Promise.” 


Percy had thought the idea of Grover protecting him was a little silly, given 
their previous experiences. Right now, though? The thought almost 
comforted him. He gave a weak smile. Right. Well, nothing was even sure. 
Maybe he would be lucky, and some random god would claim him, and he 
could continue on learning about his weird new life in peace. Maybe he 
could figure out a way to get his mom back... and help that girl - whoever 
she was. 


And most importantly... he would honor his mother’s last wish. He would 
not draw attention to himself. No matter what. 


So, he had drawn attention to himself. 


In fairness, the attention came from the defeat of the Minotaur, which was 
apparently no small feat, so it wasn’t like there was much he could do about 
that. People kept staring or whispering or... looking at him suspiciously as 
he took his tour with that girl from earlier. Annabeth. She was, uh, nice? In 
a scary way. If that was even a thing. She was a good tour guide, at least. 
She liked to explain everything in intense detail - though admittedly, 
Percy’s ADHD wouldn’t let him focus that long before becoming fixated on 
something else. Luckily, Annabeth seemed to expect this. Apparently, 
ADHD and dyslexia were common among demigods. 


“So my father was an Olympian?” He asked and felt his stomach twist a 
little and then sighed. “I wish it was my mom,” he muttered. Annabeth 
frowned at him.” I mean,” Percy rectified quickly, turning red. “I love my 
mom! Loved. Loved my mom,” he said and swallowed the lump in his 
throat at the reminder of the throbbing pain in his chest. “But... I don’t 
know. Having an Olympian mom feels right, I guess,” he said. It was a lie. 
But really... what else could he say? In truth, the only reason he would want 
it to be his mom was so that he had the assurance he wasn’t that kombucha 
or whatever it is they had called that poor girl. Annabeth hummed. 


“T wouldn’t rule it out,” she said. Percy tore his eyes away from the arena in 
front of them to frown at her. “Gods are... well, they aren’t confined by 
normal means of birth,” she said slowly. “Take my mom, for example!” She 
said, and absently yanked at one of her curls. “She’s technically a virgin 
goddess, so her children are born a bit differently. “She joins minds with a 
mortal, and from that, she produces a child.” 


“I - excuse me?” Percy asked, a little alarmed. “She does what now?” He 
asked and narrowed his eyes. “Are you messing with me?” He asked her 
suspiciously. Annabeth glared back. “She has mind sex?” He whispered. It 
seemed way too scandalous to say too loudly. Annabeth went bright red 
before whacking him. 


“No! That isn’t what it is at all!” She hissed. Percy was pretty sure that was 
exactly what it was but sure. Maybe nobody had told Annabeth about sex 
before. He only found out about it himself pretty recently, so he couldn’t be 


sure. She was lucky if nobody told her. It sounded horrifying. “My point is 
that Athena has had children with other women before. My brother, 
Malcolm, is like that,” she said. Percy nodded slowly. Interesting. He 
glanced at the cabins curiously. 


“Is, um, your mom the only one who can do that?” He asked. Annabeth 
shook her head. 


“Nah, Apollo is famous for having kids with other men. Kayla Knowles’ 
mortal parent is a man. I think they all can do it. Aphrodite is also a pretty 
common one,” she said with a nod towards a pink cabin with lace curtains 
and potted carnations. “Oh!” Annabeth said, snapping her fingers. 
“Demeter is another one, but she tends to stick with men, mostly. I can only 
think of one demigod child who had a woman as a mortal parent,” she said. 
Percy bit his lip. Interesting... could he...? 


“How do you know who your parent is?” He asked, thinking back to the girl 
on the volleyball court. “People keep talking about claiming.” 


“Every god is different,” Annabeth shrugged and tugged his arm to lead 
him towards the stables. “Most put their symbol above your head to say 
you’re their kid. Some like a bit more... flare,” she scoffed, and her eyes 
flicked to the Aphrodite cabin. Percy wasn’t sure what that meant. 


“How were you claimed?” 
Annabeth’s chest puffed out a bit. 


“T was seven. It was only a couple of weeks after I came to camp. My 
mother helped lead me to Thalia and Luke, so deep down, I already knew it 
was her,” he said. Percy’s brain rewound that as Annabeth went on to 
explain how she had designed some amazing attack for their Capture the 
Flag game that caused Athena to claim her by sending an owl to gift her an 
olive branch. 


“Thalia?” Percy repeated slowly. “As in Thalia Grace?” He asked. 
Annabeth froze. “You knew her, right?” He asked. Annabeth’s eyes flicked 
to him - the gray swirling dangerously. “Sorry, I... nevermind,” he said 


quickly. Annabeth’s lips thinned before she continued with the tour again - 
words much more terse. 


It had all ended with the Hermes cabin, which was apparently his new home 
until he was claimed. Luke - the blonde guy from earlier - was there to greet 
him as he tripped over his own feet while trying to enter the door. Turns out 
he was also the camp counselor for the Hermes cabin. He seemed pretty 
cool. Chill. Annabeth seemed to like him as she completely ignored Percy 
to instead talk to him as Percy looked cautiously around the Hermes cabin. 


“T heard you battled the Minotaur,” one kid greeted, popping up from one of 
the beds. Percy jumped. “Is that true?” 


Percy looked down at the horn still clutched between his hands and then 
slowly nodded. Whispers flew around. Was that bad? Did they suspect 
something? Was he not supposed to do that? Nobody had mentioned it was 
bad so far- 


“Can I hold it?” Another kid asked. Oh. Percy was about to hand it over 
when a sharp smack followed. Luke was by his side, eying the kid who had 
spoken with exasperation. 


“No. We’re not stealing from the new kid,” he said and then looked down at 
Percy. “Keep an eye on your stuff while you’re here. Hermes is also the god 
of thieves,” he said and gave everyone a firm look. “Though we don’t steal 
from our friends-” 


“He’s our friend? I have never seen this boy in my life.” 


“Maybe he would be your friend if you didn’t steal from him,” Luke 
reasoned. The boy looked at Percy and then wrinkled his nose. “You don’t 
want to be friends with the guy who killed a Minotaur?” He needled. More 
whispering. 


“Eh,” one kid from the other end of the room said. “We’ll see how he is at 
Capture the Flag,” she decided. Percy pouted. Well then. He didn’t quite 
know what Capture the Flag entailed, but apparently, his future friendships 


were riding on it. Luke sighed before planting a hand on Percy’s shoulder 
and steering him towards an empty bed stuffed in the corner of the room. 


“Get some sleep.” Luke smiled warmly. “You’ll be able to adjust more in 
the morning,” he promised. Percy severely doubted that but sat down all the 
same. 


It ended up taking Percy a full three hours to fall asleep, but when he finally 
started to dream, it started with running. 


Running. Running with his heart pounding in his ears and the thundering 
sound of monsters behind them. A little girl was beside him, hastily trying 
to keep up before a boy paused to grab her and throw her over his shoulder 
as another girl kept behind them, sending bright bursts of lightning to the 
ground. Percy felt he had seen her somewhere before. She didn’t look much 
older than himself now, with short black hair, freckles, and piercing blue 
eyes that were blown wide in fear. 


“HURRY!” A voice called, and Percy jerked around to see Grover up front, 
waving them over. “It’s right here!” He shouted. The girl let out a low 
breath of relief before shoving the boy forward. 


“Go. Get Annabeth over there,” she said and sent another round of lightning 
out. 


“Pm not leaving you!” The boy objected. “Thalia-” 


“T’ll be fine! Go!” She said and threw her spear forward. A hellhound 
disintegrated into a flash of golden dust. Quickly, Thalia went over and 
scooped the spear up before dashing after her friends. Percy could see a 
small group gathered from inside the camp as the little girl watched with 
wide eyes from where the boy was trying to peel her off of him. 


“I’m going to go help Thalia, okay?” he said, and it was then that Percy 
realized he was looking at Luke Castellan. He hadn’t recognized him 
without the scar - but it was clear now as that familiar look of determination 
crossed his face. Annabeth cried out. 


“Wait! I can help-” 


“Stay here!” Luke shouted at her firmly and nodded at Grover, who put a 
reassuring hand on her arm. 


“Tt’s okay,” he told her. “Thalia’s powerful. She’s a daughter of Zeus, right? 
Zeus is strong-” he began but was cut off by a soft gasp. Grover jerked up. 


“Zeus? Did he just say Zeus?” 
“That girl is a daughter of Zeus-” 
“-Big Three child!” 

“-prophecy-“ 

“-and the war!” 

“We can’t let her in-” 


“What?” Grover said, looking around the group of campers in alarm. “All 
of you back up-” 


“You know Big Three kids are illegal!” One girl hissed, yanking out her 
sword. “We can’t let one of those things in here! She could be the prophecy 
child!” 


“So?” Grover asked. “She’s already born and here. What are we supposed 
to do?” He asked, still clutching Annabeth. Luke and Thalia were still 
fighting with strikes of lightning from beyond the camp as Thalia handed 
off her shield to Luke, who kept the monsters off their backs. More 
whispers were rippling across the crowd. A few campers yanked the kids 
away, glowering. 


“We can’t let her in. She’s too dangerous,” someone muttered. Grover 
bleated. 


“She’s not dangerous!” Annabeth shouted and ripped her arm out of 
Grover’s grip. “She’s my friend!” She said and went to sprint out after 


them. Another camper pulled the back of her shirt, sending her tumbling 
backward to the ground. This did little to deter her as she started yanking 
and slashing with feral growls that had a few others look down at her in 
alarm. 


“Thalia’s a good person,” Grover said firmly. “We might even want her to 
be the prophecy child. She could-” He started but was cut off by Luke 
diving across the line and tossing Thalia’s shield back to her. 


“We did it! Thals, come on!” He called, raising his hands to the sky in 
triumph. Thalia laughed as she moved to put her first foot over the line, 
only for the sound of another blade being drawn to freeze her. The smile 
slipped off of her face as she stared back at the demigod in confusion. 


“We can’t let you in,” the camper said, and Thalia blinked. “Leave.” 
“That isn’t funny, dipshit. There are monsters right behind me-” 
“Then leave fast.” 

“Shaun,” Grover frowned and stormed up. “Put that down!” 


“Pm with him,” another girl called and drew her bow and arrow. “Look at 
all the monsters she’s already attracted. We can’t have that here-” 


“Are you insane?!” Luke shouted, scrambling up. “They’re almost here! Let 
her in-” he began but was shoved back by some of the other campers. 
Annabeth also reached out, trying to get to Thalia as more and more 
Campers surrounded them, bringing out their weapons with them all 
directed at a shocked Thalia. 


“Pm- I’m not- you can’t do this,” Thalia objected and pulled her spear back 
out. She looked over her shoulder, breathing picking up. “I will fight my 
way in if I have to,” she warned. Shaun shrugged. 


“You can try.” 


Thalia’s eyes flashed, and with a sudden jolt, Percy found himself jerking 
up in bed. 


The next day was decidedly worse. 


Percy was terrible at literally everything he tried. Terrible. Plus, people 
were watching him in weird ways, which didn’t help. It felt like he was 
being followed with a camera everywhere he went - campers waiting to pull 
out their weapons and yell, ‘I SAW HIM BLOW HIS NOSE! HE’S A SON 
OF ZEUS AFTER ALL!’ or perhaps ‘HE STUBBED HIS TOE! A HADES 
CHILD!’ or something equally ridiculous. 


It was fine, though. Really. Grover was still there, and Grover was pretty 
great. He at least had one friend still within all of this nonsense. 


Also, Luke. Luke really was cool. Now that Percy knew via his very 
reliable dream (seriously, were dreams reliable? Was that a thing?) that he 
had defended Thalia, he felt much more comfortable around him. Not that 
Percy was certain he was a Big Three kid or anything. Maybe he was the 
child of someone who just... looked like a Big Three guy. 


“Don’t look so down,” Luke had told him as he corrected his grip on the 
sword during training. “It takes time to figure what you’re good at. Be 
patient,” he assured him. “You’|l get claimed soon.” 


“And if Pm not?” He asked, trying not to sound too worried by the idea. 
Luke’s lips pursed at that. He didn’t even answer, instead just patting Percy 
on the shoulder and walking away. Great. Percy groaned. He was so dead. 
Not to mention the other weird stuff that was happening as it was since he 
had gotten to camp. Thunderstorms and earthquakes and... well, things that 
were apparently not normal here. 


“Maybe they found out another one broke the oath,” one girl whispered at 
the Hermes table over lunch one day. 


“But wouldn’t they just kill it?” 


It. Percy focused on his food. It. That was what they called Big Three kids. 
It. The thought felt gross and uncomfortable. He didn’t want to be an it. He 
was a person. 


No. No, he wasn’t - for all he knew he was a child of, um, well... Hermes? 
That felt like a valid option, right? Jack of all trades? Master of none? Only 
Percy was just bad at everything rather than average. Chiron was even 
looking at him weird - the same look he got when Percy took too long to 
answer a question in class. Only, here, he couldn’t even venture a guess to 
make him stop staring at him like that. 


“T don’t think you’re a child of Ares,” Annabeth mused as they walked 
around camp. “You don’t want to be a child of Ares. Athena and Ares don’t 
really get along that well. He’s... really violent and just focused on bloody 
combat,” she said. Percy nodded, kicking the ground. Yeah. Based on his 
fighting skills... not a candidate. “Maybe it’s Apollo!” She suggested. 


“T suck at archery.” 


“Or... well, you don’t want to be Aphrodite,” she said, and Percy tilted his 
head. 


“Why not?” 


“She’s mean,” Annabeth said with a wrinkle of her nose. Percy raised an 
eyebrow. “Once, when my mother created the flute, she wanted to show all 
the other gods, and Aphrodite made fun of her,” Annabeth said with such 
offense that you would think she was the one who had been teased. Percy 
smiled at the ground. “What? It was awful! She made a new instrument, and 
Aphrodite was rude!” 


“Annabeth...” Percy said, already knowing he was about to get yelled at. “Is 
there any god that Athena does get along with?” 


Annabeth spluttered, face going bright red as she retaliated by hitting his 
shoulder. 


“Yes!” She said and paused. “Zeus... and Artemis. And, um-“ 


“It was a joke,” Percy told her, amused. “Besides, I can’t be a child of 
Artemis or Zeus, so...” he gestured vaguely. Annabeth’s face softened. 


“It’s probably Hermes,” she said reassuringly. “You should want it to be 
Hermes. Luke is a son of Hermes. He would be a good brother,” she 
reasoned. Percy didn’t bother to tell her Hermes didn’t seem likely either. 
Maybe he should be planning his escape plan instead... 


“Annabeth?” He asked, a little hesitantly. She turned, tucking a wayward 
curl behind her ear. “Um, I know I already mentioned it, but... Thalia 
Grace?” He asked. “What... what exactly happened to her?” He asked, 
wringing his hands. Annabeth’s face darkened. She shrugged and marched 
off towards the arena. “Wait - Annabeth!” He called and raced after her. 
“Come on!” 


“Why do you care?” 


“Because...” he started and trail off. He couldn’t say that he might be in the 
same boat. “People keep saying her name, and I don’t understand what 
happened. Did she do something wrong?” He asked. At that, Annabeth’s 
face went completely blank. She paused, hand placed tightly on the handle 
of her knife as she turned to look at him for a long time. 


“She was a child of the Big Three,” she said - almost like a mantra. “Those 
kids are dangerous. They can’t control their powers. They hurt people even 
if they don’t mean to. They shouldn’t exist, especially with this prophecy,” 
she said. Percy stared at her. But... but... Thalia had been her friend, right? 
“Her existence was wrong, and if you find yourself with a Big Three kid, 
you need to turn them over,” she warned him. “Or you’re just as guilty.” 


Guilty of what? There was no way she believed that, right? They 
brainwashed her. Gods, this place was- 


“Hey!” A voice called, and Percy turned to see a girl with a bandana 
walking over. She was bigger than him - definitely more muscular for 
someone his age - with the sleeves of her camp shirt torn off and eyes wild 
and filled with a fire that Percy didn’t think he was going to enjoy. “It’s a 
newbie! I heard you tried to defend the brat from earlier,” she called. 
Annabeth made a face. 


“Percy, this is Clarisse. Daughter of Ares,” she said tersely. “Clarisse, why 
don’t you go pray to your dad to save your butts from getting kicked later,” 
she snapped. Clarisse sneered at her, flanked by two other kids who looked 
equally as excited haze Percy. He puffed out his chest. Yeah. This was a no- 
go for him. 


“Stay out of this, wise girl,” Clarisse told her, grabbing the collar of Percy’s 
shoulder to yank him away. Oh, whatever. Percy was kind of glad Annabeth 
stayed put. He had to handle this himself. As it was, he had dealt with 
bullies before. This would be no different. Godly bullies were still bullies 
all the same. He tried to jerk out of her grip, but Clarisse was strong. He felt 
his anger rise as he was dragged towards the bathrooms - a strange feeling 
in his stomach rising right after she kicked open the door. 


“Welcome to initiation,’ she cooed. Percy’s jaw clenched, and the jerk 
behind his navel became stronger. There was a rumbling somewhere below 
them. Just as he felt the bathrooms shudder, a powerful pull came over him. 
Almost like someone had wrapped him in a blanket, binding him in place. 
He couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. His body almost 
completely went lax. It was like on the volleyball court again. 
What was this? Clarisse’s hands were still on his neck, only now he 
couldn’t seem to fight against her. 


“Enough.” 


Percy’s numbness was overtaken by a new person entering the bathroom. A 
pretty girl had marched in, looking downright feral as she sneered at the 
group of Ares kids surrounding him. They did pause, though. Something 
about her voice seemed... soothing. 


“Let him go, Clarisse,” she ordered. Clarisse’s grip on his loosened. “Let 
him go,” she repeated, and this time he fell to the ground as she released 
him completely. He gasped. The weird bind on him loosened slightly — not 
completely — but enough so that he could move again. He clambered to his 
feet and rushed over to the girl. “He’s coming with me,” she said and 
grabbed Percy’s hand. Clarisse nodded, looking a bit dazed. 


“Okay. He’s going with you.” 


“Thank you,” the girl told her and yanked him out of the bathrooms. “Let’s 
go,” she instructed him. “Before they snap out of it,” she said. Percy didn’t 
question it. He felt the bind on him loosen a bit more. “Sorry about her. She 
can be a bit... well, you know,” the girl told him. She was ridiculously 
pretty with long, dark hair and eyes that reminded him of browning leaves 
in autumn. A soft sprinkling of freckles was hidden beneath darker skin and 
perfectly applied makeup. “I’m Silena,” she told him. 


“Hi. I’m Percy,” he said and glanced over his shoulder. “How... how did 
you do that?” He asked. Silena laughed. 


“Charmspeak. I don’t use it that often,” she admitted. “Drew is honestly 
better at it than I am, but I can get by if the need arises,” she told him. Percy 
stared. He didn’t know who Drew was or what charmspeak even entailed, 
but sure. “You’re the new unclaimed camper, right?” She asked. Percy 
nodded nervously. He tried to remember his mom’s letter. No drawing 
attention to himself. 


“Are you claimed?” He asked. Silena smiled. It relaxed him almost 
instantly. 


“Yes,” she said and pointed towards a horribly pink cabin in the corner. 
“Aphrodite. Goddess of love,” she sighed and put a hand over her heart. 
Percy nodded. Right. Gross. “Rumor has it that you’re good with water,” 
she said. 


“What? No! Who said that? What does that mean?” He asked, blood going 
cold. Silena scoffed. 


“T meant canoeing,” she said, and Percy stared at her. “Maybe you’re one of 
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us. 
His fear froze. 
“What?” 


“Yeah!” Silena said with a shrug as Percy took long breaths, trying to calm 
himself. “My mother was the daughter of Thalassa. Her name literally 


means ‘sea foam’. We have lots of ties to water,” she said. “It isn’t super 
common for her children to tap into that, but not impossible,” she said, 
twirling a bracelet around her wrist. Percy only glanced down at it for a 
second, but Silena seemed to notice right away. “Do you like it?” She 
asked, holding it out. Percy almost jumped back. “Aphrodite gives one to 
every mortal lover she has. This was my dad’s, but he sent it to me to make 
sure I was claimed right away,” she said and chuckled. “I guess he thought 
my mom might forget about me.” 


Huh. That was... he looked down at the bracelet. It was a simple silver band 
with a glittering purple jewel inside, swirling as if a little bit of magic was 
inside. 


“Is that possible?” He asked her quietly. Silena gave him a questioning 
look. “For gods to.... forget they have kids?” He asked. Silena’s expression 
faltered for a moment. He wondered if he had asked the wrong thing. Based 
on Silena’s expression, she didn’t quite like that question. It disappeared 
seconds later, though, as she reached out and grabbed his hands, squeezing 
tightly. 


“Don’t you worry about anyone forgetting about you, Percy Jackson,” she 
said warmly. “You’ve already gotten the gods’ attention by slaying that 
Minotaur. I bet there are gods willing to claim you even if you aren’t 
theirs.” she laughed. 


Wait. 


“That’s a thing?” He asked, and Silena raised an eyebrow. “Claiming kids 
who aren’t theirs?” 


“Oh, well, not... really. It’s happened before,” she admitted, letting go of 
him to clasp her hands in front of her. “The gods have so many kids... they 
can be hard to keep track of. Sometimes for really promising heroes, they 
just claim them by accident without realizing it isn’t their kid. Kind of 
wistful thinking on their part. Usually, whenever the real parent steps 
forward, it gets fixed up real fast,” she told him. Percy nodded, breath 
catching. 


Really promising heroes, huh? Percy’s eyes flickered over the camp. Could 
he trick someone else into claiming him? Just for a bit, at least. It would 
buy him time if nothing else. He could train here - learn to defend himself 
for a few years and then run away before anyone realized anything was 
amiss. Maybe he could figure out a way to get his mom back... they could 
hide out together somewhere. Just the two of them. 


“interesting,” Percy finally said. It could be a last resort if he really wasn’t 
claimed. After all, how could anyone be sure? How could his mother be 
sure? He didn’t know how gods worked, but could she be absolutely sure 
which one his father was? Maybe someone nice and safe would claim him - 
like... nevermind. 


“Don’t worry,” Silena said and squeezed his arm. “It really doesn’t happen 
often. Let’s go back to the Big House. I know Chiron wants to take you to 
the armory later,” she said. Right. Percy nodded and let her drag him back 
towards the front of the camp. A few people stopped to stare at Silena - 
watching her all with doting eyes. Some waved and smiled at her. A couple 
of boys even stumbled over to stutter out a conversation. 


“You’re popular.” 


“Its an Aphrodite thing,” Silena shrugged. “We’re pretty well-liked. We 
have something about us that just... draws people in,” she smiled. “It’s also 
good for battle.” 


“Uh, what?” 


“Oh, yeah. Sometimes you need someone to gawk at how pretty you are so 
they don’t notice when you slit their throat,” she said wisely. Percy blinked 
a few times. 


“Sure,” he said and squirmed out of her grip. “I do that all the time.” 
Silena laughed - which was nice because not everyone appreciated his 


sarcasm. Apparently, it was a sign of ‘disrespect’ and a ‘bad attitude’, 
which had actually been Percy’s response on why they maybe weren’t 


laughing at his hilarious jokes. That quip had also not been well-received in 
the past. 


“Oh, they’re talking... again,” Silena said, staring at a locked door with a 
frown. Percy was about to ask who when she frowned a little and then 
glanced at Percy. “How are you with rules? For or against?” She asked. 
Percy smiled. 


“Against.” 


“Normally, that would appall me, but in this case, we can be friends,” she 
smiled at him and quietly went to the window. He wasn’t sure what exactly 
she did to it, but somehow the voices came out of it louder than they 
probably should. Percy frowned as Silena tucked something away in her 
pocket. Weird. He wanted to ask what it was but wasn’t sure if their voices 
would be amplified too. 


“by the Summer Solstice!” Chiron was saying. “We may need to send a 
camper after it.” 


“Oh, let them fight,” Mr. D returned with. “What do we care? If there’s a 
war, then perhaps these brats would finally get the battle they all crave 
after,” he grumbled. “My father’s master bolt is no small thing. It isn’t as if 
it could remain hidden forever.” 


“If Lord Hades has it-“ 


“Please,” Mr. D said. “You know how my family squabbles. My uncle is 
convinced Poseidon also broke their sacred oath,” he said, voice going 
mocking towards the end. Percy tensed. “If he had, then the child never 
made it here. That much is certain.” 


“For their sake, that might be a blessing,” Chiron said bitterly. “I do not 
think Poseidon broke the oath. Not after seeing what happened to Thalia 
Grace,” he said firmly. 


“You’re not still upset about that, are you? “Mr. D asked. “By gods, Chiron. 
She was-” 


“A child,” Chiron interrupted stubbornly. “And with all due respect, my 
lord, she was a hero.” 


“Hm. Well, you of all people should know how dangerous heroes can be.” 


“You were once one yourself, were you not?” Chiron asked quietly. Silence 
filled the room. Percy got the feeling he was pressing into territory he 
maybe shouldn’t be. “And as a son of Zeus... how would you have survived 
this predicament?” He asked. “It has been many, many years, but I believe I 
once trained you within this camp too, Dionysus - and protected you from 
Hera.” 


Silena leaned back. Oh, no. Was Chiron about to get blasted? Percy readied 
himself to burst into the room, but all that followed was a long sigh. 


“You’re much too sentimental,” Mr. D muttered. “Perhaps we should ask 
my brethren if they would like us to send one of their precious heroes to 
retrieve my father’s bolt. All the dumb ones are looking to send their 
children after glory,” he said. “It won’t be my sons, I tell you that. Let 
Athena send her brats after the thing - or Apollo. They all have a streak of 
pride a mile long,” he muttered. Silena’s eyes flicked to Percy before she 
went back to the window. When she stepped away again, she bit her lip. 


“Zeus’ master bolt?” Percy finally asked. “What is that?” 


“His symbol of power,” Silena said slowly. “Like how Poseidon has his 
trident and Hades’ his Helm of Darkness,” she explained. Percy’s mouth 
dropped. 


“And it’s gone?” 


“Sounds like it - and there would be war if it isn’t returned by the Summer 
Solstice,” she said slowly. “Huh. Smart,” she said, and Percy looked at her - 
bewildered by such a comment. “For Hades, I mean,” she said quickly. 
Percy didn’t really think it was that smart of him, considering he was 
already the top suspect and would be fighting in this upcoming war, but 
sure. He didn’t have a chance to reply because right then, the door opened 
to reveal an exhausted-looking Chiron. 


“Percy!” He greeted and then smiled. “Silena,” he added. “What brings you 
both here?” He asked. Silena stepped forward and put a hand on Percy’s 
shoulder. 


“T was with Percy, and I remembered you mentioned getting him armor for 
tonight,” she said. Percy blinked. Tonight? What was tonight? Chiron 
chuckled. 


“Oh, yes, we must prepare for that,” he said, shutting the door firmly behind 
him. Percy looked between them. Was nobody could to clarify this? 


“Prepare for what?” He finally asked. Both laughed. 


“Well, it is time,” Chiron said with a warm smile. “For Capture the Flag.” 


Capture the Flag was, uh, what was the word? Oh, yeah. Boring. 


Luke had put him on border patrol, which included just standing by the 
river in armor that didn’t really fit, looking like an idiot. 


Great. 


Perhaps the god of bad pranks heard him, though, because his boredom was 
alleviated about twenty minutes later when a small group of angry Ares’ 
kids descended upon him, weapons out. 


“Well, well, well!” Clarisse called. “Look who it is! Beauregard isn’t here 
to protect you now, is she? Let’s see how you fare without her,” she said, 
spear crackling to life with electricity. Percy wanted to roll his eyes, but he 
wasn’t sure that was a suitable response, given how vastly he was 
outnumbered. A couple of the kids were getting closer with their own 
weapons out. 


“Or maybe I can tell you where the flag is,” Percy snapped. Clarisse clicked 
her tongue as Percy stepped back into the river, water filling his shoes so 
that he tripped into someone behind him. 


“The flag can wait,” the guy said. “We have some unfinished business with 
you first,” he grinned and grabbed Percy’s hair, yanking hard so that Percy 
fell onto his knees as the rest of them all gathered closer to them. 


“Let me go!” Percy demanded, and, much to his surprise, the Ares kid 
immediately released him. Percy blinked. So did the other kids. “Oh,” he 
said, a little taken aback. “Thank you.” 


“What the Hell are you doing?” Clarisse snarled and stepped towards him. 
Percy scrambled back out of the river, trying once again to order her to stop, 
but his words fell on deaf ears once more. He glanced around, trying to find 
a quick escape. There were too many of them to take himself. “Come on,” 
Clarisse purred. “Don’t tell me I’m scarier than a Minotaur, newbie!” 


“Uglier,” Percy said... which wasn’t the brightest response. She snarled, 
swiping her spear forward so that it slashed his wrist as he tried to lift his 
sword in time. 


“You better hope we don’t find your pretty little friend who helped you,” 
another Ares kid called. “We’ll come for her next!” 


Percy felt a spike of rage at the idea that they were off to bully one of the 
few people who had been nice to him next. Scowling, he stepped back into 
the water, right up to Clarisse, and put as much force as he could into his 
voice. 


“You are not going to hurt her!” He seethed. Clarisse’s eyes went blank. 
“Why don’t you go back to your stupid-looking cabin if you’re not going to 
play?” He demanded and braced himself for the first hit. It never came. In 
fact, Clarisse only stumbled back, blinking rapidly. 


“Cabin,” she murmured as if possessed. The others were following suit, all 
marching out of the water and back into the woods. Percy stared. What is 
the name of...? He looked around. Was Silena here? Maybe that Drew kid 
she mentioned? Nobody else appeared to be around. Slowly, he went to step 
back on the bank when he noticed a thin strand of water around his wrist 
where Clarisse had cut it. He wiped it away, only to find the scratch gone. 


Had the water... healed him? 


Curiously, he knelt down next to the river. There was a weird tug in his 
stomach - a slight tingle in his fingers as he placed his hand in. 
Immediately, the sensation of being burrito-ed in a blanket fell over him 
again. He groaned, hitting the water in frustration. 


“Come on!” He said to nobody. “I just want to...” he began but trailed off. 
Want to what? He wasn’t sure. All he knew was that the water was calling 
to him. Like a whisper deep within a cave. Part of him felt like he should 
run from it, but another part of him... he let his fingers fall over the water 
again and took a deep breath. “Please?” He whispered. There was a long 
pause, and then, slowly, the pressure surrounding him lessened. He almost 
swore that he felt a begrudging sigh somewhere in the cosmos. 


This time, when his hand touched the water, he felt a jolt of energy spike 
through him. The tugging sensation in his navel was back. He lifted his 
hand and watched in utter fascination as the water rose with it. His breath 
caught for a moment. He raised his hand higher, and the water followed. 


“Whoa,” he breathed out and flicked his wrist. The water sprayed 
everywhere, much to his delight. He knelt to try again. The second time was 
yielding similar results until a sudden burst of pressure came over him once 
more and bound the feeling in his stomach, completely gone. “Hey!” He 
objected, opening his mouth with every intention of complaining more 
when the snapping of a twig caught his attention. 


... that wasn’t good. 


“What is that?” A voice asked. The water froze alongside Percy for a 
moment before dropping back into the river with a splash. He spun around 
to find Silena staring at him with wide eyes. Her helmet was on the ground 
next to her, armor glowing a soft pink. Percy swallowed. No. No, no, no. 
He looked down at the water and the back to her. 


“Um, I - uh, that?” He asked. “You... well, you see,” he began and laughed 
as he inched away from her. “That was... not what you might think it is. 
Though, just for informational purposes, what did you think that was?” He 


asked. Silena’s expression was unreadable as she looked at him for a long 
time - eyes shifting from a lighter brown to the color of dark oak. 


“T think I saw you manipulating water,” she said. “But not like a child of 
Aphrodite ever could. Not like a child of... any god that belongs in this 
camp should,” she said. Percy felt his skin prickle as he stepped back. 


“Well, that’s why I said it’s not what you think it is,” Percy informed her. 
“Because, boy, you are very wrong,” he laughed and clumsily gripped at his 
sword. “You see,” he began and looked around the forest. “I... am... a.... 
god...” 


“You’re a god?” 


“Yes. Yep, and I am here secretly to conduct an inspection of this camp,” 
Percy told her. “So, please don’t tell people about this. I’m in disguise.” 


Silena raised an eyebrow. 
“I see. And which god am I addressing, my lord?” 


“A water god,” Percy said with a nod. “Like, a god of... the... puddles, more 
specifically,” he said. Damnit. He might be making this worse. “But also 
maybe not because I’m a god and don’t have to answer your questions,” he 
added quickly. Silena dropped her arm so that her sword fell to the ground. 
Percy frowned at the action, but his concern rose again when she buried her 
face into her hands and let out a small scream. “Oh - no! No, don’t do that! 
Shhh!” He tried desperately and rushed over. “Stop - stop it! Pm a god! 
Shh!” 


“No, you’re not!” She whisper-shouted. “Are you kidding me? There aren’t 
that many gods that manipulate water, Percy!” 


“But there are some?” 
“Yeah,” Silena said and threw up her hands. “Take a wild guess on who.” 


Percy bit his lip. 


“There... there are lots of water gods,” he said, sounding way too small. 
“Um, Triton? Or maybe, like, Thetis! That was Achilles’ mom, right?” 


“Oh, my gods. Oh, my - No!” Silena said and pointed a finger at his nose. 
“Those gods don’t have children with mortals. Their kids go to a camp 
under the sea!” 


“but Achilles?” 


“Thetis was caught by a mortal and- why am I explaining this to you?” 
Silena asked, throwing up her hands. “You’re a-” 


“No, Pm not! River god. There are river gods, right?” He asked. Silena 
looked at the sky for a moment and took several long breaths. “Please. We 
can’t know for sure and- please? Maybe I am just some random minor god’s 
child. That could be why I’m not getting claimed-“ 


“You took on a Minotaur with no training. You’re clearly very powerful, 
Percy. Plus, you attracted the Minotaur! Your scent must be strong. Minor 
gods don’t have smells that attract those kinds of monsters,” she said and 
paced back and forth. “I have to turn you over,” she mumbled to herself. 
Percy quickly shook his head. 


“Or - and this is just an idea - you can just pretend this never happened?” 
“Why did you come here?!” 


“I didn’t know!” He shouted and then winced as he looked around. “I didn’t 
know what this place was or that you crazy people just murder each other 
over your parentage! You know who does that? The bad guys in movies! 
And Hitler! I’m pretty sure Hitler did that! All of you are a bunch of 
Hitlers!” He whispered, gesturing wildly. Silena gave a little squeal of 
frustration as she held out her hands as if to choke him. 


“You’re dangerous!” 


“You don’t know me!” Percy objected. “I am not dangerous at all. I cried 
during Bambi! Dangerous people don’t cry during Bambi!” 


“Everyone cries during Bambi!” Silena shrieked. “I - okay. Okay,” she said 
and took a deep breath. “You are... twelve. I am almost fourteen. That 
makes me the older one and in charge of what to do,” she said. Percy made 
a face. That didn’t seem like sound logic at all. “Now, if I tell the other 
campers, they might kill you,” she muttered, pacing. “I could tell Chiron. 
He would take you to the gods... who... also.... might kill you,” she 
muttered. “You can run?” She said and groaned. “But you’ve barely trained. 
You would die for sure out there!” 


“Death, death, and death,” Percy muttered. “Great.” 


“Even if you survive, then what? You’re the prophecy child?” She asked, 
looking Percy up and down warily. “You just admitted to crying 
over Bambi! You can’t lead us through a war!” She groaned. Percy cleared 
his throat. 


“Um, you just said everyone cries during Bambi.” 


“Now isn’t the time for this,” Silena said. Percy scowled at her. You know 
what? Fine. Whatever. It didn’t sound like he was going to have many 
options, anyway. He might as well go out like Thalia Grace did. He raised 
his sword and puffed out his chest. If she could fight to her death, then 
damnit... so could he. Silena watched for a moment before closing her eyes. 
“I won’t tell,” she whispered. Percy paused. 


“you won’t?” 


“PII figure out something. I know someone who can arrange for you to go 
somewhere safer,” she said and ran a hand through her hair. “Though I’m 
not sure he should know the truth either...” she muttered and then looked 
around. “Go. Run. We didn’t see each other. Just don’t be stupid again, 
understand me? No water powers!” She said. Percy nodded. Right. Yes. 
Totally. He understood. A hundred percent. His heart picked up speed as he 
turned to race away when a thought struck him. He turned back around. 


“What if I get claimed?” 


“He wouldn’t dare-” 


“No. Not by... him,” Percy said slowly. Silena tilted her head. “By someone 
else. You said that could happen, right? If I was claimed by someone who 
wasn’t, well, you know, could I stay here?” He asked. Silena blinked. 


“Maybe... but you would need a quest or something. Unclaimed kids don’t 
get quests.” 


Hm. Percy pursed his lips. 


“But... what if I know of a quest I could possibly complete? I could just go 
on it, right?” 


“Alone?” 


“Would you come?” He asked, a little hopefully. Silena seemed smart. 
Better than him with a sword, at least. Her face softened for a moment 
before sighing. 


“I can’t leave my siblings like that,” she sighed. “I’m camp counselor. I 
won’t risk leaving them over someone I just met,” she said, though there 
was at least a hint of an apology in her voice. Percy grimaced. Worth a shot. 
“Tell you what, though, I hear Annabeth Chase is desperate for a quest... if 
you think you can convince her,” she said and gave a slight shrug. “Now go. 
Quick. Until the game is over.” 


Annabeth Chase. Of course. 


Percy nodded and raced off into the woods without another word. 


“You want to what?” 


Annabeth was not as excited as he had hoped she would be about this 
potential quest. 


“Zeus doesn’t have his bolt and is mad about it, so someone has to go get 
it,” Percy told her impatiently. “Chiron won’t give me a quest unless I’m 
claimed, but I might not be claimed if I don’t do something worth their 


attention. The Minotaur thing didn’t work, so I have to try this,” he said, 
choosing his words carefully. Annabeth looked at him - nose scrunched up 
as she leaned back against the pine tree she had been reading under. 


“And you want me to go with you?” 
“I thought you wanted a quest?” Percy asked. Annabeth pursed her lips. 


“Tt isn’t really a quest if it isn’t given to you. It’s just us being stupid, and 
Athena does not do stupid,” she said. Percy made a face at her. Well then. 
Two could play at that game. 


“Yes, I suppose the smarter option is to just sit safely at camp where 
nothing can hurt you and train a little more until someone gives you 
an official quest,” he said and crossed his arms over his chest. “How is that 
working out for you, wise girl?” He asked. Annabeth flushed. She slammed 
her book closed and glared. 


“Quests usually have three people, newbie,” she snapped, abandoning her 
book to stand up and march over to him. Percy shrugged. 


“T can ask Grover.” 
Annabeth faltered. 


“Look,” Percy said. “We already know where the bolt is. We just have to go 
to the Underworld and get it. How hard can that be?” 


“The Underworld is in LA.” 


“So maybe it’s a little hard,” Percy rectified. “But, come on, you’re smart... 
and you’ve been training for this your whole life,” he reasoned. Annabeth 
bit her lip. “Please?” He asked. “I barely know how to use my sword, and if 
I don’t get claimed soon, then I might end up like that one girl who they 
dragged away to the gods,” he said and swallowed. Annabeth’s face went 
blank. “I’m not a Big Three kid. I’m not, but... I can’t risk them thinking I 
might be,” he managed. Annabeth closed her eyes. Ten seconds passed as 
Percy held his breath. 


“Fine,” she finally said, and Percy perked up. “Fine, we can do this, but you 
better listen to me, Jackson! I’m not getting killed because you have 
something to prove,” she said - as if she hadn’t agreed to think because she 
had something to prove. “And only if Grover agrees to it. I can sneak us out 
tonight,” she said. Percy felt his stomach flip. 


“Tonight?” 
“Is that a problem?” 


“No! Tonight is good! I can go pack,” Percy said and grinned at her. “Thank 
you!” He added brightly. “I promise, this is going to go well,” he said and 
let his mind wander. The Underworld... where his mother was. Percy 
swallowed and gave Annabeth one last smile before rushing off down the 
hill to find Grover. Right. This was under control. He could do this. He 
could! 


“You want to what?” 


“That’s what Annabeth said,” Percy said, a little put out by the lack of 
excitement. “Look, I know it’s a lot to ask of you. I just-“ 


“No, I’m going,” Grover interrupted him. Percy paused. 
“really?” 


“Pm your protector,” Grover said with a shrug. Percy felt his earlier 
indignance of that statement melt a little into relief. Honestly, he had never 
had a friend who was as great as Grover before. “Of course I’m going with 
you,” he said with a weak smile that did very little to hide the anxiety 
behind this decision. Inwardly, Percy made himself a promise not to let a 
single monster near him. “Besides, it is the quickest way to get you 
claimed. And if you’re not...” he frowned. Percy tilted his head. He knew 
that Grover had to know - he admitted to at least suspecting... 


“Then I don’t have to go back.” 


“I can’t just leave you out there,” Grover said. Percy tried to ignore the 
rising nervousness swishing around his chest. 


“Well, hopefully, we won’t have to worry about it,” he said. There was a 
whisper of doubt in his mind. Even if he completed this quest... would that 
be enough? Who would think to claim him? How did he convince some 
invisible power to say he was their child? He swallowed. Now wasn’t the 
time to think like that. He would figure it out as he went. Besides, his 
primary goal was to get his mom back. That was all that really mattered. “It 
isn’t going to end up like last time,” Percy added quietly - for Grover’s 
sake. 


There was a sharp gust of wind, and Grover’s eyes flicked towards the pine 
tree out in the distance. 


“So, what’s the escape plan?” He asked. 


As it turned out, Annabeth’s ‘escape plan’ was just Luke. The guy was 
pretty popular. Figures. 


“Don’t worry,” he greeted when Grover and Percy approached him behind 
the Hermes cabin. “I’m not here to rat you out,” he said. Annabeth rippled 
into view as she took off her Yankee cap beside him. “I’ve snuck kids out of 
camp before. I consider myself a bit of an expert,” he smiled dryly and 
gestured them over. Percy approached cautiously. “Here. I made this tunnel 
a few years back with the help of some... friends,” he said slowly and 
brushed aside some bushes and debris to reveal a wooden door with a lock 
on it. Luke knelt to punch in a code. A small click followed. 


“Why?” 


“Thalia,” Luke said simply. Then looked up with a sad smile. “I kept 
thinking that if we had managed to ever get her into camp... she might have 
needed a way out. It could happen to another camper. So I made one,” he 
said and pushed the door to the side. “But you’ll need to hurry. This will 
take you straight out towards the road at the bottom of the hill. If someone 
finds out, they can still catch you. I’ve given you some money to call a cab 
and all that,” he said, handing Annabeth a backpack. “Be careful - hey,” he 


added, grabbing Annabeth’s elbow. “Be careful,” he repeated to her. She 
flushed but nodded quickly. 


“Pm always careful,’ she grumbled and pulled out of his grip. Percy 
wanted to roll his eyes but instead eyed the passage in front of them warily. 
Luke chuckled and ruffled Annabeth’s hair. She somehow went an even 
brighter red as she glowered back before marching first into the tunnel with 
muttered goodbyes. Grover made a noise of distress at her quick 
disappearance and scampered to follow. Percy also took a step forward, but 
Luke’s voice called him back. 


“Silena told me you’re doing this to get claimed,” he said. Percy stiffened. 
“Don’t worry,” he said and placed a hand on Percy’s shoulder. “I don’t think 
you’re a Big Three kid. Silena says you actually might be an Aphrodite 
kid,” he said, and Percy blinked. She said, what now? “But if she forgets 
about you... you’ll be okay,” Luke told him. “We’ll get you out of here if 
she doesn’t claim you. Hell, I can get you out of here now if you like. You 
don’t have to do this,” he added gently. 


Percy hesitated. 


“But... where would I go?” He asked, looking down at where Grover and 
Annabeth had already gone. Luke smiled. 


“Somewhere safe,” he said. Percy wasn’t sure why he didn’t trust that. Luke 
was nice. Silena trusted him. Maybe he should... still. A voice was 
whispering in the back of his head that the bolt was in the Underworld. 
Where his mother was. This might be his only chance to get her back. 
Biting his lip, he shook his head. 


“T can do this.” 
Luke nodded. 


“Then good luck and - oh, wait one more second. You have someone else 
who wants to say goodbye,” he said. Percy blinked just as he felt someone 
tap his shoulder. Spinning around, he turned to find Silena Beauregard 
waiting with her arms full of a blue backpack and a purse. 


“Hi,” he said and smiled weakly. “Thank you for...” he trailed off, not 
wanting to risk saying something to give him away - even in front of Luke. 


“Here. I have some good luck gifts for you,” Silena said, pulling him to the 
side. Percy watched as she reached into her purse and pulled out three 
items. “Eyeliner. You know, in case you want to practice or something,” she 
said. Percy frowned as he accepted it slowly. Um. Sure. Eyeliner was.... 
cool? “This book. It’s about my mother. I’ve made notes in it for you. If you 
wanted to learn... about her,” she said and placed a leather-bound book in 
his hands. “It has all the true versions of her myths,” she said and then 
lastly held out her bracelet. “And you can borrow this. I recommend 
wearing it so others can see it. Maybe say it was your mother’s,” she said 
and placed them all in the blue backpack before handing it to him. 


Aphrodite. Percy’s heart dropped. She was trying to get him claimed 
by Aphrodite - and giving him all the tools to blend in. How though? Percy 
felt like the least Aphrodite person to exist. 


“She’ll never claim me,” he whispered. Silena shook her head, eyes wild as 
she looked around for anyone who could be watching. 


“My mother doesn’t remember half of her children as it is,” she said with a 
note of bitterness. “If you impress her, it won’t matter. Return the bolt in her 
name. She’ll claim you if you act the part. If you stay unclaimed, then 
they’ ll figure out what you really are,” she said, squeezing his hands tightly. 
Percy’s heart sped up. 


“I - I don’t know the first thing about Aphrodite-” 


“My mother was born of sea foam,” Silena cut him off. “And if you’re 
really who I think you are... you are the sea. You can pull this off,” she said 
and touched his cheek. “Get the bolt. Survive,” she said. Percy swallowed. 


“What if I can’t act the part?” He asked. Silena’s expression went blank for 
a moment. Slowly, she placed the bracelet in his hands. 


“If you’re going to be one of us... you better learn.” 


Percy tried not to let that alone strike fear into him. So instead, he hugged 
her and accepted the bag. Luke was still waiting behind them, scanning the 
area carefully before gesturing Percy towards the entrance. 


“It’s okay if you’re afraid,” he said as Percy took the first step in. “They’re 
all cowards here. Killing innocent people over something they might do. 
Killing innocent people they might be,” he said darkly. “The gods won’t 
ever stop it. Don’t let them bully you into buying into that mindset,” he 
said. Percy nodded as he stepped inside, feeling dirt squish underneath his 
feet. “You’re already braver than half of them,” he said. “Good luck.” 


And with that, he slammed the door shut. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Some PSAs: 

- Katara comes from google translate, so I'm almost positive it is not 
accurate at all. However, Avatar really did come out in 2005, so I 
couldn't resist the joke lol. Plus, ancient Greek leaves some room for 
me to mess around a little since it's a dead language and all. 

- So, usually I'm an update 1x or 2x a week kinda gal. We're gonna try 
and keep with that, but I didn't write as far ahead as I usually do before 
I post the first chapter so it could be a bit longer. Fingers crossed. 

- Y'all know I am not succinct so buckle up. 

- The farther along we go, the most we'll diverge from canon, so this is 
honestly as close as it is going to be, I think. I wasn't a huge fan of all 
this foreplay-type stuff, but I guess we need to set stuff up before 
getting to the fun parts lol. Hopefully you guys liked it! 

- OH! So I haven't located them all yet, but I do know other people are 
writing this same idea, but with different gods serving as Percy's 
‘patron’ god. I'm going to try and link them as I find them lol. I know 
Hermes and Ares were spoken of, so keep a look out for that. 

- Thank you for reading <3 See you soon! 


2. Chapter 2 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Y'ALL! I'm so shook by the response lol. Thank you for all the 
support. You guys are the best<3 


Quests were... not fun. Quick rundown for anyone who wanted Percy’s past 
week of horrors: 


1. Their bus blew up after three old ladies tried to murder them. 


2. Percy killed Medusa, who had a weird thing about his eyes - luckily, he 
tried to subtly play it off as an Aphrodite thing (“I don’t know, Annabeth. 
People always talk about my eyes. One lady told me I had her dead 
husband’s eyes. This other guy thought I was his girlfriend’s brother 
because of it. I really don’t know.”) 


3. Echidna and her evil Chimera were a thing... Annabeth and Grover still 
don’t know how he survived that, considering he jumped off a very high 
building into the water below. He said he prayed — which was true — but 
quite frankly, he didn’t know who answered his prayer. 


Well... okay, maybe he had some idea. As he sat up in the Mississippi 
River, he saw various fish swimming around, along with a startling amount 
of trash. Among that was a man who looked like he was casually taking a 
nap. 


“Hello?” He asked, a little alarmed to find he could... breathe? Speak? All 
of the above? Maybe he was dead. Typical. He got up to where the man was 
lounging back with a hat over his eyes. Percy tilted his head. Was he dead? 
Dead people floated in water, right? Or did they? He wasn’t sure. Percy 
wrinkled his nose. “Um, sir?” He tried. The man stirred. Percy jumped. He 
hadn’t been expecting that for some reason. Cursing an impressive amount 
for a twelve-year-old, he bounced back just in time for the man to remove 
the hat from his face. 


Percy blanked. It was... him. Sort of? Maybe. Look, the guy looked an 
awful lot like him from the windswept black hair, green eyes, and subtle 
look of rebellion branded into his features. When he saw Percy, he sat up, 
pointing a finger directly at Percy’s face. His heart stopped. 


“T’m fairly certain your mother told you not to draw attention to yourself,” 
he said flatly. Percy blinked. This was absolutely true. However, he wasn’t 
sure why this man at the bottom of the river knew that. “So, what do you 
do? You send the gods a box with Medusa’s head in it. Why?” He asked. A 
solid question. 


The truth was that Percy was... a little frustrated with these gods who 
apparently ruled over them. He was trying to get back Zeus’ stupid 
lightning bolt while hiding his identity to maybe get another goddess to 
claim him, so he wouldn’t get murdered. Forgive him for being short- 
tempered. It seemed foolish that not one of those gods could at least zap 
them to LA. Like, look, getting into the Underworld? Sure, he could do 
that. But the road trip seemed unnecessary. 


“Who are you?” Percy asked instead. He already knew the answer — deep 
down. The man tilted his head. “You... look like me,” he noted slowly. The 
man’s lips thinned. 


“An unfortunate stroke of luck,” he said. Percy raised his 
eyebrows. That was a little rude. A small laugh sat between them as the 
man’s face broke from its stern demeanor. “I only mean that I won’t be able 
to appear as I normally do for a while,” he sighed. “Gods can appear 
however they want, but people might get suspicious if they see me like this 
next to you.” 


Percy nodded. He looked around. They were in water. Not the sky. Not the 
Underworld. It left him with little doubt on who this was. 


cc 


“You’re my father, aren’t you?” He asked and then looked down. 
Poseidon.” 


It had been the first he had even said the name out loud. It was something 
that was either very obvious or that he just knew deep down... possibly 


both. A trident appeared in the god’s hand, and Percy knew he had his 
answer. That was it then. He was... a katara. A Big Three child. An illegal 
creation who was destined to be hunted down like an animal for sport. 


If someone had told him even three months ago that he would meet his dad 
at the bottom of the river, then he would have assumed that the mafia was 
involved. You know, that might not be too off-base. Maybe the Olympians 
were like... a divine mafia. Poseidon stood up, looking down at him with an 
eerie amount of intensity. Percy didn’t look away. 


“Tt is risky for us to spend time alone together,” he said slowly and gestured 
around them. “Perseus, what are you doing? Returning my brother’s bolt 
will not lessen his ire for learning you exist.” 


“T’m not doing it for him. I’m doing it to be claimed-” 


“To claim you would mean signing your death warrant,” Poseidon 
interrupted tersely. “Something you already know-” 


“Pm not looking to be claimed by you,” Percy cut in. Poseidon paused. 
“I... if I stay unclaimed, people would be suspicious. Grover said 
unclaimed kids are usually kids of minor gods, but I’m clearly not the child 
of a minor god. That means I need to be claimed by someone else before 
it’s clear why I’m not being claimed at all,” he explained. Poseidon stared at 
him. Feeling strangely vulnerable, Percy rubbed the back of his neck. “I... 
figured since everyone says the gods have so many kids... I can trick one.” 


“Trick one,” Poseidon repeated. Percy felt his shoulders slump. It was a 
stupid idea. What was he supposed to do, though? “And you’ve chosen 
Aphrodite?” He asked, nodding to the bracelet on Percy’s wrist. He glanced 
down. 


“Well... that’s kind of just how the dominoes fell,” he admitted. Poseidon 
nodded. “But... I mean, I...” he tried and then reminded himself he was 
talking to a god. His father. He bowed his head. “I don’t know what I’m 
doing,” he admitted quietly. Silence. 


“You’re doing well, Perseus,” came a quiet response. Percy glanced up to 
see Poseidon staring at him with unreadable eyes. Percy swallowed back his 
own judgments. He didn’t really know what to make of this random god 
who condemned him to this life of confusion and fear. Who hadn’t even 
shown up before he went to that gods awful camp. Who let his mother die. 
“The gods are all watching you. Aphrodite included. You may pull this off,” 
he said slowly. “You have certain attributes of her... but also many 
differences. You need to be prepared for that,” he said. 


Yeah. Percy had been reading the book Silena had given him. Aphrodite 
was truly a terrifying goddess. He didn’t understand her in the slightest, but 
he was... really, really, really trying. 


“I think I know someone who could help you,” Poseidon said suddenly. 
“She usually resides on the East coast, but I can send her here,” Poseidon 
said slowly. Percy looked up at him. Really? Poseidon twirled his trident 
between his fingers thoughtfully. “However, she is the only god you can 
trust with the truth. Do you understand me? In fact, the only one at all who 
can trust,” he said firmly. Percy frowned. Silena already knew. Grover 
probably did, too. Still, he didn’t argue. 


“Who is it?” He asked. Poseidon sighed and reached out - almost as if to 
touch him - but thought better of it. 


“You will know when you meet her - and be careful, Perseus. You have not 
chosen easy company. Athena’s girl will not be easily deceived,” he 
warned, looking around the empty river. “And try not to jump off of 
anymore buildings. I can only intervene so much,” he said. Percy narrowed 
his eyes. 


“T’ll resist the urge,” he said before realizing that probably wasn’t the best 
response. Poseidon blinked at him - looking momentarily taken aback 
before shaking his head. “Sorry,” Percy tacked on quickly. Then winced. 
“Uh, sir,” he added. 


“Aphrodite, hm?” He asked, sounding vaguely amused. “It will be 
interesting to see how you do,” he said - and just like that... was gone. It 
was a rather rude way to end the conversation, but whatever. Percy looked 


around the river, a little miffed as he marched his way back towards his 
friends and - once again - lied to them before refocusing back on the quest 
at hand. Which included the following not-so-fun bits: 


4. Ares appeared and asked them to get his shield. Ugh. They did it, but 
seriously. At what cost? (the cost was looking like idiots on Olympian 
television) 


5. They stayed at a really awesome hotel, which was (surprise, surprise) 
evil. 


It was actually, during this lovely stay at the evil hotel, that Poseidon’s 
visitor found Percy. Annabeth and Grover had gone off with the platinum 
memberships to tackle the arcade when a hand touched Percy’s shoulder. 
He tensed - something about this place had already given him the creeps - 
but he couldn’t quite pinpoint it. When he turned, he fully expected a 
monster. 


Instead, he saw... well, he wasn’t sure who she was. Only that he was 
momentarily stunned into silence at the sight of her. 


It was a woman - no, goddess. Definitely a goddess. A goddess with curly 
black hair that was worn like a cloud around her head and skin with blue 
markings that glowed blue. Her eyes also shone an intense shade of vibrant 
blue before dimming into a softer green - much like his own. 


“Perseus Jackson?” She greeted and stepped back. Percy blinked a few 
times. At his confusion, she smiled. “Sit.” 


Percy sat. 


“Who... are you?” He asked cautiously. The woman walked over to close 
the door of their suite, locking it with a sharp click. That set off some 
warning bells, but Percy didn’t stop her as she walked back towards him, 
dress shimmering into a simple pair of those... dress... pant...things... you 
know, the ones that were like a dress, but instead of it attaching to a skirt, it 
was shorts? Kind of like overalls? A pomper? Romper! Maybe. He really 
wasn’t sure. 


“Your sister,” the woman said and tilted her head as she sat down at the 
counter next to him. “One way or another,” she said with a subtle smirk. 
Percy blinked. “My name is Rhode. Daughter of Poseidon and Aphrodite,” 
she said, smiling coyly at him as she placed interlaced fingers under her 
chin. “I hear we are of a... similar breed,” she drawled out. Percy sat up. 
Wait. 


“Poseidon and Aphrodite?” He asked. Rhode smiled. “So... do you know 
who I am?” He asked. Sure, Poseidon said to trust her, but also... he wasn’t 
revealing anything unless he had to. Rhode scoffed before standing up and 
walking into the kitchen. With a wave of her hand, the entire place was 
stocked with food. Wordlessly, she handed him a plate of fruit. 


“You should eat,” she told him. “You and I have some work to do while 
your friends are distracted.” 


“They’ll be back in a few hours-” 


“Oh, not in this hotel, they won’t,” she said. Percy blinked. What? “This is 
the Lotus Hotel. Do you remember your mythology to guess what that 
means?” She asked. Percy’s blood went cold. Immediately, he stood up. 
“No, no. Sit down. You can get them after we’re done,” she said. Percy 
glanced at her warily. “Look, you’re a child of the ocean. So is my mother, 
but that won’t account for much if you don’t know how to play into her 
abilities.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“Your powers,” Rhode said. “I’m here to teach you how to use your 
powers, Perseus. You aren’t going to convince everyone you’re her son by 
starting earthquakes and tidal waves,” she said. “Nor will our father let you. 
I’m guessing he’s already binding your powers as it is,” she said. Percy 
stiffened. That was him? Of course, that had been him... ugh. Percy wished 
that clicked for him earlier. He hated that feeling of pressure closing around 
him - like a strait-jacket keeping him in place. Rhode hummed and took a 
Slice of pineapple and bit into it. 


“I don’t have any Aphrodite powers,” he said warily. Rhode raised an 
eyebrow. “What?” 


“T think you can pull a few things off. You’re pretty powerful. I can feel it 
from here,” she said casually. “You know what sort of creatures reside in 
the ocean?” She asked. Percy shrugged. Whales? Dolphins? Fish? “Sirens,” 
Rhode said before Percy could throw out one of his more sarcastic answers. 
“Do you see where I’m going with this?” 


“Maybe spell it out for me.” 
Rhode looked at him for a moment and then sighed. 


“Some Aphrodite kids can charmspeak. You might be able to use your siren 
voice,” she said. Percy blinked. His what? “If you’re in a body of water, 
your voice can lure people towards you. You can even convince them to do 
things they normally wouldn’t do. Pretty similar to charmspeak,” she said, 
twirling a piece of hair around her finger. “Some Aphrodite kids can look 
deep within people to see their desires. You might be able to do something 
similar if you see their reflections in the water,” she said. Percy bit his lip. 
That sounded above his paygrade. “Some of my mother’s children can alter 
perceptions. Perhaps with a good dose of sea mist, so can you,” Rhode 
smiled. “It’s like with mortal magicians. You’ll have to learn sleight of 
hand. Perhaps we can throw a few water-themed ones as well. She does 
have plenty of ties with it,” she mused. Percy shook his head. 


“You think I can do any of that?” He asked, though his mind thought back 
to the Ares’ kids in the river. How they had all listened instantly when he 
had spoken in the water, but ignored him the second he was out of it. Percy 
took a long breath. “You can teach me?” He asked. Rhode’s eyes 
glimmered. 


“I can try,” she said and plopped a grape in her mouth. “The rest just 
depends on how badly you want to live.” 


“I think a reasonable amount,” Percy said, tapping his fingers on the 
counter between them. “But why are you helping me?” He asked. Poseidon 
was one thing. Rhode? Maybe. If gods wanted Big Three kids dead... well. 


Some probably did. It was just hard to read who wanted what in all of this. 
Rhode’s eyes shifted again to the bright blue - like a luminescent light 
within the dimly lit suite. 


“Because in the last ten years, I have had over thirty prayers,” she said with 
a shrug. Percy frowned. “Children begging me to claim them. Me. A 
goddess that nobody knows, nobody remembers - so minor that if it weren’t 
for America’s Rhode Island, then I would have surely faded long ago,” she 
mused. “Children have somehow found my name and begged me to claim 
them just because they ran out of names to pray to. Because nobody else 
answered their prayers,” she said, voice almost like a song. A sad, tragic 
song. “I can’t even help them. Most of them are dead now. Killed by your 
campers because they were unclaimed for a smidge too long or given to the 
gods,” she said and looked down at her hands for a couple of moments. 
“But I can help you,” she finally said. “Maybe you can be worth thirty 
unanswered prayers,” she said, giving a sad smile. 


Percy wasn’t sure he was even worth one. 


“Why are they so afraid of us?” He asked - not even sure who the ‘us’ was 
in this situation. There was no ‘us’. Only him. Still, it comforted him to 
think there were maybe others out there. “We’re just kids. We haven’t done 
anything wrong.” 


Rhode pursed her lips. 


“The war,” she said and shook her head, brows coming together. “You 
know, they never figured out exactly what happened,” she told him 
thoughtfully. “For a while, we all thought the Big Three were in a fight. 
That’s how wars usually start,” she said and then shook her head. “It wasn’t 
them, though. It was all their kids. Zeus was said to be horrified. He tried to 
intervene - which is saying something because he hates gods intervening in 
human affairs - but he tried. The fighting just got worse. Nobody knew 
what started it. There was just a... river of blood. Hundreds executed. 
Tortured. Hunted. The gods finally had to step in and kill them all.” 


Percy stared. What? 


“But they had to have had a reason,” Percy said. “Nobody would just start a 
war like that.” 


“T couldn’t tell you,” Rhode said. “The prophecy came shortly after that, 
and the gods decided just to ban them altogether. Nobody ever forgot what 
they did. It was truly awful,” she said with a shudder. “If you saw the 
carnage those demigods caused... you may understand a bit better,” she 
said. For a moment, Percy felt the world around him flicker. When he 
looked around, he was in a desecrated town - bodies strewn casually about 
with smoke rising. In the distance were shouts and cries as one boy lurched 
into the air with his hands filled with lightning as a girl slammed her hands 
into the ground, shaking the already torn town even more apart. The hotel 
melted back into place before the two could collide. “Kdtaras had always 
been trouble,” Rhode shrugged. “But never quite like that.” 


Percy stared. He didn’t know what to say. Even in that brief clip, he had felt 
the fear and raw power that left him empty and cold. 


Rhode brightened, “But never mind that! We should get started on seeing 
where you’re at with your powers-“ she rattled off as if Percy’s world 
wasn’t just rocked. 


Was he like that? Well, obviously not now, but... could he be like that? Just 
start massacring people without a second thought? His stomach twisted. He 
suddenly had an understanding of some of the fear surrounding Big Three 
kids. Were they just walking bombs? Normal one moment and triggered to 
kill the next? That’s what people seemed to think. Maybe there was some 
truth to it if so many people believed them... 


No. No, they... they just didn’t get a chance to explain themselves. Percy 
didn’t have all the facts. He couldn’t think like that. He was a good person. 


He was a good person. A person. Not a kdtara or a monster or a demigod or 
anything else. He was twelve and had the best mom in the world and would 
figure out a way to pass seventh grade next year. First, though, he would 
return this stupid bolt to Zeus and get himself claimed. Taking a long 
breath, he looked up at Rhode and nodded. 


“Where do we start?” 


“How long were we there?! No, no, no, no...” Annabeth said as she raced 
out of the hotel, hands practically shaking as she yanked out a newspaper. 
Percy stayed quiet. He already knew the answer, but tried to look just as 
shocked as Annabeth rattled off the date. 


“Five days?!” He demanded, ignoring Grover’s eyes on him. “How could 
time have gone by that fast?” He asked, as if he hadn’t just spent the past 
five days training while the other two were glued to video games. He felt 
pretty confident he could still get the bolt back in the remaining day they 
had - or at least Rhode had said he would be able to. They were about to put 
that to the test. 


Annabeth continued her panic - summoning a cab as Percy silently mulled 
over the week. Rhode had told him she would try to get Aphrodite down 
here so he could convince her himself. If he played it smart. Silently, he 
pulled out the water bottle she had also given him. A parting gift, as it were. 
His powers weren’t perfect, but they were a good start for now. If he could 
figure out how to use them right. He glanced at where Annabeth was 
arguing with where a cab driver had pulled up. She looked like she was 
about to offer him one of their Lotus Casino cards. 


“Hey,” Percy said, deciding to put Rhode’s training to the test. Subtly, he 
poured some water over his head and grinned at Grover. “Nevada is 
ridiculously hot, huh?” He asked. Grover tilted his head at him as Percy slid 
beside Annabeth, leaning against the car door with a wide smile. “Hi,” he 
said, focusing on the water rolling down his back and dripping down his 
head. He felt a slight buzzing sink from the droplets into his skin. Rhode 
was right. Saltwater was better. He was grateful she had the foresight to 
make sure he was well-stocked with the stuff. He would just need to keep it 
away from the other two. “We really need to get to Los Angeles as fast as 
possible. Would you mind giving us a lift?” He asked, voice coming out 
soft and pleading. The cab driver blinked. “We’re just kids and don’t have 
any money - but I know you would want to help us out, right?” He asked. 
The man blinked a few times. 


“Um,” he said, looking unsure. “I... I don’t know if... I should...” he 
frowned. 


“Please?” He tried, putting a little more force into his words. Ugh. He 
needed more water. 


“Okay,” the man said immediately. “But just you.” 


“No, no,” Percy argued. “All three of us. You wouldn’t want two kids 
stranded alone, right?” 


“I... maybe I should call the police to get you guys-” 


“You want to take us there,” Percy said, feeling a shred of panic rise. This 
had been dumb to try out for the first time in the middle of the desert. He 
and Rhode had practiced in a pool somewhere in the hotel on random 
strangers who were already mentally incapacitated. The man blinked again - 
uncertainty in his eyes. Percy could feel the water already evaporating off 
his skin. “There might be a reward for you,” he tried. 


“alright,” the driver finally relented and unlocked the door. Percy let out a 
long breath of relief and turned to find Annabeth staring at him. 


“Tm not sure how long that will work,” he muttered to her as he slid into 
the cab. She slowly followed him. 


“Have you done that before?” 


“A couple times,” Percy said - which wasn’t quite a lie. He had done it on 
the Ares kids. “I figured it must be a god thing,” he shrugged and then 
feigned a frown. “Can’t you do it?” He asked. Poseidon had been right, 
after all. Annabeth wasn’t someone who would buy into this whole thing 
easily. He would have to be extra on guard with her. 


Annabeth only shook her head and then went back to whatever book she 
had brought with them. 


“What are you doing?” she asked from about an hour later as Percy tried 
valiantly to avoid poking his own eye. The taxi guy was still driving, so that 


was probably a good sign. Percy wasn’t sure what to do if he had to 
convince him again. He glanced over at her. 


“Putting on eyeliner,” he said as he wrinkled his nose in concentration. 
Annabeth stared. 


“Why?” 


“Silena gave me some,” he shrugged. “I thought it would be fun. My mom 
can do this thing to make it like wings are on the end. Turns out it requires 
some practice,” he said. Annabeth’s lips quirked up as she continued to 
watch. 


“And, uh, the polka dots? And drawn-on mustache?” She asked, gesturing 
to the markings on Percy’s face. He shrugged. 


“I got bored.” 


“Naturally,” she said, hiding a grin. “That isn’t waterproof, is it?” She 
asked. Percy turned to stare at her blankly. Waterproof? “You know, the 
stuff that is impossible to get off?” She asked. Percy blinked, and then 
turned the pencil over. He blinked a few more times, trying to keep the 
letters still as he read over the silver lettering. 


“ „impossible?” He asked, voice going a little high. Annabeth laughed. 
Traitor. Percy was forced to look like a fool for the entire car ride - and even 
worse - while almost dying. This led them to the next bullet on Percy’s fun 
little quest checklist. 


6. Some dude tried to stretch him on a waterbed. He didn’t want to be 
tall that badly, thanks. 


“Are you okay?” Annabeth asked as Percy wobbled upright. He gave her a 
thumbs up. “You look taller,” she added. Percy looked up at her. 


“Oh, you have a sense of humor now?” 


“Sorry,” she said with a bashful grin. Percy stuck his tongue out at her. 
“Also, now may not be the time, but maybe you should figure out how to 


wash off all of that eyeliner before heading down to the Underworld,” she 
added. Percy glared. “Not that it wasn’t fun seeing you almost stretched to 
death with a drawn-on mustache and-” 


“This is my war paint.” 
“Oh, my mistake.” 


“That being said... how do you get it off?” He asked. Annabeth rolled her 
eyes before dragging him and Grover to the nearest convenience store to get 
makeup remover. Percy was a little amazed such a thing existed - and 
worked so well! He had been so fascinated with admiring his perfectly 
clean face at the outdoor table they had decided to rest at that he didn’t 
notice when someone else appeared. 


“Need one of these?” A woman asked, holding out a mirror from her purse. 
Percy put down the spoon he had been trying to see his reflection in and 
accepted it with a grin. 


“Thanks,” he said, and flicked open the mirror. Wow. No signs of the 
eyeliner at all. That was so- wait a minute. His eyes jerked back up. 
Monster? Was this a monster? He dropped the mirror to go for his weapon 
instead. He froze when he saw who was in front of him. Slowly, he turned 
to where Grover and Annabeth had been stress-eating (Grover) and doing 
some last-minute Underworld research (Annabeth), who also seemed 
stunned at the appearance of their mystery guest. 


“Hello...2” Percy began cautiously. The woman smiled at him with 
glittering eyes before clearing her throat. 


“Hello,” she sang - voice reminding him of Rhode’s. “I believe you have 
something of mine,” she said and gestured vaguely at Annabeth’s bag. 
Percy tensed. On the one hand, he had met enough gods during this trip, but 
this... he was pretty sure he knew who this was. She was like nothing he 
had ever seen before. Her form never seemed consistent - like shifting 
water. Her hair might have been any color. Eyes any shade. She looked an 
odd amount like his mother mixed with a pretty actress he had seen on 
television as a kid. He found he couldn’t look away. “Thank you for getting 


it for me. Ares told me he sent you. I’m sorry you two ended up on 
television,” she added with a nod towards Percy and Annabeth. “My 
husband has a vengeful heart,” she sighed as Percy’s mind tried to figure 
out what she was talking about. 


Wait. Her scarf. They had found it along with Ares’ shield at the stupid 
Thrill Ride O’ Love. Percy felt his eyes widened. Rhode had come through. 
This was his chance. 


“Lady Aphrodite?” He asked. She smiled. 


“Hello, sweetheart,” she told him, and her eyes flicked down. “I noticed 
you were wearing something familiar during that video of yours,” she said, 
and leaned over to tap Percy’s wrist. He followed her gaze. “Where did you 
happen to find it?” She asked. Percy snatched his wrist back. 


Play it cool, Jackson. 


“It was my mother’s,” he said. “She told me that someone important gave it 
to her,” he explained. Aphrodite’s brows came together at that. She leaned 
back. Inwardly, he held his breath. 


“Interesting. Tell me about your mother.” 


Test. This was a test. Percy tilted his head at her, trying to appear as 
skeptical as possible. He couldn’t seem too desperate. This might be his 
only chance to appeal to her in person. 


“She...” he began, and his voice suddenly caught. Despite the situation, he 
found it hard to even speak her name knowing... knowing she was gone. 
Away. He took a long breath. “She’s the kindest person I know. The best. 
She’s beautiful and smart and works hard. She’s had a million jobs since 
I’ve been born. I realize now she was trying to hide me,” he admitted. 


“Did she ever say anything about your father?” 


Percy bit his lip. 


“Well... I mean, that... that’s a little tricky,” he admitted. Aphrodite raised 
an eyebrow. “I never asked too many questions because it didn’t seem like 
my business, but she never used the word father. I don’t know why. She just 
said my other parent was someone important and rich who couldn’t stay 
with us. Something about love being fleeting as the sea. I don’t really know 
much other than that,” he admitted. “I guess now I know it’s a god. Do gods 
have gender?” He asked. “Maybe that’s why she never used the word 
father.” 


Aphrodite stared. Slowly, she folded her hands together, leaning forward. 


“Hm,” she said. “We can have whatever gender we want... though there are 
favorites. I prefer to stay female, mostly,” she told him. Percy wracked his 
mind. What else could he use? He thought of the little notes Silena had put 
in the book she had given him. 


“Ooh,” he said suddenly when his eyes flicked to the fruit stand a few feet 
away. “Apples!” He said and licked his lips. Aphrodite’s lips quirked 
upward. 


“A favorite of yours?” She asked, casually lifting her hand so one floated 
off of the stand. She plucked it from the air and handed it to him. He 
eagerly took it with a nod, biting in. Apples weren’t his favorite, but they 
were still pretty good. When he was little, he used to eat them all time while 
pretending to be a horse... don’t judge him. Every kid pretended to be a 
horse at least once. He took a second bite before offering it to Annabeth. 
When she shook her head, he shrugged before taking another bite and 
giving the core to Grover. 


“Thank you,” he said with a bright grin. Aphrodite clicked her tongue. 
“Um, Lady Aphrodite?” He asked, a little uncertainly. She turned to him. 
“I... don’t want to be rude, but... what are you doing here?” He asked, 
twisting his hands together. He wasn’t sure where the line between innocent 
and annoying was. He got the feeling he was skating on it, though. 
Aphrodite only smiled. 


“Well, I wanted to get my scarf back, of course!” She said and lightly 
grabbed it from Annabeth’s backpack. Annabeth quickly pulled her bag 


towards her chest with a subtle look of outrage. “And to see you in person. I 
think I have something to aid in your quest,” she told them and reached into 
a beaded purse to pluck out three pearls and place them in Percy’s hands. 
“This will help you get back from the Underworld safely,” she promised. 
Percy nodded. Good. Right. 


“Thank you,” he said and held the pearls closer to his chest. Then wrinkled 
his nose. “I like you better than your boyfriend,” he said. That wasn’t even 
part of the act. It was an accurate statement. Ares was annoying. Though 
there was something about Aphrodite... something that somehow terrified 
him more than whatever Ares was spewing. Aphrodite chuckled. 


“Oh?” She asked and leaned over to bop the end of his nose. “Aren’t you 
sweet?” She asked. Annabeth made a slight noise of reproach at the back of 
her throat. Aphrodite’s eyes flickered to her. 


“Careful, sweetheart,” she purred and lightly pulled at one of Annabeth’s 
curls. “You wouldn’t want to fall in love with a rodent, would you?” She 
asked. Annabeth’s lips pursed. Percy very, very, very dearly wanted to point 
out that Aphrodite was the one who fell in love with Ares (arguably worse 
than any rodent), but exercised considerable restraint to keep his mouth 
shut. “Anywho!” Aphrodite brightened. “I should get going. Good luck 
with the rest of your quest, my loves. Perseus... you and I should keep in 
touch,” she smiled and tapped his chin. 


Was that good or bad? 


“Um, sur-” he started but was cut off by her disappearing, leaving the smell 
of flowers behind. He turned to Annabeth and Grover. “Did that go well?” 
He asked them. Grover was beaming, giving him two thumbs up. Annabeth 
didn’t look nearly as enthused. 


“Do you think she could be your godly parent?” 
“T never said that.” 


“Well, it looks like it,’ she grumbled, and crossed her arms. “It would 
explain how you were able to get that cab driver to get us here,” she said 


and made a face. “...ugh. Aphrodite.” 
Percy scowled. 

“Ugh. Athena.” 

“Ugh, you.” 


“Okay,” Grover interrupted before Percy could respond. “We need to get 
moving if we want to get an audience with Hades,” he said with a slight 
shudder. Percy grimaced. That was right... and led them to number seven on 
the Nightmare-Quest-List he was curating. 


7. Entering the Underworld. 
Fan-freaking-tastic. 


It went surprisingly well. Charon complained about needing a pay raise, 
Cerberus liked rubber balls, and they navigated throughout the entire place 
reasonably well. The bag that Ares gave them seemed to get heavier and 
heavier by the second as they finally reached the throne room. 


He supposed it was time to meet his uncle. 


Hades didn’t have a modern look like Poseidon or Ares did. He was dressed 
in black robes that looked as if they were made of damned souls with a 
silver wreath on his head. Percy stepped through the doors, meeting dark 
eyes that were watching him with clear disdain. 


“You are brave to come here, Son of Poseidon,” he greeted, and Percy 
froze. Was this a joke? Was this a joke? Did he do all of this just for Hades 
to announce his parentage that casually as soon as he walked through the 
door? “After all you have done to me, very brave indeed. Or perhaps simply 
foolish.” 


No. Percy would go down fighting, damn him. From either of Percy’s sides, 
he could feel Annabeth and Grover go still at Hades’ words. 


“Son of who?” Percy asked and then held up his hands. “Poseidon? Isn’t 
that the sea god?” He asked. Hades raised an eyebrow. “Could I be his kid?” 
He asked, trying to sound skeptical. “I really like the beach... but one time, 
a dolphin bit me,” he added a bit dryly. “And I have a kind of weird fear of 
crabs? Is that... like, normal?” He asked, looking around. Annabeth only 
blinked at him a few times. Hades stared. 


“This is why they shouldn’t send unclaimed heroes on quests,” he muttered. 
“You don’t know who your godly parent is?” He asked. Percy shook his 
head. Then gasped. At least he could mess with him a bit. He deserved it for 
trying to wreck all of his hard work. 


“Wait! Is it you?” 


“No!” Hades groaned, throwing up his hands. “You are the spitting image 
of one of my brother’s favorite mortal forms. It has to be him.” 


“T look like Zeus?” 

“I — Poseidon!” 

“My name is Percy,” he said, and Hades growled as he rubbed his temples. 
“You smell of the sea — how is this not obvious?” 


“Oh, well. I did use a Sea Breeze body wash at the hotel,” Percy told him. 
Hades glared. “If I am Poseidon’s kid, then I am very bad at it. I almost 
drown a lot,” he mused and then snapped his fingers. “But I am really good 
at finding pearls in oysters! Is that a Poseidon thing?” He asked. Hades 
slowly turned to Annabeth — as if he was hoping she might have an answer. 


“Pearls,” he repeated slowly. Percy nodded. 


“Like the ones Aphrodite gave us,” he said and brought out one and held it 
up. Hades leaned back in his throne. “She was really nice. I would think 
that I was her kid, but, well, you have my mom around here somewhere,” 
he said. Hades pursed his lips, looking him over with consideration. “Could 
you give her back now?” 


“If you are not Poseidon’s child, then why did you steal the bolt and my 
helm?” 


An awkward pause followed. 


“Um,” Percy said - this time actually confused. “I think there’s a 
misunderstanding here,” he said slowly. “You stole the bolt and- did you 
say your helm?” He asked. Hades narrowed his eyes. 


“You dare to play dumb with me, child?” 


“No, my lord,” Annabeth spoke up from beside him. “He really is dumb,” 
she said, and Percy turned to her. She winced. “I mean, um, he really 
doesn’t know what you’re talking about,” she quickly rectified and gave 
him an apologetic look. “Sorry,” she whispered. “Freudian slip.” 


“I don’t know what a Freudian slip is, but I know I’m offended,” he 
muttered and turned back to Hades. “I didn’t steal anything.” 


Given that this was the truth, you would think this would be a short 
conversation - evidently not. Hades had a lot to complain about. 
Commuting was apparently a nightmare, and Hades sounded a smidge 
overwhelmed with his duties. Percy’s input of Charon’s pay raise was also 
not well received. Still, things got a little tricky when it turned out Percy did 
have the master bolt in his bag. Things got even more problematic when 
Hades flicked his wrist to show none other than Sally Jackson, still in a 
golden ball of light. 


Percy decided he hated quests. 


Aphrodite had only given them three pearls. Three people to escape. Percy 
could take his mother, but... someone else would have to stay behind. 


“We were tricked,” Percy said, mind zipping a million different directions. 
He had been so concerned with tricking everyone else that... well, he hadn’t 
quite seen this coming. Swallowing, he looked back at Hades. Then his 
mother. Then to Annabeth and Grover, who both seemed ready to stay 


behind. He couldn’t let that happen. Not after all they had been through. His 
heart sunk. 


They say when you’re caught in the details that you miss the big picture. 
Percy had been so concerned with being claimed and his mother... he hadn’t 
thought of the bigger repercussions. A war was on the horizon. People 
would die if he didn’t get this bolt back to Zeus. People would die if Hades 
didn’t get his helm. This wasn’t just about him. He had taken a quest to get 
recognized, but... it was still his quest now. He had to take responsibility for 
it. 


He handed a pearl to Annabeth and Grover. His mind drifted towards his 
mother. Then Hades. 


“T’m afraid you’re wrong, Lord Hades,” he said, turning to face him. “I am 
no Son of Poseidon, though it honors me to think myself a child of the sea. I 
will find a way to right these wrongs for you. I will find and return your 
helm,” he said and swallowed. “I... hope you will be patient as I work,” he 
said with pained eyes. Please, he thought desperately, don t hurt her. Let me 
come back for her. 


Hades’ smile faded. 
“Godling...” 


“Perhaps consider Charon’s pay raise - and Cerberus likes rubber balls,” he 
added. “Also, maybe think about wearing your hair back. It would look 
much nicer,” he advised and, with a nod at the other two, stomped on the 
pearls. Hades was yelling - some threats in Greek and English and other 
languages he didn’t know. Percy didn’t have time to consider them since 
they had crashed through the ceiling and into the ocean above. He 
swallowed. It was time. After all, he knew who had tricked them. 


Perhaps it was time to add another checkmark on his never-ending list of 
side-quests. 


8. Fight the God of War 


Ares. 


Percy really should have known. Giving him the backpack was way too 
suspicious on his part. After the Coast Guard picked them up from the 
middle of the sea, Percy could see the god waiting for them on the shore of 
the beach. He grinned when the three approached before giving a two- 
fingered wave. Percy glowered. 


“You stole it,” he said with narrowed eyes. “You stole both!” He added, 
remembering Hades’ helm. Ares shrugged - spieling off his reasoning. Lust 
for war or whatever it was. Percy wasn’t impressed. 


“Look, punk,” Ares told him, whirling his baseball bat around. “Rumor has 
it that you might be my girlfriend’s kid. I don’t want to kill my girlfriend’s 
kid,” he said and raised his hands. Percy felt his heart stutter. People were 
saying that? On Olympus? He tried not to smile - this was a serious 
situation, after all. 


“And yet?” Percy asked, shifting towards the sea next to them. Do not bind 
me, he added as a secret prayer. Then realized he probably shouldn’t order a 
god around. Um, please. Please don’t bind me. I think I know what I’m 
doing, so... maybe consider not doing that. 


“And yet, you’re being a pain in the ass,” Ares said. Percy held out a hand. 
“I’m going to tell my maybe-mom that you said that.” 
“Oh, I am going to hate you, aren’t I?” 


“T have a history of not getting along with my stepfathers,” Percy told him 
flatly and brought out his sword. It was a horrible little blade that he hated 
dearly. It felt awkward and unbalanced, but he had gotten semi-decent at 
wielding it throughout the quest. Not enough to defeat the literal God of 
War, though. That might be a problem. “Can I have the helm?” He asked 
with a nod towards Ares. He grinned. 


“Ooh, charmspeak. Pretty, but won’t work on a god, boy,” he said. Percy 
scowled. He was probably right, though. There were rules to 


charmspeaking. People were less affected if: 
e The person had a strong will to fight against it 
e The person knew about the person’s ability to charmspeak 
e The person wasn’t attracted to the person who was charmspeaking 


The rules of using one’s siren voice were fairly similar, according to Rhode, 
and Ares had a strong will (check), knew he could ‘charmspeak’ to an 
extent (check), and if this god was attracted to twelve-year-old Percy, then 
he was calling the god-police immediately (check). 


Needless to say, it wasn’t looking good. Still, Percy could maybe do it if 
Ares was weak enough... according to Rhode, he had a good amount of raw 
power. It might be time to try something else, though. His eyes flicked to 
the mists of the beach. Then to his sword. His mind flashed to sitting at the 
edge of the pool with Rhode in the Lotus Hotel. 


“I can't do this! This is just magic!” 


“Part of beauty is perception,” Rhode said, watching with amusement. 
“Something ugly to one person is beautiful to another. It was why Aphrodite 
is never just one thing. She is everything, and she is nothing. Water is much 
the same way. You’ll find it within yourself and every living thing. People 
see it in different forms. Different ways. It takes skill and practice, but you 
can do it.” 


Percy didn’t have skill or practice... but he did have desperation. That 
would have to do. 


As soon as Annabeth and Grover stepped away after their votes of perhaps 
undeserved confidence, he stepped in the water, letting the waves lap at his 
feet as he pulled out his sword. Subtly, he flicked his wrist so that the sea 
mist twisted towards him. Ares gave a feral grin. 


“Any last words, punk?” 


“I was going to ask you the same thing,” Percy said and took a deep breath 
as he readied his blade. Ares narrowed his eyes. 


“T can’t die, have fought for eternity, and my strength is endless. What 
exactly do you have?” He asked. Percy wanted to say a smaller ego but 
figured he should focus right now. He fixed his stance and nodded. Ares 
flicked his baseball bat, forming a sword with his eyes flickering so much 
that the fire almost blinded him. It was fine, fine, fine, fine, fine, fine- 


Ares struck. Percy let the waves guide him, helping him weave and dodge 
through the series of strikes. Ares let out a low whistle. 


“Not bad, kid,” he said and turned around. “Not- what?” He countered, and 
Percy felt his heart pick up the pace. “What the Hell is this?” Ares asked, 
lowering his sword. Percy glanced down. Sure enough, the sea mist 
surrounding him had formed a sort of... invisible mirror. Ares was no longer 
looking at Percy - but at Annabeth. Ares turned to where the real Annabeth 
was standing, only to stumble back when Percy let the mist drop away so 
that he could launch forward to attack. 


“T thought you spent lots of time around Aphrodite,” he said when their 
swords clanged together. “Don’t you know how her powers work?” 


“You little-” 


Percy cut him off by diving to the ground, summoning the sea mists again 
to form another version of himself a foot away. When Ares stuck again, it 
went right through it, leaving Percy the chance to stab up, nicking his arm. 
Gold blood trickled down as Ares whirled around with pure rage building in 
his features. Percy tried to summon another illusion, but nothing came. 
Focus, focus, focus- 


He blocked another one of Ares’ hits. Quickly, he stepped back into the 
water, letting it revive him for a moment and - come on. He tried to think of 
what could distract Ares. He tried for Grover, but Ares only slashed through 
him with his sword as he wildly starting hacking at whatever was in the 
way. In the distance, Percy could hear Annabeth yelling about cops. Not 


good. Ares sent an explosion somewhere behind them as he let out a feral 
snarl and struck again. 


Come on. What would- 


Wait. Wait. Percy rolled, barely missing another hit as he tried in vain to 
remember what Luke had taught him about swordsmanship. When you have 
the shorter blade, get in close. 


Naturally. Percy stumbled up, putting as little distance between them as 
possible while using the rest of his energy to summon one last illusion from 
the mist. Perceptions... perception, perceptions, perceptions - what would 
Ares’ perception of this final illusion be, though? He glanced at the sea. 
Silena. What was it she had said to him? It was one of the first things she 
had mentioned... 


He clumsily made a feint with his sword and gave Rhode a prayer that she 
might actually answer. Let this work. Please, let this work- 


“Aphrodite?” Ares asked, voice faltering. Percy glanced over just in time to 
see his final creation from the mist rise. He had no idea what form 
Aphrodite took with Ares, but the sea foam now surrounding them could at 
least make him think she was coming. Just as Ares looked around to find 
her, Percy brought his sword down - hard. A burst of light followed. He 
heard cops screaming and sirens wailing as Ares stumbled back. Percy 
quickly used the handle of his sword to crack down on his head, leaving 
him dazed in the tide as he subtly used the waves to trip him up. 


Percy, on the other hand, was far from dazed. He let the water fill him - 
focusing all his energy on reaching into that pocket of something rising 
from his stomach to his throat. When he spoke again, his voice sounded 
soft. 


“Give. Me. The helm.” He ordered said. Ares’ eyes went unfocused. 
Clumsily, he reached out and brought a black helmet from seemingly 
nowhere, tossing it at Percy. Fascinating. Percy walked over and plucked 
Ares’ sword out of his hand, tossing it in the waves. “Now... say you’re a 
little jerk who’s compensating.” 


“T’m a jerk who’s compensating.” 
Percy grinned. 


“T-” Ares continued and froze. Suddenly, his entire form seemed to snap 
back together in rage. He looked around, perhaps realizing his sword was 
gone, and leveled Percy with a look of pure hatred. “You - you have made 
an enemy of me,” he gritted out, rising as he began to shine brightly. The 
police were shouting something, but Percy was too tired to make it out. “T 
should-” he began but went quiet when the world suddenly went dark. 
Everything seemed to pause. Like moving in quicksand. The world 
dimmed. Sound stopped. Life seemed to stop. A coldness zapped through 
the air. 


Then, just like that, it was gone. 


Ares stared at the sky - eyes widening in horror. When he looked back at 
Percy, his lips curled in distaste. 


“T may care for your mother, demigod, but do not think that will protect you 
from my wrath. I will lurk behind your every battle - cursing your blade and 
your spirit,” he warned and stepped away. From the beach, Annabeth 
screamed for Percy to look away. He did so with ease - body already 
faltering as he felt blistering heat beside him as Ares’ true form was 
revealed. When he looked back up, Ares was gone. 


Good. So... that was done. Percy dragged himself forward, energy 
completely gone. Gone... Gone... He had never felt so tired in his life. 


You’ve massively overextended your powers, Rhode’s voice informed 
him. Perhaps take it slower next time. 


“Yeah...” he mumbled as he collapsed on the beach, helm falling beside 
him. He could see the Furies next to them, whispering among one another. 
“PIL... keep that... in mind...” he breathed out. Something was touching his 
arm. He couldn’t tell. Tired. Tired. He felt the helm lifted from his grip. 
“Give... to Hades...” he managed. The world was blurry. Should it be 
blurry? 


He didn’t have time to get reassurance because the next time he closed his 
eyes - the world went black. 


Note to self: Just because you (technically) can do something does not 
mean you should. 


The police had desperately wanted to take him to the hospital, but given 
their rapidly approaching deadline, Percy had to decline and allow 
Annabeth to drag his half-conscious form onto a plane (which people had 
very nicely paid for after the newest version of the story came out). 


So, yeah, to continue on his checklist. 
9. Get on a plane 


And, look, he wasn’t saying getting on a plane was hard, but Silena’s book 
had left a threatening note. 


Aphrodite is the daughter of the sea and the sky. So, for anyone looking to 
emulate the goddess, try to appear as entranced by the sky as you do the 
sea. 


Percy was not entranced by the sky. He did not like the sky at all. It was... It 
wasn’t a place humans were supposed to go. The sea was welcoming. It 
held other life. Other homes. The sky was a highway with random pockets 
of water and chaos. He did not enjoy it, and the idea he was supposed to sit 
on this plane and act fascinated made him want to throw up. 


“Are you alright?” Annabeth asked him. Percy glanced at her. 


“My grandparents died in a plane accident,” he told her, unable to fully 
commit to this one aspect of the gag. “So planes aren’t my favorite. Give 
me sunsets or star watching any day. Not a fan of planes,” he muttered. 
Annabeth’s face softened. She bit her lip before looking around. 


“Maybe we should distract ourselves?” She suggested, eyes falling to where 
Percy was holding the arms of his seat with a steel grip. “Your powers while 


fighting Ares were... interesting,” she said slowly. Percy felt hot. Oh, gods. 
Could he keep his lies together under duress? He glanced at her. “The water 
seemed to help you.” 


“You’re not thinking about what Hades said, are you?” He asked. 
Annabeth’s eyes widened before she quickly shook her head. 


“No! No, of course not! I... it actually is what convinced me,” she said. 
Percy frowned, tilting his head slightly. “I think you are a child of 
Aphrodite,” she said. He blinked. What? Really? There was no way she 
really bought into that, right? He couldn’t read her well enough to be sure. 
It just didn’t seem likely that he could fool a daughter of Athena. “Ares 
probably did that on purpose.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“He said himself that he wanted war,” Annabeth shrugged. “And there was 
no way to convince Zeus or Hades to fight against Poseidon unless he had 
something of his own in all of this,” she said with a wave of her hand. 
“Why would either accuse him of orchestrating any heist without a demigod 
who could pull it off? Or a reason for it?” She shrugged. “So he picked the 
newest, strongest unclaimed demigod who had seemed to have a tie to the 
sea and just pinned the label on you,” she said. Percy blinked a few times. 


“That... makes sense,” he said slowly. “And if they thought I was 
Poseidon’s kid, not only would nobody suspect Ares, but they would kill 
me before anyone figured out I was innocent,” he said. “Huh. I didn’t think 
Ares could be that cunning,” he said, a little relieved that Annabeth was. 
She frowned, looking thoughtful. 


“Yeah... I didn’t know he could be either...” she mused and watched with 
pity as Percy flinched at the turbulence. Grover peered around from his 
other side. 


“Not to baby you,” he said and held out his hand. “But would you feel 
better if-” 


“Yes,” Percy said and grabbed his hand. Annabeth snorted. “You cried 
when we saw that spider,” he scowled at her and turned back to Grover. 
“You are the ultimate best friend,” he informed him, ignoring Annabeth’s 
outraged gasp from his other side. “Thank you for helping me survive this 
metal tube of death,” he said solemnly. Grover smiled fondly. 


“I can play Jason Mraz on my pipes?” 
“T will not be returning your hand for you to do that, sorry.” 


Luckily, they did not die on the plane, which was nice. It was decided as 
they got off the dreaded thing that Percy should be the one to return the 
bolt... alone. Percy wasn’t thrilled with that idea, but sure. 


“You’re the one who needs to be claimed,” Annabeth said as she patted his 
shoulder. “I’ve honored my mother. That’s all I wanted. You’re the one who 
needs to be in the spotlight now so Aphrodite can claim you,” she smiled. 
Percy nodded weakly, hands sweating as he tried not to think about the 
weapon of mass destruction in his backpack as Grover also said his 
goodbyes. Percy hugged him tight, praying to everyone and no one that 
they would see each other again. 


Thus came another item on his list. 
10. Enter Olympus 


Terrifying... but he had made it this far. The receptionist had tried to wave 
him away, but the sight of the bolt had quickly silenced him so that Percy 
was given the key to an elevator and hovering high above New York City. 
Somewhere off to his left was a massive garden, with plants bursting in 
various colors. Part of him wanted to head off there instead of the long 
pathway in front of him where the two giant doors that sat between him and 
what could be the end of his life were. 


A dark part of him wondered how many children who had been accused of 
being children of the Big Three had stood here. What happened to them, 
exactly? The girl Percy had seen on the first day of camp had never 


returned. The thought chilled his blood. Grover said Chiron wouldn’t send 
them here if they were truly in any danger... right? 


He took a deep breath and entered the room. 


It looked pretty empty, with lowly lit fires on either side of him and marble 
columns. There was only one other person in the room - a man who was sat 
at the end of the hall, in a grand throne with stormy eyes and a tense 
posture. His eyes narrowed when he saw Percy approach. Unsure of what to 
do, Percy knelt for a few moments. 


“Brother,” Zeus greeted. Um. No? Wait. How did Aphrodite’s family tree 
work? Percy risked a glance to see Zeus hadn’t been addressing him. 
Instead, he turned to a second figure appearing in the throne beside Zeus’. 
Oh. That explained it. The god in front of him looked... much older than 
his counterpart. Weathered with shoulder-length white hair and a long 
beard. “This is not your usual form,” Zeus noted, raising an eyebrow. “Are 
you somehow distressed?” He asked. 


“You accuse me of breaking our sacred oath and then accuse me of stealing 
my brother’s symbol of power,” the newcomer said flatly as his form 
hardened until Percy was positive he was more than a semblance of mist. 
“Of course I am distressed,” he snapped and glanced down at Percy. Was 
this... Poseidon? It must be. “You truly summon me here to tell me this 
stranger is mine? As he wears Aphrodite’s favor?” He asked with a nod 
towards Percy’s wrist. Zeus’ gaze followed. 


“Child, where did you get that?” He asked. Percy’s heart rate quickened. He 
needed to play this cool. His life depended on it. 


“It was my mother’s,” he said and held it closer to his chest. “That’s all she 
really told me about it. That it was given by someone important to her,” he 
said, forcing his voice as low and calm as possible. It was the same spiel he 
had given Aphrodite. He only hoped they bought it. Poseidon threw up an 
exasperated hand. Zeus frowned, leaning back into his throne while tapping 
his fingers against his knee. 


“Let us summon her then.” 


Damnit. 


“Who?” Percy asked, feigning ignorance. He was ignored. Probably for the 
best. Zeus and Poseidon began speaking lowly to one another in Greek. Not 
knowing what else to do, he brought out the master bolt and placed it at the 
foot of Zeus’ throne. Immediately, the whispers stopped. There was a pause. 


“tell me your story, child,” Zeus finally said. “And quickly. Before Lady 
Aphrodite arrives.” 


Not knowing what else to do, Percy obliged - omitting a couple of details, 
obviously. Zeus listened, lips pursed as he tapped his fingers against his 
throne thoughtfully. Finally, he opened his palm, allowing the bolt to fly 
into his hand. 


“Hades will be insufferable about this,” he finally sighed. “And Ares... this 
is most unlike him,” he muttered. Poseidon gave some sort of low comment 
in return that had his brother giving him a scathing look. “On the matter of 
your parentage,” Zeus continued, ignoring Poseidon. “I am afraid you 
cannot leave until the matter is settled. If Aphrodite does not claim you, you 
may be forced to attend trial.” 


Trial? There were trials? 


“How would I-” he began but was interrupted by a new form suddenly 
appearing, sending the sweet smell of rain and perfume sweeping across the 
room. 


Aphrodite. Percy tried not to let his panic show as she approached him. Her 
eyes flicked over him for a moment before closing the difference between 
them. He offered a shy smile as she walked over to tap a finger under his 
chin. Gods, she knew. She knew, she knew, she knew, she knew- 


“Ares told me you used charmspeak against him,” she finally said, 
completely ignoring Zeus and Poseidon altogether. Percy’s mouth went dry. 
Not knowing what else to do, he nodded. “And your mother is... Sally?” 
She asked. Percy nodded again. He watched as her brows came together. 


Confusion was hinting underneath her features. “Sally... I’ve been with 
many mortals named Sally,” she mused. “It’s a common name.” 


Percy pretended to look disappointed. 


“Oh. I see,” he said and looked down at his shoes. Aphrodite’s grip on him 
tightened. 


“I do not mean that callously, darling. I have been with many mortals. They 
can blur. That doesn’t mean I do not care for you or your mother,” she said 
slowly and then tilted her head. “You did use some of my powers... 
Charmspeak and perception altering... it is impressive you can wield both,” 
she mused and tilted his face a bit to the side. “They are rare powers to 
inherit from me. I would be curious to learn what else you have. Ares said 
you were stronger by the sea?” She asked. Percy had to fight not to panic at 
that. It wasn’t asked with suspicion. Only polite curiosity. He shrugged. 


“T guess,” he said, and then a sudden light went off in his head. “My mom is 
big on beach trips. I spent half my childhood at Montauk. I guess I’m just 
more comfortable there,” he said. Aphrodite hummed. 


“That could be where I met her,” she mused and turned his face again. “You 
certainly look like one of mine. Pretty,” she added. 


“We’re going to use the word pretty?” Percy asked dryly. From behind her, 
Poseidon’s eyes narrowed. Oh. Right. Percy pasted on a smile. “Because I 
prefer very pretty,” he quickly corrected himself. Aphrodite chuckled. “Um, 
you were looking at this earlier,” he added, holding up the bracelet Silena 
had given him. “Is this yours?” He asked. Aphrodite’s brows raised at the 
sight of it. She took his hand, studying him over. Then bit her lip. 


“T am so sorry,” she finally said and let him go. “I tend to be so good at 
keeping track of my children. I did not mean for you to slip through the 
cracks,” she finally said. Percy felt his heart stop. No way. No way was he 
getting away with this. He forced himself to react. 


“Tt’s okay,” he said and rubbed the side of his arm. “Are you... are you my 
mom, then?” He asked. Aphrodite smiled at him. “But... why did Hades 


think I could be Poseidon’s kid?” He asked, shooting a baffled look towards 
the other two gods who were watching impassively. He figured it was best 
to iron that out now, before it became a lingering thought. Aphrodite gave a 
bright laugh. 


“Paranoia,” she assured him. “I am also a daughter of the sea. I come from 
the foam of the sea. Sometimes my children reflect my heritage more than 
others. If I met your mother at Montauk, that would explain it. I probably 
would have appeared to her in my more water-oriented form,” she said and 
offered a small smile. “I’m glad to see you share my solace in the waves,” 
she told him fondly. 


Percy could not believe he was getting away with this. 


“So you claim him?” Zeus asked, voice impatient. “This is your son? Yours 
alone?” 


“Alone? I believe Sally Jackson had a hand in it, but yes. I believe he’s 
mine, even if I have grown absent-minded. I should have seen it on the 
rollercoaster,” she mused. Percy tried not to have a flashback over the 
stupid Thrill’?O Love ride. “And my child has done well, has he not? I 
expect he is owed a reward. After all, he cleared his own name and returned 
your bolt, Lord Zeus.” She said. 


Zeus scowled. Poseidon lifted a hand. 


“He has cleared my name as well. If you wish for a reward, I will gladly 
give one to put this all behind us,” he said and flicked his hand. A pen 
appeared in front of him, floating between him and Aphrodite. He blinked. 
When it was clear that he was meant to take it, he slowly reached out and 
grabbed it. 


...alrighty then. 


“Um, thank you, Lord Poseidon,” he said. Were pens valuable to Olympians 
or something? Poseidon gave a low chuckle. 


“Uncap it, Perseus.” 


Oh. Alright. A live demonstration then. He took off the lid and immediately 
almost dropped it when the pen changed shape, growing quickly in his hand 
until he was left with a bronze sword glittering in the fires surrounding 
them. He stared with wide eyes. 


“Tt is called Anaklusmos or Riptide,” Poseidon said as Percy admired the 
sword. It was more balanced than anything he has used so far. The handle 
already seemed molded to his grip. “Since you follow in your mother’s 
footsteps of returning to the sea, then this will always return to you.” 


Percy didn’t know what to say. 


“A very fine gift,” Zeus spoke slowly. “To give to a random demigod 
child.” 


“He is not random for honoring me and preventing a war on my behalf,” 
Poseidon dismissed with an almost bored wave. “Besides, I have no child 
left to pass the thing down to. Your son once wielded it, much to my 
displeasure. Why not this demigod? Aphrodite, are you pleased with this 
reward?” He asked. Aphrodite pursed her lips for a moment before giving a 
nod. 


“Tt will do, I suppose,” she said and raised an eyebrow. “Perhaps thank Lord 
Poseidon again for such a generous gift,” she added. Oh. Right. Percy 
capped the sword and watched in wonder as it shrank again. 


“Thank you, Lord Poseidon. I will do my best to honor both you and my 
mother with it,” he said. Poseidon hummed. 


“Well,” Zeus said and stood up, sending the room silent and small. “If this 
is resolved, then I must bathe my bolt in the River of Lethos to remove the 
taint,” he said and fixed Percy with a look. “I thank you for your service, 
demigod. Your mother is a powerful goddess. Continue to do well by her 
name, and you may prove yourself a worthy hero,” he said. Aphrodite 
smiled. A loud burst of thunder followed, and Zeus was gone. 


“T still say he would have done well as a god of theater,” Poseidon muttered 
as he stood up, trident in hand with wisps of blue and green rising like fire 


around the tips. “Lady Aphrodite,” he nodded. “Always a pleasure,” he told 
her smoothly. “I must return to Atlantis,” he said. Within a blink of an eye, 
he was next to him, now human-sized. Percy almost tripped at the 
suddenness of his appearance. “But I thank you once more for your aid, 
Perseus,” he added and placed a hand on his shoulder. 


Do not let your guard down, his voice echoed inside Percy’s head. This is 
only the first of many challenges you will face. 


“I... just wanted to save my mom,” he stuttered, trying not to react to the 
random voice inside his head. Poseidon’s eyes darkened. The hand on 
Percy’s shoulder squeezed tightly. What? What was he trying to tell him? 
Percy realized with a jolt that Poseidon couldn’t intervene on his mom’s 
behalf. Not without revealing himself. Percy turned back to Aphrodite. 


“Will I get her back?” He asked, wringing his hands. “Now that we know 
I’m innocent?” 


“I will speak to Hades on the matter,” Aphrodite assured him. “Despite 
popular belief, he is a fair god. I believe he will return your mother 
unharmed,” she said. Percy let out a small smile of relief. “And who was 
that man on television? Gabriel?” 


Percy’s smile disappeared. 


“My stepfather,” he said with a sigh. “Grover said she was with him to hide 
my smell,” he said. Aphrodite looked at him for a long time. He wasn’t sure 
what she was thinking. There was something terrifying about her. 
Something he couldn’t quite pinpoint. When she spoke again, her voice was 
careful and measured. 


“You do not like him.” 


“I don’t think anyone does,” he said bitterly. Aphrodite looked at him with 
thoughtful eyes. “Oh - and Ares, um, he doesn’t like me very much right 
now,” he added. That was obvious, but given the relationship, he thought it 
was prudent to point it out. Aphrodite sighed. 


“Yes, he... was upset by your fight,” she said. “He will not harm you, worry 
not. Believe it or not, my ire is known to be worse than his. He knows better 
than to attack something I have claimed as my own. It has been a mistake 
he’s made in the past,” she said cryptically. Percy tried not to look too 
alarmed by that. “I will also address the matter of this... Gabriel,” she said 
and tilted her head. “Until then, we must part. I need to plan your 
claiming,” she smiled, which was terrifying. Claiming? Didn’t he just get a 
dove over his head or something? He wasn’t sure how to feel about that. 


“Maybe this Sally of yours should receive some of Perseus’ mail,” 
Poseidon said loftily and let his hand slide off of Percy’s shoulder. It left his 
skin feeling as if he had just gotten out of a pool. “If I may be so bold.” 


Aphrodite laughed. Not that Percy knew what they were talking about, but 
sure. 


“A fine idea, my lord. I will consider such actions if decided they are 
needed,” she told him. Poseidon gave a slight bow of the head before 
disappearing with the smell of the ocean behind him. Aphrodite hummed. 
Percy waited. Was this the moment she told him that he was full of it? 


“I am so sorry,” she said instead. Percy blinked. “I feel cruel... having 
forgotten my own child,” she told him. “There really are just... so many,” 
she sighed. “And not every mortal I’ve been with results in a demigod,” she 
explained, tucking a wayward strand of Percy’s hair down. “I will try to 
make it up to you.” 


...great. Now he felt bad. Aphrodite was really nice. He tried to focus on 
the fact that he would literally be murdered if he didn’t go through with 
this. 


“Pm just happy I got to meet you,” he said with a small shrug. “I don’t need 
anything else.” 


“You’re sweet,” she laughed and patted his cheek. “Well, know I stand 
behind you, Perseus. You’ve done well by me. I will not forget that.” 


“Thank you-” he said and then cleared his throat. “Mother?” He asked, 
tasting the new word on his tongue. Aphrodite tilted her head. “I... have a 
question,” he said slowly and wrung his hands. “There was a girl from 
when I first came to camp. They called her a katara?” He asked, and 
Aphrodite’s expression went blank. “I know she was sent here, and I 
thought maybe she could come back with me.” 


Silence. 


“That’s sweet of you,” Aphrodite finally said. “But I’m afraid Clara cannot 
join you.” 


Clara. Her name was Clara. Somehow, her name made this all feel worse. 


“Why? Was she really... you know,” Percy said, feeling his anxiety rise. 
Aphrodite sighed. “One of them?” 


“Gods lie, darling. Zeus said she wasn’t his, but ultimately, it was left up to 
the council to decide. Nobody else claimed her, and... she did share some 
traits with him,” she said with a purse of her lips. “It was a close vote this 
time - I think it only went the way it did because we were so close to the 
brink of war,” she admitted. Percy’s heart stuttered. “But ultimately, it was 
decided she was a risk.” 


No. 
“You...killed her?” 


“Oh, no! No, sweetheart,” she said. Percy took a step back. “She is very 
much alive and safe. We just have to keep her somewhere else. When 
you’re older, Pl show you,” she promised. That didn’t make Percy feel 
better at all. “That must sound so scary to someone who is new to all of 
this,” she sighed. “Later. We can talk about this later,” she promised and 
touched his cheek. “Besides, it is nothing for you to worry about now. 
Yov’ll be claimed officially soon enough.” 


Right. Sure. 


“If Zeus had claimed her... then would you have killed her?” He asked, well 
aware of how far he was pushing. Aphrodite gave him a startled look. 


“Why are you-? Oh, have you heard the stories?” She asked. Percy wasn’t 
sure what stories she meant, exactly. The one of the war? She sighed and 
placed a hand on either of his shoulders. “Listen to me, no Big Three kids 
are coming to get you. We can control them, and I will not allow them to 
harm another child of mine. Not again,” she said darkly. “That damned Son 
of Poseidon will be the last one,” she said. Percy blinked. 
What? What? What was she talking about? He didn’t dare ask for more. 
Instead, he gave a weak smile. 


“I believe you,” he said. Aphrodite beamed. 


“Good. Off you go, then,” she said and lightly pushed him away. Percy 
gave one last weak smile before turning away. 


Somehow, he couldn’t decide if he felt better or worse. 


The trip back to camp felt daunting. 


In theory, he knew he was safe. He had done it. Soon enough, people would 
stop regarding him as a suspect, and he could actually enjoy himself. 
Maybe. Could you enjoy yourself some place where you secretly knew 
everyone wanted you dead? Still, it was all he had. He couldn’t learn to 
defend himself anywhere else. His mind flickered to Luke’s proposal before 
he left. What was this secret, safe place he had mentioned? He shook his 
head before looking out over the volleyball court next to the pine tree by the 
camp entrance. 


People were watching. A few campers had stopped to stare as he stepped 
inside of camp. 


An awkward silence followed as he shifted further inside, holding his 
breath. Whispers rolled over them all, and part of Percy was ready to run 
when a boy rolled his eyes and shoved a few kids out of the way. 


“Stop gawking,” he said. “The guy probably needs a sandwich. Not a bunch 
of weirdos staring at him,” he said and shook his head. He turned back to 
Percy. “Ignore them. Annabeth said you were practically already claimed, 
but they’re probably freaked out that you pummeled Ares-” 


“Shut your damn mouth!” Clarisse’s voice followed from somewhere in the 
crowd. 


“-and went to Olympus,” he said and then glanced over his shoulder again. 
“And if they let him return here, then he’s perfectly safe!” He said loudly. 
“So go bother someone else!” 


Percy watched as the campers all grumbled before going back to whatever 
they were doing before. Curiously, Percy looked over the new boy. Taller, 
blonde, with large violet eyes and a crooked smile. 


“Thank you,” he said. “Aren’t you Mr. D’s kid?” He asked, racking his 
memory. The boy smiled. 


“You won’t hold that against me, will you?” He asked. Percy grinned. “I’m 
Castor. My brother - Pollux - is the guy who looks like me and is currently 
trying to figure out how knives work,” he said brightly. From behind him, a 
boy that was indeed identical to Castor scowled with a few choice words 
under his breath. “Annabeth and Grover told us some of the quest but won’t 
give too many details. Care to do the honors at the campfire tonight?” He 
asked. Percy smiled. 


“Sure,” he said, trying not to appear too pleased by the offer. He wasn’t sure 
reconvening over the past week would be all that fun, but it was nice to 
think he had people who at least wanted him alive enough to tell the story. 


And, in the end, they all were pretty good listeners. Grover and Annabeth 
helped him out a lot. Percy only really jumped in when he felt the need to 
keep certain Poseidon-ish aspects to a minimum. He was just getting to the 
part where he was returning the bolt when a soft gasp sounded. There was a 
subtle breeze in the air and, suddenly, Percy felt as though someone had 
thrown him into a car wash. 


What was this? His body felt tingly. With a nervous jolt in his chest, he 
looked down. This was weird. He didn’t like this at all. His clothes had 
changed from his ragged jeans and camp t-shirt to a sort of... was it a 
dress? No, not quite a dress. It was like a robe, maybe? The material was 
soft and silky. Also, layered. Percy might have to wear this forever because 
he didn’t think he could get out of it. The bottom portion was a navy blue 
that fell to his knees, while another piece of fabric around his shoulders and 
somehow looped around his torso was a soft sea green. 


That wasn’t all of it, though. Oh, no. Oh no, no, no. Clasping the two 
together was a golden pendant shaped like a dove that matched the golden 
sandals he was now wearing. His hair was different, too. Something sat on 
him — like a crown, except he was pretty sure it was just a golden band. He 
looked down. 


“Help,” he decided was the appropriate response. Everyone around the 
campfire all stared at him. Grover beamed as Annabeth gave a resigned nod 
of acceptance. A few kids next to Silena gave excited whispers to one 
another as they all looked at Percy with expectant eyes. 


“It seems,” Chiron said, being the first to speak. “That the gods have 
spoken. All of you pay your respects and bow down to the Son of 
Aphrodite,” he said. A few campers quickly followed suit while others 
rolled their eyes as they carefully placed their s’mores beside them before 
kneeling. Luke gave him a subtle thumbs up before bowing his head 
alongside the others. The bouncing ball shooting around Percy’s stomach 
finally slowed. It appeared the last step of his quest was finally finished. 


11. Get Claimed 


And Percy had done it. He had been claimed by another god. He was safe. 
For now, all he had to do is keep up the facade and hope nobody- 


“So you’re an Aphrodite kid now, huh?” 


Well... that lasted a good ten minutes. He turned to see Silena Beauregard 
standing behind him as he moved the last of his things to the 


very... pink cabin. He felt his face grow white as he tried to recover his 
wits. 


“No! I mean, yes. I am. She claimed me, so... um, so... yeah. I’m... Pm an 
Aphrodite child. That’s me,” Percy said and smiled. Silena looked at him 
with her arms crossed. She nodded. 


“T see,” she said and glanced over her shoulder towards where the rest of 
her siblings were still by the campfire. “You are pretty enough to be my 
brother,” she mused, echoing Aphrodite’s words as she stepped closer to 
him. He tried to remember she had helped him get this far. She wouldn’t 
sell him out now, would she? “We’re going to need to pierce your ears.” 


“I — wait, what?” 


“Aphrodite kids like to accessorize,” she shrugged. “Pierced ears would 
help you. We’ll need to alter your camp outfits a bit too. Have you heard of 
hair gel?” She asked with a slight click of her tongue, reaching over to try 
and flatten his hair. Percy opened his mouth a few times but found the 
words wouldn’t quite come. “You’ll also need to learn French.” 


“French? Why?” 


“All children of Aphrodite know it. Naturally,” she added. Percy felt his 
eyes widened. Well, that wasn’t good. “Pll teach you, don’t worry. You’re 
also going to need to up the charm.” 


Rude, but sure. 
“What do you mean?” 


“You’re twelve. Most middle-schoolers are awkward. I’m afraid you don’t 
get the opportunity to have an awkward phase. I’m all for breaking parental 
stereotypes, but I think in your case... you might need to be a bit more by 
the book,” she told him. 


Percy’s eyes widened. That wasn’t good at all. He wasn’t sure he could be a 
stereotypical Aphrodite kid... 


“Oh,” he said, and his voice sounded so ridiculously small. Silena’s eyes 
immediately softened. “You...” he began and clenched his hands, staring 
down at his feet. Silena put a hand on his arm. “I’m still scared,” he 
admitted to the ground. He felt another hand fall on his opposite arm and 
risked a glance up. 


“I know,” she said and studied him for a moment. “I won’t let anything 
happen to you. We’re family now, right?” She asked. Percy gave a hesitant 
nod. “Good. Then... we can work together,” she said. “You won’t end up 
like Thalia Grace.” 


Percy let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding. Without thinking, he 
launched himself at her, clinging tightly as she patted his back. 


“I want tattoos,” he decided when he pulled away. Silena raised an eyebrow. 
“Is that Aphrodite-ish?” He asked. “I was thinking about it because you said 
the pierced ears thing. Also, I am still bad at winged eyeliner,” he muttered, 
feeling his previous confidence dwindle. Silena laughed. 


“PII teach you what you need to know. As for the tattoos... Pm game, but 
let’s wait until you’re older, okay?” She asked. Percy pouted. “Maybe when 
you’re fifteen. We can do something small. I bet I can even figure out some 
magic to make them move,” she said. Percy brightened at that. His mother 
would kill him, but that kind of sounded cool. “We can do it sea-related... 
in honor of our mother, obviously,” she smiled warmly. Percy grinned back. 
Silena looked at him for a moment before grabbing his arm and leading him 
even farther from the campfire, interlinking their arms. 


“I should get moved in-” 


“There is another option,” she told him gently. Percy blinked. There... was? 
He tilted his head as he let her weave through the various structures of 
camp with their arms still firmly held together. “It might even be safer than 
pretending, but...” she took a long breath. They were heading towards the 
ocean, he realized. The thought calmed him. 


“But what?” 


Silena stopped walking. Percy jerked at the suddenness of it, almost falling 
when she pulled him back. He frowned at her as she let go of his arm to 
instead spin him, so they were face to face. She stared at him. 


“There’s a place outside of camp you could go. I could find a way to get 
you there,” she said, voice low and careful. “It would be... safe. For you,” 
she explained and looked around. Percy waited. 


“Is it the place Luke sometimes takes unclaimed kids?” He asked. Silena 
nodded. The words sounded good, but her tone was... scaring him. “Would 
I be able to still see my mom?” He asked. He had heard no word on her yet, 
but Percy was going to give Aphrodite some time before marching back 
into the Underworld to collect her. Silena shook her head. 


“No, it... you wouldn’t be able to leave for a while. The gods could find you 
again if you did,” she explained. Then closed her eyes. “Percy, Ares didn’t 
steal that bolt.” 


“What do you mean? It was in the backpack he gave me. He took the helm 
too.” 


“No,” Silena said tightly, and her fingers dug into him deeper. “Listen, a 
camper did it,” she whispered. Percy stared. A... a camper? He didn’t 
understand. “He’s leaving tonight. There isn’t a lot of time to explain. He 
wanted to turn the gods against one another. It would have weakened the 
Olympians.” 


“Why would he want them weakened?” Percy asked, though he was pretty 
sure he knew the answer. He thought back to the darkness that settled over 
his and Ares’ fight. To the word, he had heard Poseidon and Zeus whisper 
to one another in ancient Greek. “Is...is he helping the titans rise? 
Are you?” He asked, voice going up. Silena shushed him. 


“Percy, that’s why the gods and campers want you dead. A child of the Big 
Three will decide who wins. Titans or gods. The gods will kill anyone who 
poses a threat to them, but the titans... they would keep you alive. Go with 
Luke, and he will keep you safe-” 


“Luke? Luke Castellan? He stole the bolt?” Percy asked, voice going high. 
It shouldn’t be that much of a surprise, but... he still felt as though someone 
had just whacked him with a baseball bat. No. No, no, no. “He... No, he 
can’t be” 


“I won’t make you,” Silena said. Percy narrowed his eyes. She could make 
him. If she wanted to, she could. Her charmspeak could do it. “I want you 
to choose your own side, so... I won’t tell anyone the truth about you if you 
stay. I'll help you blend in, but you can also leave,” she said. 


Percy didn’t know what to do. Honestly, he had just gotten here. What the 
Hades was this? 


“But...” he began and then ran a hand over his face. “What about your 
mom? Why are you siding against her?” He asked, a little upset. 
Admittedly, part of him was tempted. If he had the assurance he could see 
his mom whenever he wanted... he would do it. Still, there was a part of 
him that argued against it. Poseidon had been... well, he had done his best to 
keep Percy safe. Rhode had helped him. Aphrodite claimed him. He still 
didn’t understand why they had turned against Big Three kids so violently, 
but maybe it was all one big misunderstanding... somehow. Silena’s lips 
pursed. 


“Percy, she... she literally accepted the fact you were her child. How could 
she just accept that? That she had no memory of you, that she just... had so 
many children that she can’t even keep track of them? Or that she cared so 
little she didn’t bother to?” 


“She apologized-” 


“But she believed you!” Silena whispered. “And that fact alone is a 
betrayal. What if I had unclaimed siblings that she forgot about? Who 
didn’t have the chance to go on a quest and get themselves claimed? She 
could have gotten them killed!” She said and shook her head in frustration. 
“Besides, how are you even siding with them right now? Percy, they want 
you dead. Every single one. You’re twelve. How can any being want a child 
dead like that?” She asked. Her fingers were still digging into him, nails 


cutting into his skin. “I was there when Thalia Grace was killed. It haunts 
me. It haunts all of us.” 


Percy let his brows crease. All of them? Hadn’t they been the ones to turn 
her away? It seemed to him the campers were just as guilty as the gods 
here. Silena closed her eyes, taking small, measured breaths before 
speaking again, lifting a hand to Percy’s cheek. 


“I don’t want to see them kill you too.” 


Well... that made two of them. Percy saw the Underworld. He was in no 
hurry to see Charon again until he got that pay raise of his. Besides, he 
worked so hard to get claimed. Percy reached up and grabbed Silena’s 
hands. 


“I want to stay here. I think... there’s something else going on. Something I 
can maybe fix,” he said slowly. Silena’s lips thinned. “But don’t worry. I 
won’t say anything about you or Luke. I mean, you’re keeping my secret. 
PI keep yours.” 


Silena looked at him for a long time before sighing. 


“Okay,” she said and looked out towards the sea. “I haven’t told Luke the 
truth about you either,” she admitted. “I wanted to be sure I knew what you 
were going to do,” she said. Percy nodded. That seemed for the best. His 
mind was still wrapping around the idea Luke was a traitor, honestly. If you 
could call him that. Silena’s hand touched a bracelet on her wrist. “You can 
change your mind,” she added, letting her hands fall off of him and towards 
her sides. “I know you think the gods have helped you here, but... you 
might not believe that when all is said and done.” 


Percy shrugged, putting his hands in his pockets. 


“Maybe Pll change your mind!” He said brightly. “I think your mom is 
pretty cool. She said she would help me out with my stepfather and get my 
mom back from Hades. I mean, immortal parents probably aren’t perfect 
either, right?” He asked, trying to stay positive. Silena opened her mouth 
slightly — and then snapped it back closed. 


“Maybe,” she said softly and then glanced over her shoulder again. “We 
should head back. Tomorrow we start your Aphrodite training,” she told 
him lightly. Percy grinned. That sounded good. Though... there was a slight 
twist in his stomach as he thought about Luke. Would he have to lie to 
Annabeth when he left? Would Luke try to bring Annabeth? He didn’t like 
that. He grabbed Silena’s arm. 


“What are you going to say happened to Luke?” He asked. Sure, the gods 
might figure out who was responsible for the missing helm and bolt, but he 
didn’t like the idea of lying in the meantime. 


...dear gods. If he didn’t like lying, then the next couple of years were 
about to be really difficult. Silena bit her lip. 


“Leave that to me.” 
Uh-huh. Yeah. 


So ‘leave that to me’ meant that Silena came to the Big House the next day 
saying that Luke tried to kill her with a poisoned scorpion. Apparently, it 
was to establish Silena as a trustworthy source for camp while also letting 
kids know to seek out Luke if they wanted to go Team Titan. 


Percy wrung his hands together as he sat next to a silent Annabeth on the 
dock. Luke hadn’t taken her with him. Part of him wondered if he had 
offered. Would she have accepted? Annabeth loved her mom, but... if 
Thalia Grace had been her friend... 


“I’m sorry,” he told her quietly. Annabeth’s head jerked up. 


“Tt isn’t true,” she said simply. Percy tilted his head. “Luke wouldn’t hurt 
someone like that. It was... we’ll get it sorted,” she said confidently. Percy 
stared. Well, technically, she wasn’t wrong. Luke and Silena were working 
together. Still, what could he say? He didn’t have a chance to try before she 
spoke again. “So,” she said, leaning back and studying Percy over carefully. 
“Aphrodite, huh? You were right.” 


Percy looked down at his shoes. How long could he play this off with a 
daughter of Athena at the helm? She would see right through him. Still, 
there was a part of him... a small part that didn’t care. He just liked being 
around her. Talking to her — even if she was a little annoying sometimes. 


“Yeah,” he agreed and gave her a cautious look through his lashes. “Does... 
can we still be friends?” He asked. Annabeth tilted her head. 


“T don’t know,” she said slowly and offered a wry grin. “You might be too 
pretty for me.” 


Ha. As if. 

“I understand I am visually intimidating,” he said, voice completely 
deadpanned. “However, you have to resist my beauty and remember I also 
have a personality,” he told her. Annabeth grinned. 


“Yeah, an annoying personality. Which mom did you get that from?” 


“Big talk from someone who spent an hour telling me what an aiglet is,” he 
said and watched as she flushed. Percy tucked his foot under his leg. 
“Thank you for coming on this quest with me,” he said. Annabeth’s face 
softened. 


“Thanks for letting me come,” she said and collapsed on the ground. She 
gave him a small grin. “Though you would have died without me.” 


“Not uh.” 
“Uh-huh.” 
“Not uh.” 
“Uh-huh.” 
“Not uh.” 


“Uh-huh.” 


“Not uh.” 


“Whatever you said, Pretty Boy,” she said. Percy sniffed at the nickname. 
He wasn’t going to be cool with that at all. Annabeth’s smirk widened at his 
expression before propping herself up on her elbows. “Does this mean you 
can help me with my hair?” She asked, voice light and teasing. Percy 
blinked. Was there something wrong with her hair? “Every time I brush it 
out, it gets frizzy.” 


“Um, and you think I can help? Annabeth Chase, I’m pretty sure this is a 
classic case of cabin stereotyping, and I will not stand for it,” he said. 
Annabeth snorted before standing up, brushing her hands off before 
offering him one. 


“Come on. I'll race you to the dining pavilion. We can have lunch with 
Grover.” 


Percy beamed as he accepted. 
“You’re on.” 


And Percy figured if this was what the rest of his life consisted of, he had 
no complaints. A sort of normal had settled into his routine - or as normal 
as things could get for him. The letter came about three days later. It was in 
simple, cursive handwriting with glitter and smelled of honey. He had found 
it sitting on top of his new bed (which was a silk green and memory foam - 
by far the nicest bed he had ever stayed in). 


Perseus, 


Your mother has been returned home. Persephone and I ended up having a 
nice little pow-wow about the whole thing, and she was astounded to learn 
Hades had not returned her sooner. He is being stubborn about your 
claiming, but don’t worry. Few dare to cross me. She’s back at home, and I 
also took a little detour myself to say hi. She’s definitely different than I 
remember her, but no less beautiful. I’ve left her a gift of my own. This is 
where I would like you to listen very carefully because you have an 
important choice to make. 


Heroes should always give others the chance to rescue themselves. They 
won't always do it. Can't always do it. It is only when they can’t or won't 
that you must decide if it is right for you to intervene. I have left your 
mother with some important tools. If she chooses not to use them, then it is 
up to you to figure out why that is and what you must do. 


However, I wouldnt worry too much, darling. Your mother strikes me as a 
woman who can pull the metaphorical trigger when needed. I must say it is 
a dashing quality. Perhaps I should visit again soon. You would like more 
siblings, right? 


Hugs and kisses! 
-A 


Percy blinked a few times, trying to decipher what this mess of a letter 
meant. His main takeaways were this: His mother was alive, she’s done 
something that Percy hoped got Gabe out of the picture, and this goddess 
was trying to have another baby with her. 


What a rollercoaster of emotions. 


“You good?” A voice asked. Percy turned to find Silena behind him. He 
held up the letter. Silena wordlessly walked over and read it over - surprise 
flittered over her features. 


“She wrote to you?” She asked - possibly not really digesting the rest of 
what was written. “Huh. I - wait. How is your handwriting?” She asked 
suddenly. Percy paused. He was dyslexic and not the biggest fan of school. 
The answer wasn’t good. Silena pursed her lips. “Yeah... No. Come here.” 


“What? Why?” 


“No child of Aphrodite is going to have bad handwriting. Let me see what 
I’m working with. Write your name,” she ordered, sliding a fluffy pen and 
pad of paper next to him. Percy shrugged and obliged. 


“I’m sure it isn’t that big of-” he started and then paused when Silena 
gasped. “That bad?” He asked. Silena grabbed the pad and then looked at 
him. Then back at the pad. Then at him. 


“We have a lot of work to do.” 
“For my handwriting?” 
Silena’s lips quirked up. 


“Oh, Percy,” she said and patted his knee. “I forget we don’t know each 
other well... and now I’m your camp counselor,” she said with a saddened 
sigh. “You’re going to hate me by the end of this summer,” she told him. 
Percy rolled his eyes. Yeah, right. Silena literally had his life in her hands, 
and she didn’t turn him in. He couldn’t hate her if he tried. 


“You’re my friend,” he said instead. Silena put a hand over her heart. 


“You are so sweet,” she said and then grinned. “And also, this?” She said, 
holding up the pad. “Is trash. We’re going through calligraphy training and 
before you start whining about your dyslexia, just remember we all have it. 
That’s not an excuse for whatever this is,” she said and tossed the pad to the 
side. Percy paused. “And what is with your bed? Have you never made a 
bed before?” She asked. Percy turned to his bunk. 


“Oh. Well, I-” 


“Have you even unpacked yet? Why is your shirt there and not folded?” 
Silena asked and stood up. “Speaking of which, why are your shoes covered 
in mud?” She gasped and then spluttered. “You wore them inside? Do you 
want mud all over our cabin?” 


“I mean, is it a big-” 
“Get a broom.” 


“A what?” 


“Oh, it doesn’t surprise me that you don’t know what a broom is,” Silena 
said with a long-suffering sigh. 


“I know what a broom is!” He objected, a bit indignantly. Silena rolled her 
eyes. “Why are you being mean to me?” He asked when Silena suddenly 
pulled the aforementioned broom and shoved it at him. 


“Why are you trashing my cabin?” She demanded. “Now, come on. You’ve 
been here for three days and made this place look like a second-rate hotel in 
Barbuda,” she told him as if Barbuda had any second-rate hotels. “And we 
need to do something about your hair-” 


Maybe Percy would end up hating Silena... just a little. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


I love Silena so much. We'll meet some Aphrodite siblings soon, too, 
but I just love Silena so much. 


Speaking of the other siblings! If you want a sneak peek into who is in 
this cabin and what everyone looks like then here ya go. 


But anyways. Now onto the fun stuff lol. I'm traveling this week so idk 
when I'll get the update done, but I'm having a blast writing it so I 
doubt it'll be too long. See you guys soon! 


3. Chapter 3 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Welcome back! Sea of Monsters (pt 1) is up and ready to go! Thanks 
again for all the support <3 It really is the best motivation ever lol. 


“SILENA!” 


Look, Percy would say it. He would say it. His mom (the mortal one) 
spoiled him. There. He said it. 


That was a little fair. Percy had grown up poor. He had grown up 
with Gabe. It made sense that his mom showered him with love and 
affection. She didn’t get upset with him all that often and didn’t really nag 
him. Percy really did try his best to be a good kid for her, and she knew 
that. It was this mutual understanding that they were trying their best for 
one another that allowed them to have such a great relationship. 


Silena, on the other hand... 


“Get your ass up and clean, Jackson! Honestly, everyone else here has done 
their part but you!” The demon child seethed. Percy felt his blood boil a 
little in return. Living with a bunch of other people (ahem, Aphrodite kids) 
wasn’t particularly easy. It wasn’t a challenge he had anticipated, but 
damn... 


Drew spent literal hours getting ready every morning. Mitchell was really 
weird about people touching his stuff. Lacy was clingy. Valentina never 
stopped talking. Jaime hogged the bathroom. It was just a mess, okay? 
Worst of all was Silena. 


Don’t get him wrong. Silena was great. Most of the time. 
“It’s clean, okay? Look! Clean!” 


“T am not failing camp inspection because of you!” 


Never in his life had Percy ever had someone been so hard on him as Silena 
freaking Beauregard was. It wasn’t even just the cleaning. She was ruthless 
about everything. French? No, it wasn’t enough for him to know the basics. 
He had to be fluent. It wasn’t enough for him to know how to do a braid. He 
had to do a mermaid braid, a French braid, a whatever-the-hell-he-didn’t- 
care-at-all braid. Honestly, was someone going to pop up and say, ‘no, he 
can’t do a waterfall braid. He’s Poseidon’s kid. Let’s kill him’? 


No. No, they were not. 


“We’re not going to fail cabin inspection! You’re the one giving it!” He 
shouted, waving his hands around. Silena took a long breath before looking 
at the ceiling and swearing under her breath in French. When she looked 
back down, Percy was still glaring. 


“And let me tell you something, Perseus. If I walk into this cabin and see 
that. I will fail us.” 


“Well, that’s on you.” 
“Clean your bunk!” 
“Tt is clean!” 


“I — I swear I’ll charmspeak you to do it!” She warned, pointing a finger at 
his face. Percy snorted. Right. As if she would. “You know what? I have a 
better idea,” she muttered and stormed out of the cabin. Percy scoffed and 
flopped back on the bed. Whatever. He had things to mull over. 


Tyson, for one thing. Poseidon had... claimed him. How did he feel about 
that? 


It wasn’t like anyone knew Percy was a son of Poseidon. Was this a 
message to him somehow? A warning? A sign? He didn’t understand. Was 
it a... punishment? He didn’t get it. Tyson was great, but... he shifted a 
little uncomfortably. But what? He swallowed. He knew what the ‘but’ was. 
He just didn’t want to admit it. 


Ugh. Maybe he was a little vain after all. To care about- 


The door slammed back open. Percy jumped when he saw Silena had 
returned, this time with a celestial bronze ax. 


“Silena, what the actual-” 


“Here’s the deal. I don’t know why you’re throwing yourself a pity party 
over there. We can talk about it later, but right now, we have ten minutes 
until inspection starts. I like things to look nice. So make them look nice, or 
I will chop everything you own in half,” she said. Percy spluttered. 


“That seems counterintuitive-” he began but was silenced when she sliced 
right through one of his socks sitting on the ground. “FINE!” He shouted 
and rolled out of bed, ignoring Silena sneering at him. “This cabin is 
a goddamn nightmare-” 


“Keep talking, and your skateboard is next.” 

“Cut my skateboard, and I will cut your hair off in your sleep.” 

“Jokes on you. I have freaking magic hair. It grows how I want it,” Silena 
said and pointed her ax at a dresser. “Get some flowers to put there. Go. 
Now.” 

Damn her and her freaking magic hair. He was still fuming a good three 
hours after inspection was over and they were paired with the Athena cabin 
to practice sparring. Even training didn’t put him in a good mood. 

“... didn’t take you as a crop-top kind of guy,” Annabeth said as Percy sunk 
into the ground with a grumble while taking a sip of water. He glanced over 
at her. 

“Tm not. Silena cut my shirt in half.” 


Annabeth wisely did not ask for any elaboration. 


“You’ve guys been... a little terse with one another,” she said instead, 
slowly. Percy sighed. That was one word for it. He glowered at where 


Silena was gently correcting Lacy’s grip with a warm smile. “She treats you 
differently,” Annabeth noted with a hint of caution. 


Because he wasn tt really one of them, a voice whispered. The thought made 
his stomach twist a little. He bit his lip, playing with a thread on his shirt. 


“I guess I have the most to learn.” 
“I think you’re doing okay.” 
Percy looked up at her. 


“really?” He asked. Not that she knew everything that was really going 
on, but... still. It was nice to hear someone say it. Annabeth looked at him 
for a moment. In the back of his mind, he remembered his father’s warning 
- Annabeth was dangerous. If anyone could figure out who he was - 
especially after last summer - it was her. 


“Yeah,” she shrugged. “I mean, you’re different from most of them, but that 
isn’t a bad thing-” she began, and Percy felt a flash of annoyance. 


“No, I’m not!” He snapped at her. Gods, nevermind. He threw his sword 
down and walked over to where Silena was still with Lacy, ignoring 
Annabeth behind him completely. Part of him felt a little bad at losing his 
temper, but he also remembered her reaction to Tyson and decided he didn’t 
feel that bad. “I don’t feel like training. Can I go?” He asked Silena. She 
glanced over at him. 


“is it the shirt?” She asked and stood up. “I’m sorry. IIl get you another 
one,” she sighed as she waved Lacy away to spar with Jaime. 


“No. Just not in the mood. I figured I could hang out by the beach since 
nobody is there,” he said casually. Silena narrowed her eyes. “Please. I 
know Aphrodite kids are super social,” he mimicked, ignoring her eyes 
narrowing further. “But I need some time alone with all this Thalia Grace 
talk.” 


“We aren’t all super social,” Silena told him and then crossed her arms over 
her chest. “Fine. Just be careful and - Percy,” she said, grabbing his arm 
when he started to inch away. “Seriously, what is going on with you?” She 
asked, studying him over. Oh. Right. That was another Aphrodite thing he 
didn’t have. Sensing emotions. He felt his frustration spike. “Is it really just 
Thalia Grace?” 


“Yes,” he lied. Silena didn’t look convinced but let him go. 


“Alright,” she said and then picked her own sword back up. “Just don’t be 
stupid - and maybe bring a few of the books I gave you to read!” She called 
after him. 


“You’re not my teacher!” 
“Yes, I am!” 

“No ! 33 

“Yes l 33 


“Tm going to find a way to cut off your magic hair!” He vowed. Silena’s 
laughter echoed after him. 


Percy waved her off, pausing only for a moment to look at where Thalia’s 
tree was wilted at the camp’s edge. When Annabeth had taken him and 
Tyson to camp, they had fought two Colchis bulls. Or, rather, Clarisse had 
taken care of one and Tyson the other before getting claimed. By Poseidon. 
Because Tyson was a cyclops... and thus a son of Poseidon. 


Luckily, the kátara mentality didn’t appear to apply to cyclops, but... 


“You appear to be deep in thought,” a voice said. Percy turned to find 
Chiron behind him, suitcase in hand, as he gave a weak smile. “Something 
on your mind?” He asked. Percy put his hands in his pockets and sighed. 


“I want you to stay.” 


“Tt is never a good idea to disobey the gods,” Chiron told him, and Percy’s 
mind flickered again to Luke. He and Silena hadn’t spoken much of the 
incident. He knew she was continuing to spy in the camp. His eyes flicked 
to Thalia’s tree again. Had she...2 No. Percy shook his head. Silena 
wouldn’t do that. She wouldn’t endanger campers. She and Luke were 
trying to save them. That was their whole thing to sneak them out. It had to 
be someone else. 


“Perhaps the gods are wrong.” 


“Perseus,” Chiron chided and gave a weak smile. Percy only shook his 
head. “Perhaps, in time, I may clear my name. For now, we must focus on 
keeping the camp safe and secure,” he said, voice thoughtful. Percy tried 
not to dwell too much on what would happen if it wasn’t. “Tantalus will... 
do a fine job,” he added on, though his voice was almost sarcastic. Percy 
wasn’t sure he had ever heard Chiron use sarcasm before. 


“Yes, he seems like a real mentor,” Percy muttered, and bit his lip. “You’ll 
be back soon,” he said - trying to reassure himself as well. Chiron chuckled 
and clasped a hand on his shoulder. His eyes studied him for a moment. 


“Be careful, my boy. Remember who you are,” he said and turned away 
with his hooves lightly clicking against the cobbled path. Percy wanted to 
laugh. Remember who you are. He couldn’t remember who he was when he 
hadn’t even figured it out in the first place. Trying to keep the pain to a 
minimum, he turned to continue his walk back to the beach. His shoulders 
seemed to instantly relax upon seeing the waves. Gods, part of him wanted 
to just... walk forward. Right into the water. Just to see if he could breathe 
underneath again and rest among the currents. A pressure fell over him 
again, and Percy shoved the invisible cloth away. 


“I wasn’t going to do it!” He snapped and then winced. “Sorry, sorry,” he 
whispered quickly. It was easy to lose his patience with a god he couldn’t 
see. He wasn’t blasted from the sky, so that was something. “Um, while I 
have your attention, though...” he began and looked around. “I wanted to 
ask about Tyson.” 


“Tyson?” 


Percy jumped. Apparently, he hadn’t noticed somewhere there after all. 
Tyson himself was standing behind him - eye wide and interested as he 
shuffled up next to him. 


“Hey, buddy. What are you doing here?” Percy greeted warily. Tyson 
looked at him. 


“Looking for daddy,” he answered quietly. “Claimed me,” he murmured. 
Percy nodded. He did indeed. Percy wasn’t sure why. Not exactly. The 
whole thing was confusing for him. They sat in silence for a few moments. 
Tyson watched the waves with a sort of... solemness that Percy hadn’t seen 
on him before. He was usually such a nervous mess of a person with a 
sweet streak a mile wide. 


“Are you happy Poseidon claimed you?” Percy finally asked, turning to 
him. Tyson wrinkled his nose. 


“Yes,” he decided. “I am happy,” he told him and then looked back out 
towards the waves for a moment. Percy waited. Sure enough, Tyson wrung 
his hands together and spoke again. “We are friends?” He asked him. Percy 
nodded quickly. More than friends. Brothers, technically. Still, he couldn’t 
tell Tyson that. The guy might go busting around camp announcing it. Percy 
doubted he fully understood exactly what the danger for someone like him 
was. 


“Yeah, of course. Why wouldn’t we be?” 
“Annabeth is not my friend,” he said quietly. Ah. Percy shook his head. 


“She is your friend. She just... is in a bad mood,” he explained. Tyson 
brightened a bit at that. “But let’s give her some space for now,” he said 
quickly. Tyson deflated at that but nodded. “Let’s, um, maybe train for 
now,” he said and then paused. Was that actually safe? Tyson had proven 
himself to be a formidable fighter. Still, the idea of Riptide accidentally 
nicking him and turning his secret-sort-of-brother into a pile of golden dust 
seemed not ideal. Tyson didn’t give him a chance to take it back before 
swooping him into a hug. 


“Training!” He agreed, almost snapping Percy in half. “Very fun! I will find 
a big stick,” he decided as he set Percy down. Yes. Great. Fine. Black spots 
danced in front of his eyes before he recovered. Still, he found himself 
grinning a bit as Tyson bounded away to ready himself for the action. There 
was a small part of him... that felt a little relieved by Tyson’s existence. 
Living up to the Aphrodite kids was no easy feat, but with Tyson... 


Nevermind. That was an awful thought. He was just grateful to have a 
sibling who didn’t yell at him all the time. 


With that at the front of his mind, he decided to find a stick of his own to 
fight Tyson with. 


Percy liked Castor. 


..which was strange because he hated Castor and Pollux’s dad, but 
whatever. Mr. D rarely paid him much mind anyway. 


“You’re pretty good at this,” Castor mused as he watched Percy carefully 
pat the dirt down on some of the strawberry plants. “Maybe you’re a secret 
Demeter kid,” he said. Percy laughed. 


“Nah, Silena and I just spent a lot of time planting flowers around our 
cabin,” he confessed. It had been Silena’s way of teaching him the name of 
literally every flower in existence. Gods, it had been a week of torture, but 
damnit, he knew the difference between tulips and petunias, and nobody 
could take that from him. “If I try to plant anything more complicated than 
that, then it dies on principle,” he said, dusting his hands off. “Hey... 
speaking of which- why can’t the Demeter kids just heal Thalia’s tree?” He 
asked, eyes flicking out towards where the camp patrol was. Castor 
grimaced. 


“Poison isn’t really one of the Demeter kids forté,” he said, looking 
annoyed. “You would think that a god of some sort could take care of it...” 


“T’m guessing you brought this up to your father?” 


“Hm,” he said with a wry smile. “I do love him, but sometimes our 
conversations make me want to tear my hair out,” he sighed, shaking his 
head. “You’re so lucky your mom is Aphrodite. I wonder what it’s like to 
have a charming godly parent,” he drawled out. Percy laughed. “But, yeah, 
my dad says he can’t heal it. I don’t know if I believe him or not,” he said, 
running his hands through his hair. Percy picked a strawberry out and took a 
bite, letting the juice burst in his mouth. “I think he’s more concerned with 
clearing Chiron’s name, honestly.” 


Percy felt a surge of annoyance bubble up at the reminder. 


“Yes, why is he being accused again?” Percy asked. “Because him being 
Kronos’ son is the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. Zeus is Kronos’ son. 
They’re all his kids! Well, most of them,” he grumbled with a roll of his 
eyes. Castor raised an eyebrow. “I’m just saying. Everyone is related 
somehow anyway. Plus, it seems dumb to base your opinion on someone off 
of their parent,” he said, trying not to show how personal he felt about that. 


“You’re going to get blown up,” Castor said, though his voice was a little 
fond. “But they’re a paranoid bunch,” he explained with a shrug. “Besides, 
the gods have been looking for a way to get rid of him since Elliott Parker,” 
he explained and grabbed another bucket to fill. 


“Who?” Percy asked, helping him pile some strawberries into the bucket. 
Castor paused to bite into one before giving Percy a thoughtful look, 
chewing slowly. 


“He was a kdtara,“ he said and then shook his head. “Or at least said to be. 
Nobody knows for sure. It happened back in the sixties, and Chiron was 
adamant he wasn’t really Poseidon’s kid. Poseidon was said to have denied 
it too,” he shrugged. Percy’s brows came together. “Anyway, he came to 
camp and said he was a Big Three kid, and he warned the campers to kill 
him before it became a problem,” he explained. “But nobody wanted to do 
it. He had made friends and stuff. Besides, technically, he was unclaimed.” 


“Funny,” Percy said with a shake of his head. “I don’t think Thalia Grace 
had that leniency.” 


“And this is why,” Castor agreed. “They should have killed him when they 
had the chance. He ended up slaughtering six people. One of them was an 
Aphrodite kid,” he added with a nod towards Percy. “That one was the 
worst. Aphrodite was said to be so pissed... she killed him herself,” Castor 
said. Percy froze. Um, what? “Parker didn’t even have a chance to have a 
trial. She put his head on a spike and everything.” 


“She what?” 


“Yeah,” Castor shuddered. “That was the last time they let a Big Three kid 
in the camp. There was said to be an unclaimed kid after that... maybe a 
daughter of Hades? She killed someone too. Hades got real huffy about it. 
Said she wasn’t his, but... well, not many demigods can talk to ghosts like 
she was said to,” he said and then waved his hand. “Besides, who else 
would just kill someone for no reason? That’s a kdtara thing,” he said. 
Percy didn’t respond. His mind was spinning. 


What was it that Aphrodite had said to him? 


I will not allow them to harm another child of mine. Not again. That 
damned Son of Poseidon will be the last one. 


Well, this Elliott kid must be what she meant... Percy bit his lip. 


“Hey,” he said, looking out over the field where Silena and Troy were 
eating lunch under one of the camp’s larger trees. “I have to go ask Silena 
something. Pll see you later, right?” He asked. Castor gave a mocking gasp. 


“You’re leaving me here alone? In these dangerous times?” 
“T have faith you can defend yourself.” 


“And what if a kdtara comes along?” Castor sniffed. “I know you’re really 
just off to see Annabeth. You think she’s a better friend than me,” he said, 
sticking out his tongue. Percy returned it, fighting back a pained look at the 
backhanded comment. Not that Castor meant anything by it. He didn’t 
know. Couldn’t know. 


“If you see a katara, then maybe give them one of your strawberries,” he 
said with a small shrug, walking backward as Castor continued pouting. 
“That will surely purge the evil from their hearts!” He called and dashed off 
towards his siblings. Troy had been claimed a few weeks before Percy came 
to camp, so they were new Aphrodite kids together. He was younger - only 
eleven, with dark eyes and the smoothest skin Percy had ever seen in his 
life. According to Silena, he seemed to have some sort of... weird power 
that none of them could quite figure out. Apparently, if Troy held your hand 
long enough, he thought of a random name. 


Well, not random, but nobody was sure what the name meant... well, not 
exactly anyway. It had something to do with who you might be in love with. 
Drew says it is who someone could fall in love with you, while Lacy was 
adamant that it was who someone will fall in love with you. Mitchell said it 
was who the person was currently in love with. Troy said he was eleven and 
didn’t care. Troy was probably one of Percy’s favorite siblings. 


“Hey, there,” Silena beamed up as he approached. “Come to eat with the 
cool kids?” She asked lightly. Percy glanced over at Troy. 


“T have a personal matter to discuss,” he said flatly. Troy’s eyes flicked up 
at him. 


“is it your hair?” He asked. Percy glared. “I think you would look good 
with purple hair.” 


Troy was no longer one of Percy’s favorite siblings. 


“Huh,” Silena said and looked at Percy thoughtfully. “Maybe. Maybe some 
highlights?” 


“Maybe if he grows it out-“ 


“Tt isn’t about my hair,” Percy cut them off with a sigh. “Troy, can you give 
us a minute?” He asked. Troy shrugged before licking his fingers. He gave 
a small wave before rolling over and sprinting down the hill with a shout at 
some kids to wait up so he could be first to the rock-climbing wall. Silena 
watched him go fondly before turning to Percy with a slight tilt of her head. 


“Aphrodite killed a son of Poseidon?” Percy demanded, looking around to 
make sure nobody overheard. Silena blinked. “Castor told me! She put his 
head on a spike! How could you have not told me this?” He whispered. 
Silena pulled back, looking startled. 


“Why is that relevant?” 


“Why is that-? Silena, what is she going to do to me if she finds out about 
me?” He asked. “You think she’s going to give me a chance after my 
potential brother killed her kid?” He asked and looked around again, almost 
feeling eyes on him. “Why did you let me come to this cabin?” 


“It wasn’t like I could get you into the Ares cabin,” Silena said. “Besides, 
what does it matter? You’re not going to get caught - and if you were, they 
would kill you no matter what,” she shrugged. Percy glared at her. “Look, 
that happened like twenty years ago, and nobody knows for sure if he was 
really Poseidon’s kid-“ 


“Tt feels like it matters a bit to me,” Percy snapped at her. “You spent an 
hour explaining to me the differences between burgundy and red but didn’t 
mention the casual murder?” He asked her. Silena sighed. She sighed. As if 
he was somehow the taxing one in this situation. “You know what? 
Whatever. Fine,” he said and turned away. Silena got up to go after him. 
“T’m going out for a bit-“ 


“Percy.” 


“You’re not my mom, Silena,” he said, getting more irritable. “And trust 
me, I have enough. I- ow!” He complained when she yanked at his arm. “I 
just want to skateboard for a bit!” 


“Not again with the skateboard!” Silena groaned. “Percy, nobody else in our 
cabin likes it. Don’t you think it makes you stick out too much?” She asked 
as if they hadn’t had this argument a thousand times. 


“It’s a Skateboard!” Percy told her. “Can you please stop complaining about 
it?” 


“Why did you have to bring it to camp?!” 


“Because I wanted to - and don’t be too alarmed by this - skateboard,” 
Percy said dramatically. Silena narrowed her eyes. “Come on. Nobody else 
likes it because nobody else has tried it! And besides - there’s 
a pretty design on the bottom of it,” he added, which was probably the 
dumbest thing he could say at that moment. Silena didn’t really like 
condescension all that much. Nor did she tolerate it well. 


“You may find it easy to forget,” she said, taking a step towards him. “But 
I’m still the better swordsman between the two of us. So if you want to try 
that game with me, then maybe think about who is going to win if it comes 
to a fight.” 


Percy pursed his lips. 
“I wasn’t-“ 


“You were,” she said and shook her head. “Just get ready for the chariot 
race. It may have escaped your attention, but Tantalus isn’t Chiron. If he 
notices something is off, then he will call you out. Maybe think about that 
too. You know, before you do something stupid,” she said. Percy rolled his 
eyes. Apparently, everything he did was stupid. 


Too loud? No. Too quiet? No. Aphrodite kids were charming. They were 
funny - in a subtle way. They were rarely in a bad mood. They were never 
this or that or what-freaking-ever. 


Percy was just over it. He wasn’t perfect. Aphrodite kids were. If he didn’t 
get it together, then he might die. Great. Dying might be easier at this point, 
honestly. 


Bitterly, he went to turn away, but Silena caught his elbow again. 


“I’m sorry,” she said gently and squeezed his arm. “I didn’t mean to snap at 
you. Let’s go back to the cabin to get changed,” she suggested, voice 
softening. Percy looked down. He didn’t see what was wrong with what he 
was wearing, but sure. Letting his feet drag a bit, he forced himself to 


follow her back to the cabin. Silena tried a few times to get him into a 
conversation - offering small olive branches along the way, but Percy was 
too exhausted to really engage. He didn’t feel like talking about how he met 
Tyson, the new school he had gotten kicked out of (again), or the random 
monsters they had fought before leaving for camp. The second they entered 
the cabin, he checked to see if it was empty before collapsing on his bed. 


“Do you want to dye your hair?” She asked him with a slight nudge. Percy 
propped his head up. 


“What?” 


“What Troy was saying earlier. I like it black, but it’s up to you,” she said, 
raiding the closet. Percy didn’t understand. They were going to be 
wearing armor for this race. What did it matter what their clothes were 
underneath? Still, he doubted it was an argument he would win, so 
whatever. 


“Oh, I don’t care.” 
Silena gave him a pitying glance. 


“Okay, well, let me know if you want to try something later,” she said, and 
bit her lip as she examined some fabric. “Maybe blue tips?” She suggested 
lightly. Percy considered. Blue wouldn’t be bad, actually. He tilted his head 
at Silena. 


“That won’t make me look too punk?” He asked skeptically. Silena 
laughed. 


“I think you can pull it off. Usually, we all have a phase where we dye our 
hair something wild. My hair was silver for a bit,” she said. Percy raised an 
eyebrow. “What? I was ten. It was cute. Don’t judge me,” she said and sat 
down at the end of his bed. “Which one?” She asked, holding out two shirts. 
Percy stared. “...what is the difference between these two shirts?” She 
sighed. Percy gave a small wail of despair. Silena didn’t even react. She 
simply waited as Percy finished whining. 


“They’re shaped different,” he finally relented. Silena wrinkled her nose. 
“That’s one way to put it. They’re different cuts-“ 

“Like with steak?” 

Silena slowly lowered the shirts. 


“You find new ways to upset me every single day, don’t you?” she asked, 
completely deadpan. Percy pouted as Silena threw the shirts down and 
lightly pushed his head. “And how are the earrings?” She asked. Percy’s 
hand flittered up. They weren’t anything dramatic. Silena pierced them last 
summer and put a pair of simple black earrings in. It was a weird balance to 
keep him sort of Percy while leaning into the Aphrodite thing as much as 
possible. Though, in truth, he kind of liked them. 


“Not infected,” he said. “I was thinking I could also do my lip?” 
“Absolutely not.” 

“Eyebrow?” 

“You are thirteen.” 

“nose?” 


“Complete another quest, and you can get another piercing,” she snorted 
fondly. Percy groaned. Whatever. If he had his way, he would be going after 
Grover anyway. “I think a few more might be a little too punk,” she told 
him and smooth down his hair. “Come on, let’s join the others. You and 
Annabeth are on a team, right?” She asked. Percy’s lips thinned as he gave 
a terse nod. He and Annabeth hadn’t been on the... best terms at the 
moment. She was weird about Tyson. Percy didn’t get what her problem 
was, but there was some tension over him joining their team. 


If Silena noticed his reaction (which she probably did - she noticed 
everything), then she didn’t say anything and instead offered a tired smile 
of her own before leading him back to where Tantalus’ chariot race was 
lining up along with the rest of the cabins - those who were competing, 


anyway. It looked like a few members of the Aphrodite cabin had decided 
to join as well... or maybe watch. 


A quick rundown of Percy’s siblings. There were... a lot. Since people 
tended to pop in and out of camp, he always seemed to be meeting new 
ones too. In total, there were thirteen girls, five boys, and Sam. Sam got 
their own category because they were one of those people who you just 
couldn’t tell, and when asked, their only response was ‘I’m pretty’, which 
Percy figured was accurate enough to work. Everyone else accepted that as 
an explanation, so he figured he would too. 


Silena was... well. Silena. She was actually the same age as Mitchell, who 
should be camp counselor, but decided he would ‘rather eat bricks and slit 
open his own throat’ than be responsible for anything ever. Percy deeply 
respected that. In general, Mitchell was pretty easygoing. The only issue 
with him was he was... too easygoing, if possible. He seemed to realize 
people would do things for him and then let them, which was just crazy in 
Percy’s opinion. 


“What?” He had asked when Percy watched a group of giggling girls 
excitedly take his chores. “They want to do it!” 


“Silena is okay with this?” He asked. Mitchell snorted. 


“Pm not doing anything wrong,” he said with a wicked grin, running a hand 
through mint-green hair. He had dyed it after losing a bet against the Stoll 
brothers, but much to everyone’s chagrin, he looked great with it. “Besides, 
now I have more time for other, more important things,” he said. Percy 
raised an eyebrow. 


“Like what? Are you doing the chariot race?” 


“The-? No,” Mitchell snorted. “I have better things to do - not sure what, 
but...” Mitchell shrugged. “Now I have plenty of time for it!” He said and 
then looked down when an Apollo girl blushed as she held out Mitchell’s 
newly sharpened sword. “Oh, thank you,” he told her as Percy watched in 
disgust. “This looks great!” He added. Percy could not believe Silena dared 
to call Percy lazy when Mitchell existed with a group of fangirls scrambling 


to do whatever he wanted (and no, it wasn’t even charmspeak. Percy 
checked). 


Then there was Drew. She was nice. Quiet. Possibly the quietest of all their 
siblings. When asked, Silena said she was going through a tough time and 
left it at that. Percy didn’t bother to push on that door. It didn’t look like she 
was competing either, given how she decided to simply sit off to the side, 
braiding Lacy’s hair as she sang a soft song in French while Lacy licked a 
popsicle with eager eyes as she stared at all the chariots. 


Lacy was one of the younger ones and by far the sweetest. Nobody had a 
complaint about Lacy... and nobody should. Valentina was also around 
Percy’s age and fell into the realm of ‘stereotypical Aphrodite kid’ though 
Percy noticed she had... different powers. It wasn’t charmspeak, but 
instead, Valentina seemed to alter perceptions to a degree. Kind of what he 
did with Ares, but the real thing (Aphrodite version, anyway). 


“Hi Pollux,” Valentina said as she danced over to where they were all 
standing. Percy narrowed his eyes. “I was feeling generous,” she said and 
twirled a strand of her hair. “Since our chariot is so nice, I thought it was 
only fair to trade.” 


Percy shook his head. Valentina’s chariot was a few planks of wood on 
wheels. It had taken her probably ten minutes to put together. However, 
there was a murmur of awe as everyone unanimously turned. 


“You want to trade that?” Someone from Pollux’s team demanded. 
“Sucker. Let’s do it!” 


“Thanks,” Valentina snorted and accepted the reins to her new chariot with 
a wicked wink towards Percy. He sighed. That. That was what he meant. It 
would probably be another ten minutes before Pollux even realized how 
much his new ride sucked. Percy grimaced as he looked for Castor, feeling 
a little bad his friend had been duped. He didn’t have a chance to warn him, 
though. Annabeth had approached him in her armor, checking over her 
weapons. 


“Ready?” She asked. Percy offered a weak smile, noting her determination 
to ignore Tyson standing nervously behind her. 


“Born ready,” he smiled and pointedly turned to Tyson. “You ready, big 
guy?” He asked. Tyson brightened at being addressed, giving a massive 
smile as Annabeth made an irritated face that had Percy wanting to redo 
their earlier argument with some stronger choice words. 


“Ready,” Tyson agreed. Percy beamed. 


And...for the record... they were not ready... Nobody was ready for 
whatever that was. 


Stymphalian Birds. Who would have guessed it? Probably Percy should 
have given his routine lack of luck and Thalia’s tree dying. Tantalus (being 
the charming spirit he was) pinned the whole disaster on them and declared 
Clarisse the winner. He at least managed to claim a tentative truce with 
Annabeth while discussing his dream with Grover wearing a wedding dress 
(not a look Percy expected from him, but sure. Silena would definitely have 
words about the hem job. Percy wasn’t as picky... plus, he was pretty sure 
Grover wasn’t wearing the dress as a fun look and was probably in full-on 
survival mode). 


More bad news - Tantalus decided to give the quest they so diligently 
petitioned for to Clarisse. 


“Come now,” Tantalus had told him when Percy called him out over the 
campfire. “I’m not sure such a big responsibility should go to... well, a child 
of a love goddess over a war god,” he reasoned. Percy rolled his eyes. Part 
of him wanted to object but didn’t think that it would get him anywhere. 


“T guess that would be like asking you to be a food critic, huh?” He said 
instead, ignoring when Tantalus’ eyes bugged out. From beside him, 
Annabeth elbowed him. “What? I have better ones-“ 


“Percy, stop.” 


“He-“ Percy began and then paused. Wait. Wait a second. An idea crossed 
his mind. A horrible, horrible idea. It was wrong. He shouldn’t do it. And 
yet... “Wait a second,” he said loudly. The surrounding campers paused. 
“Aren’t you a son of Zeus?” he asked. The entire camp went deadly silent. 
“Why are we allowing a katara to run this camp?” He demanded. 


The words quickly caused a round of whispers to zip around the campfire. 
A few people dove for their weapons. Mr. D, on the other hand, merely 
sighed from where he was bitterly lounging in his spot next to his kids, 
looking miserable. 


“He is dead, remember?” He asked. This did little to ease the tension. “By 
gods, shut up.” 


“So? He can be dead and still hurt us!” Someone called. Castor got up to 
whisper something to his father. Mr. D made a face and then glared at 
Percy, who only gave a tight smile in return. “He’s sending Clarisse because 
he knows she’|I fail-“ 


“What was that, you little piece of-“ 


“A katara would be the one to cook his own son,” someone else said, and 
there was a murmur of agreement. 


“T am also a son of Zeus!” Mr. D shouted - effectively silencing the camp. 
A long pause followed. 


“Dad, you’re a god,” Pollux pointed out warily. Mr. D scowled at him. “Just 
saying. There’s a difference.” 


“This is why I needed your mother here. One of you go away,” he muttered, 
waving an indignant Pollux and Castor to the side. “I can’t deal with both of 
you at once.” 


“Maybe we both should go.” 


“No, I - I just said one- you are terrible listeners!” 


“We get it from you!” Castor called, giving Percy a bright grin as he pulled 
Pollux away. Percy returned it as Mr. D rolled his eyes before turning back 
to the camp. 


“Enough of this,” he said and raised both hands. “I can’t pretend I am also 
thrilled with Tantalus’ existence. He is - like most of you - horribly 
annoying. However, he would not have been sent him here if felt he was a 
risk. Stop whining. Let the silly Ares girl go on the quest. Leave me alone,” 
he said and fell back into his seat. Tantalus sneered - eyes flicking to Percy 
with an air of victory. 


“Anything to say, boy?” 


Percy wordlessly offered him a s’more. Mitchell laughed from where the 
rest of their cabin was sitting - Silena pinning Percy with scolding eyes. He 
shrugged. Technically, he had done nothing wrong. Though there was still 
some guilt for playing the kdtara card. It was weird how easy the mindset 
had been to slip into. 


“You know Tantalus,” Drew spoke up, giving Percy a small, nervous smile. 
“I hear apricots do wonders for your complexion... if you were trying to 
brighten up that skin.” 


“Oh, I heard carrots help with that too!” Valentina said, jumping on board. 
“Have you tried smoothies? They can get all your vitamins in. Might get rid 
of those circles under your eyes-“ 


“Tomatoes too,” Mitchell said solemnly. “Hey, Tantalus. Are there any 
beauty benefits to eating humans? I know you served your son to the gods, 
but surely you’ve committed cannibalism before-“ 


“Enough,” Silena cut them all off. “Go do something useful. All of you,” 
she sighed. Lacy clambered up before looking between Percy and 
Tantalus... then stuck her tongue out. 


“You’re mean,” she decided, and there was a small cheer from the other 
campers as Tantalus got redder and redder. Percy braced himself for the 
outburst... either from Tantalus or Silena (who looked like she might just 


throw him in the Fields of Punishment herself). “And you weren’t around 
when Pop-Tarts were invented, so yov’ll never try one. They are delicious.” 


“Lacy!” 


“DELICIOUS!” She screamed, holding up both of her hands. Percy had to 
turn his laugh into a cough. Kids were the best. Troy also joined in Lacy’s 
cry for delicious Pop-Tarts. Silena crossed her arms over her chest and 
pinned him with yet another look. What? What now? He wasn’t doing 
anything damning! Was she ever pleased about anything when it came to 
him? Even now, she didn’t show a shred of ire towards anyone else as she 
calmly collected their siblings and led them away. 


“You will be on dish duty for the next month!” Tantalus spit at him, eyes 
practically bugging out of his skull. “You ungrateful little-“ 


“Go chase a donut,” Percy muttered and marched off towards the beach... 
again. He probably went to the beach too often, but it was the only place 
that could calm him sometimes. Between Silena’s crazy nagging, 
Annabeth’s uncanny observational skills, Tyson being claimed, 
Grover missing, and Tantalus existing... he was stressed. That wasn’t even 
mentioning his anticipated murder. 


Percy collapsed onto the sand and screamed into his arms. 

“Delivery for Percy Jackson!” 

...he couldn’t have even five minutes, could he? 

“T’m in the middle of something.” 

“Oh, of course. Finish your yelling. PI just be here,” the stranger said. 
Percy looked up, turning to find a jogger next to him, holding a small 
package. Frowning, tilted his head - eyes taking in blue eyes, salt-and- 


pepper curly black hair, and a crooked smile. Mortals couldn’t just get into 
camp... and mortals wouldn’t know his name. 


“Hi,” he decided, not reaching for the package. The man snorted and sat 
next to him in the sand before nudging the box towards him. 


“Its from your mom,” he said, and Percy slowly accepted the brown 
package. “The, uh, immortal one. I hear you have two. Congrats on that, by 
the way. Rumor has it your mom murdered a man and sold his corpse. I 
love the ambition,” he said. Percy blinked a few times. Well, it sounded a 
little concerning when he put it like that. “Go on! I love seeing people 
unwrap gifts. Their faces are also priceless,” he added. Percy looked back 
down at the box. The man waited. Weird. Percy slowly undid the brown 
wrapping, revealing a baby blue box with a note on it. 


Happy early birthday! As an apology for my previous thoughtlessness, I 
thought I would give you a small treat. Enjoy, my darling! - Mom 


“Pll give you a hint,” the man told him with a sly wink. “It isn’t Medusa’s 
head.” 


Percy grimaced. 


“That would have been a very nice gift,” he said and tilted his head. “Are 
you a god?” He asked. The man’s smile widened. “Luke’s father?” He tried. 
The smile disappeared. 


“I have been known as many things... I can’t say that is the first one that 
normally pops into people’s minds,” he mused and then patted Percy’s 
shoulder. “But it isn’t wrong. I am Hermes,” he greeted. Percy nodded. 
“You have been a topic of Olympus for quite a bit now, Percy Jackson. 
Quite a lot of effort to get claimed.” 


“I was given some motivation,” he said dryly. “I wasn’t thrilled with being 
forgotten.” 


“Aw, cut your mom some slack,” Hermes said with a small smile. “She’s a 
busy lady. Besides, it looks like she gave you a nice apology gift,” he 
needled with a nod at the box in Percy’s hand. “Why don’t you go ahead 
and open?” He asked. Percy paused. With a small glance back at Hermes, 
he lifted the lid and peered down. A glass bottle sat inside. It was shaped 


like an apple and colored a dark blue. Curiously, he picked it up to see 
something shimmering inside. 


“What is it?” He asked. It looked like cologne... which was nice? He wasn’t 
big on cologne but sure. It was an Aphrodite thing. Whatever. 


“Ooh,” Hermes said, eyes brightening. “She pulled some strings for you. I 
doubt Zeus was easy to convince,” he mused, and Percy tilted his head. 
“Magic in a bottle,” he said wisely. “It masks demigod smell. Very rare. 
Hecate only makes it once every century because the ingredients are so hard 
to get,” he said with a click of his tongue. “Aphrodite probably put 
something in it too. Aphrodisiac or something,” he mused. Percy paused. 
That wasn’t good. He wasn’t going to walk around wearing a love potion. 
Hermes’ smile widened. “Unimpressed?” He asked. Percy shrugged. 


“No, I just don’t think I need anything to make somebody like me,” he said, 
going for cocky. He just sounded tired, though. 


“Do you think I like you?” 


“Eh,” Percy said and gave a slight shrug. “I think that depends on whether I 
do what you want,” he said, raising an eyebrow. Hermes gave him a 
dazzling smile. “Hm. Thought so. And what is it that you want?” 


“You have quite a way of speaking with gods, kid. I thought Aphrodite’s 
kids were supposed to be charming? Or are you one of those Aphrodite 
kids?” 

“Pm a delight,” Percy said and rubbed his eyes. Gods, he was so tired. 
“Wait - what do you mean ‘one of those’,” he asked, making air quotations 


in the air. Hermes snorted. 


“You know... the mean girl type,” he said, leaning back into the sand. Percy 
spluttered. 


“I am not a mean girl!” 


“Sorry. Mean boy? Mean person?” 


“T’m not mean!” 


“Ares says otherwise,” Hermes sang, and Percy leveled him with a cool 
glare. “You don’t agree?” 


“Tm not mean,” Percy grumbled. “If I was, then I would say-“ he began 
and then cut himself off. That wasn’t a smart thread to keep pulling at... 
though part of him dearly wanted to. Hermes raised an eyebrow. 


“...gO on.” 


“Um, nevermind,” Percy said and sighed. “I’m sorry. You’re right. My day 
has been... How can I help you, Lord Hermes?” He asked, switching tracks 
completely. Hermes looked him over with vague curiosity before collapsing 
next to him on the sand. 


“Luke,” he said simply. “I believe you have heard he went to the titan 
side?” 


“It’s come up,” Percy said slowly. Hermes looked him over with 
consideration. “Are you surprised he went rogue?” Percy asked with a 
shake of his head. “His friend was murdered in front of him,” he said 
bitterly, playing with the box still in his lap. Hermes hummed. 


“No,” he said. “Chiron is said to have done that,” he said, and Percy 
blinked. What? Chiron would- 


Wait. Percy’s mind flicked over the past few days. The pine tree at the front 
of the camp. He was so stupid. Thalia’s tree. He had assumed it was named 
after her. A dire warning to mark where she was killed. Hermes raised an 
eyebrow. 


“She is the tree?” Percy asked, a little horrified. “But... wait, that doesn’t 
make sense. Was the camp not protected until she came along? It’s been 
thousands of years since this place was built!” He said. There was a rotten 
feeling in his stomach. Disgusting. They killed her, and it was her death 
that protected the very camp that murdered her? Gods, it was so messed up. 


“Zeus did it,’ Hermes explained, seemingly unaware of Percy’s internal 
crisis. “She tried to fight her way into camp. A son of Ares got a good nick 
into her. She was bleeding pretty bad. Zeus decided to spare her the slow 
death of letting monsters eat her and turned her into a pine tree,” he 
explained. Percy felt a lump in his throat rise. That was awful. “And now 
she’s condemned to die a slow death anyway,” he sighed. “Luke and 
Annabeth... they’ll have to watch her die twice,” he said. Percy’s fingers 
twitched. “Unless...” 


“Unless I get the fleece?” He asked. Hermes shrugged. “Why me? Clarisse 
is already going.” 


“You are an experienced quest-goer are you not? Let’s just say you have the 
resume,” Hermes told him. Percy bit his tongue. “Besides, it would be a 
good way to potentially clear Chiron’s name-“ 


“And find Luke?” Percy asked and sat up. “Why not find him yourself?” He 
asked, tucking a foot under his thigh so he was cross-legged in the sand. 
“And I don’t really know what you expect him to do. All these innocent 
people dying...” he trailed off, remembering the last thing he should be 
doing is questioning the status quo. Hermes merely looked at him for a 
couple more seconds before answering. 


“If you knew those kids... the things they had done...” he said quietly. “I 
remember there was one boy. A son of Hades. Hugo Brandt,” he shook his 
head. “I’ve seen a lot of evil in the world - I’ve seen almost all the evil in 
the world,” he said with a shrug. “He was one of the worse ones. It was 
terrible. That poor daughter of Poseidon... she tried to stop him too,” he 
clicked his tongue and shudder. “You may not understand why we have to 
be as careful about those Big Three kids, but it was not a decision made 
lightly,” he said. Percy sighed. Sure. “I know Luke was close with the 
Grace girl. If I could have intervened before, I would have. Imagine 
watching your child playing with a knife and just waiting for him to get 
stabbed,” he shuddered. “I’m not saying it was right - there were kinder 
ways of dealing with that girl, but I won’t lie and say there wasn’t a part of 
me relieved when she was gone,” he said. Percy pursed his lips. All this talk 
about these kids... maybe he just didn’t want to believe it. Hermes smiled 
wryly. “Just think about it. If you decide to take the plunge, Pl leave a little 


gift for you,” he promised and gave a small two-fingered salute. “Enjoy 
your time at camp, kid. Tell your siblings I said hi.” 


And with that, he was gone. Percy stared at the spot he had sat, heart 
sinking. He wasn’t sure he could identify his emotions (not like an 
Aphrodite kid, anyway), but he knew there was a part of him that was 
tempted. Not about the fleece, but Grover... 


He could get Grover. Grover who was missing. Grover who was in danger 
somewhere. Clarisse wasn’t off to save Grover. Just the fleece. Percy’s hand 
twitched to his pen. 


A small crunch caught his attention. When he turned, Tyson was there. 
Again. Perhaps he was as drawn to the beach as Percy was. He looked 
cautiously at him before shuffling a little closer. 


“Hey,” Percy told him, softening his voice. “Are you okay?” 
“No.” 
Tyson sat down, apparently not wishing to expand upon that. 


“Me neither,” he sighed. “How are things going?” He asked. Tyson looked 
at him. A sudden thought occurred to Percy. “What’s your cabin like?” He 
asked. Tyson’s lips pressed together. 


“Pretty...” he said slowly and sat up. “Want to see?” He asked. Percy didn’t 
even hesitate. He was stumbling up to his feet as Tyson perked up at Percy’s 
eagerness. “Let’s see!” He yelled, much more enthusiastically, and rushed 
off towards the cabins. Percy laughed. 


He had seen Poseidon’s cabin from the outside, of course, but all he knew 
of it was the stone walls and sloped ceilings. Tyson easily clicked the door 
open and gestured Percy over. 


It didn’t take much to convince him to follow Tyson inside. He hadn’t dared 
ever to have stepped foot in Poseidon’s cabin. It was too risky. Too 
suspicious after all the work he had put in. Silena would kill him - still 


might, even with Tyson as his alibi. Still, Percy couldn’t help but give in to 
the pull as he walked through the door. His heart shattered a bit. 


It looked like home. 


The subtle smell of the sea, the coral along the walls. The floor seemed to 
shift like sand at the bottom of the ocean floor. Percy wanted to scream. It 
wasn’t fair. 


“Lonely,” Tyson said as he watched Percy looked around. Percy smiled 
sadly. 


“I bet it is,” he agreed and looked at all the trinkets placed around. “You 
moved in really fast,” he noted and then frowned a bit when he saw a 
leather book on the ground. “Where did you get this?” He asked, kneeling 
down to pick it up. Tyson shrugged. 


“Need to clean,” he answered. 


Percy opened his mouth to respond when a photo slipped out the side. He 
paused. It looked old. He frowned, leaning over to get a better look. 


It was black and white - with six children all standing in front of Cabin 
Three of all ages. The oldest looked to be maybe in their early twenties and 
the youngest around nine or ten. They were all dressed in neatly pressed 
clothes that looked straight out of a history textbook. He flipped it over to 
find crisp handwriting on the back. 


Poseidon Cabin, 1942 (James, Evelyn, Sarah, Clarence, Theo, and Julia) 


“Whoa,” Percy said and stood up sharply, looking around. “Wait. Tyson, 
this stuff isn’t yours, is it?” He asked, feeling a wave of excitement. Tyson 
shook his head. They hadn’t cleaned the cabin out from the last group of 
kids who lived here. Eagerly, he flipped the book open, reading the first 
passage. 


03.23.1939 


James and Julia are terrors and the reason we all get into such loathsome 
trouble. It is as my mother said - twins are a blessing to each other and a 
curse to the rest of the world. Perhaps I should explain. Chiron was helping 
me with my project (you know, the secret surprise party for Lorie) when 
those two decided to blow up the lake. Yes, they blew up the lake! You never 
see me use my powers in such a way! They claimed to have only done so in 
order to hide their loot from James’ quest, but Clarence begs to differ. 


Oh, who am I kidding? I have been known to perhaps engage in some 
recklessness, but I only charge the blood of the sea for such a temperament. 
Surely our father is to blame, is he not? 


Must head out soon. Clarence promised me to let him drive his car. Perhaps 
we can see how it works underwater! If James and Julia have put the lake 
back, I mean. 


Lots of love, 
Evelyn 


Percy read it over a good three times, fascinated. It was strange to imagine 
this cabin full and filled with these strangers. He stared back down at the 
picture. This Evelyn didn’t sound evil at all. She sounded like a normal 
person. Young, exasperated, but still fun. 


She sounded maybe even a little like him. 


Percy had never really considered siblings too much. He had always been 
an only child up until a year ago (well, in truth, up until Tyson came along 
if you want to be technical), but now he felt a sense of longing. Nobody in 
the Aphrodite cabin would blow up a lake or take a car underwater with 
him. He bit his lip. It must have been nice to be surrounded by people who 
were so similar... 


“What are you doing?” 


Speak of the devil. 


Percy glanced up to see Silena in the doorway, looking downright horrified 
as she quickly closed the door. 


“Hanging out with Tyson,” he answered and held up the book. “Look at all 
the stuff that was left in here-“ 


“No!” Silena whispered - opening her mouth only to pause when Tyson 
tilted his head. “Um, we need to get back-“ 


“Silena,” Percy sighed. Would the arguing ever end with her? Was there 
nothing he could do? “I’m just looking. See?” He asked, holding out the 
journal. “Her name was Evelyn. I just want to read it. Maybe it can help us 
figure out what happened to them.” 


Silena’s eyes flicked to Tyson before she spoke slowly - voice filled with 
trepidation. 


“T don’t think it’s a good idea for you to be seen as a sympathizer,” she told 
him. 


“Even if they are people who maybe should be sympathized with?” 
“They murdered hundreds of people, Percy.” 
“But why? And are we even sure they did it?” 


“T don’t think there is any good reason for killing that many people, and 
there were plenty of eyewitnesses.” 


“Who? The gods?” Percy asked. “Because it sounds like they don’t know 
what-“ 


“Why are you harping on this?” 
“You know why! Why won’t you consider they weren’t awful?” 


“Because there is no evidence-“ 


“T’m trying to find some,” Percy argued. “And you can’t think they are all 
bad, either,” he said fiercely and gave a subtle gesture to himself. Silena’s 
jaw clenched. “So-“ 


“Pm not entertaining this. Throw that away.” 


Almost unthinkingly, Percy got up and walked to the trashcan before a 
weird alarm went off in his head. He froze. The confusion wavered until he 
looked over at where Silena was staring at the floor. He turned, the feeling 
of bitter betrayal spiking in his chest. 


“Did you just use charmspeak on me?” He asked slowly. Silena flinched. 


“I- I didn’t mean-“ she began, but Percy was already shaking his head, 
clenching the journal in his hand as he stared at her. “Percy, it was an 
accident. I didn’t-“ she began, but Percy didn’t give her a chance to answer. 
Without another word, he shoved his way by her. “Percy!” She called. He 
ignored her. Almost on autopilot, Percy found himself walking towards the 
Athena cabin. He rapped on the door. When nobody answered, he pounded 
harder. After his third attempt, the door slammed open. 


“What in the name of Athena do you think you’re - Percy?” Annabeth 
greeted, annoyance simmering down when she saw him. “What’s going 
on?” She asked. Percy looked around, ensuring nobody was passing by, 
before taking her hand and pulling her out of the cabin. For a second, he 
thought she was going to punch him, so he hurried his next words before 
she could knock him out. 


“T’m going to get Grover. I’m going to ask Tyson if he wants to leave with 
me tonight. Are you coming or not?” 


Quest number two? Still a bust. They fought a hydra, harpies, endless 
monsters, etc... it wasn’t the most fun. Worst of all was this was an ocean 
adventure. 


Percy was dying. Dying. Which was ironic because he had never felt so 
alive and himself before. He knew what the tides meant and the subtle 


differences in the wind. He discovered he could even guide their boat where 
he wanted it. It was great. 


Pretending though? Not fun. 


“I didn’t know you could sail,” Annabeth asked, looking on with curiosity. 
Hermes had kept his end of the deal. When they returned to the beach, there 
had been three yellow duffel bags and a small boat to carry them out to sea. 
They had, naturally, come across Luke first thing. He apparently was off on 
a cruise ship doing fun Titan Supporter™ things. 


They didn’t end up staying long - or even seeing Luke for more than ten 
minutes. It had been easy to escape with the cologne Aphrodite had given 
him. 


“Are you - what are you doing?!” Annabeth whispered when Percy had 
wordlessly squirted her with some of the perfume. “Is now the time? And 
you smell way worse than I do!” She tacked on indignantly. From beside 
her, Tyson pouted. 


“Can’t smell,” he complained. Percy sprayed him too... just in case. 
Annabeth frowned. 


“Masks our smell,” he whispered and then promptly squirted himself in the 
face. “...ow,” he said when some went into his eye. 


“Where did you get that?” 
“My mom.” 
“I - and you just decided to use it now?!” 


“It’s apparently rare! Don’t yell at me! Besides, I literally just got it 
yesterday!” 


“Can’t smell!” Tyson complained a bit louder. Annabeth and Percy both 
shushed him. “... can’t smell,” he grumbled and glared at the cologne in 
Percy’s hand. Luckily, it had all worked out. They had escaped long enough 
for Percy to find out what Annabeth’s deal was with Tyson (cyclops had 


apparently kidnapped her, Luke, and Thalia in the past) before they ran into 
problem number two (a hydra, naturally) and were rescued by... yep. You 
guessed it. Clarisse. It was probably a fair conclusion to say 
she wasn t thrilled with their appearance. After some bickering, she seemed 
to accept they were there, though. At least for now. Inwardly, Percy sighed. 


“My mom had a boat,” he said as an explanation. He made a note to let his 
mom know to add that lie to the list. “Besides, Tyson is doing most of the 
work,” he added to where Tyson was sleeping on the other end of the ship 
where he could safely remain hidden from Clarisse’s undead soldiers (how 
much would it suck to not only lose a war but to be indebted to Ares and his 
bratty children? Rough... then again, he couldn’t pull up too much 
sympathy. They were confederate soldiers, after all). Percy bit his lip as he 
watched Tyson rollover before tearing his eyes away. 


“Oh,” Annabeth said. Her eyes were watching him in that way that made 
him nervous. “Well, you’re a real natural. Better than Clarisse,” she said. 
Percy shrugged and hopped down. 


“Natural,” he snorted. “Right. It took me a year to figure out how to do 
even one of those knots,” he said with a nod towards the sailor’s knot he 
had literally figured out how to do ten seconds ago. Annabeth smiled 
weakly. “So...” he said as he sat next to her. Annabeth glanced over. “How 
are you feeling? With Thalia’s tree and everything?” He asked. She tensed. 


“Fine.” 


“Hm,” Percy said and then looked her up and down. “Look, as a child of 
Aphrodite, I do have insane abilities to know what you’re feeling,” he told 
her. Annabeth sighed. “But I think that right now... you’re just obviously 
not doing okay,” he told her. Annabeth kept silent for a moment. “It’s just 
after you said all that stuff with Tyson, I... I don’t get it,” he admitted. 


“What do you mean?” 


“The cyclops thing scarred you, which makes sense, but... you don’t seem 
to have any ill will against the campers. Why not? They’re the ones who 


killed her, right?” He asked. Annabeth swallowed before giving a long sigh. 
“I just don’t get how you can hate Tyson and not-” 


“T do hate them.” 
Percy paused. This was... unexpected. 


“Oh,” he said and blinked a few times. “Um, okay. You don’t really... show 
that,” he said slowly. Annabeth sighed and pulled her knees to her chest. 
Silence settled over them for a few minutes - the only sound being the 
waves beating against the side of the boat before she spoke again. 


“T hate them,” she repeated quietly. “I spent so long trying to find 
somewhere safe to go. Away from my dad and his wife. Away from the 
monsters always after us. And when we finally found someplace I... I had to 
live with the people who murdered Thalia. Right in front of me. And where 
was I supposed to go? Back to my parents? After all Thalia had done to get 
me to camp? What was I supposed to do?” She asked and sighed. “I don’t 
know. I just numbed myself to it, and eventually... I figured I would be 
patient. Strategize.” 


“Strategize,” Percy repeated. “Do you want to join Luke?” He asked. 
Annabeth said nothing. “You do,” he said and shook his head. He knew it. 
She hid it well, but Percy had always suspected. There was no way she 
would have admitted this even a year ago. “...I think part of me does too.” 


“What’s stopping you?” 
“I don’t know. What’s stopping you?” 


“I don’t know,” she said. They were both lying. Still, neither called another 
out on it. Looking around, Percy decided to just go for it and pulled out 
Evelyn’s journal. Wordlessly, he handed it to her. Annabeth frowned, 
flipping through a few pages as her eyes fell over the words (all written in 
Greek) with thinly veiled fascination. “Where did you get this?” 


“T was visiting Tyson and found it in his cabin. I think it might have some 
clues as to what happened to the Big Three kids,” he said cautiously. “It 


might explain why everyone hates them so much. Maybe if we...” he trailed 
off, suddenly aware of Annabeth looking at him with narrowed eyes. He 
shifted. “I mean, they won’t stop unless we do something,” he said 
defensively. Annabeth pursed her lips. 


“That’s true,” she said and then shook her head. “You know how dangerous 
it is to be caught with this, right? If you were seen as a sympathizer...” she 
told him with a click of her tongue. “They might think you’re hiding 
a katara or something,” she said. Percy frowned. “Sometimes that’s the 
even worse penalty.” 


“You would get in trouble for hiding one?” 


“They would kill you too,” Annabeth told him solemnly. Percy frowned. He 
definitely didn’t like that. His mind went to Silena. Maybe her ruthless 
demand for perfection wasn’t just out of dear for Percy. “So we’ll have to 
keep this a secret,” she said, holding up the journal. Percy felt himself perk 


up. 
“You want to read it with me?” He asked. Annabeth smiled a little. 


“T never pass up the opportunity to read a good book,” she said and flipped 
to the first page. “Besides, maybe there is something in here that could 
maybe help Thalia,” she said. Percy didn’t really see how they could help 
her outside of keeping her tree alive but didn’t argue as Annabeth cleared 
her throat to read the first entry. It was... fun. He and Annabeth took turns 
reading passages from the book. It helped pass the time from floating 
endlessly on the boat, keeping their minds occupied as Tyson eagerly 
jumped in with endless questions and exclamation of excitement after 
having woken up. 


“T cannot believe it - Hugo?” Annabeth was saying as she flicked a page. 
Percy wondered if it was the same Hugo Hermes had mentioned earlier. It 
must be. “Why would she want to date a son of Hades?” 


“What do you mean? You just read the passage. She said he was cute and 
gave her flowers,” Percy snorted. His long-dead sister had been easily won 
over by the infamous Hugo, who only had to tell her she was pretty once for 


her to fall head over heels. In fairness, it didn’t sound like he was much 
better. According to the most recent entry, she told Hugo she liked his hair 
(described and glossy and the color of hellfire), and he proposed. Perhaps 
all teenagers were easily besotted... or these two were just dorks. 


“I want to hear more about Vera,” Annabeth complained. Percy smiled. 
Vera would be her favorite. “I don’t understand why Evelyn doesn’t like 
her. Is it because she is a daughter of Zeus?” 


“I think it might have something to do with Vera stabbing her.” 


“Oh, who cares? It was just a little stabbing,” Annabeth dismissed. Percy 
hummed. 


“Pll keep that in mind next time we argue.” 


“As if you’re fast enough to stab me,” she muttered and yawned. Percy 
snorted. That was probably true... for now. He was getting pretty good with 
his sword. “Where’s Clarisse?” She added, looking around. “We should 
figure out who’s taking first watch-” 


“Don’t worry about it,” Percy interrupted. “I can take care of it. You go 
ahead and get some sleep,” he said. Annabeth looked at him warily. “Pinky 
promise,” he said, and Annabeth’s face softened marginally before she 
shrugged and shoved the journal back towards him. 


“Thanks,” she said and gave a pointed look. “Remember to hide that,” she 
said and drifted off towards one of the cots Clarisse had begrudgingly set 
up. Percy watched her go before getting up to find Clarisse. As expected, 
she was still isolated in that tiny cockpit towards the front of the boat. He 
lightly knocked on the side of the door. She glanced over at him before 
rolling her eyes. 


“Hey, Pretty Prissy,” she greeted. Percy inwardly sighed. “Here to bother 
me more?” 


“We’re taking turns with watch. Annabeth is already asleep. You want to 
take first, or should I?” He asked. Clarisse narrowed her eyes. “Come on, 


you’re still not mad, are you?” He asked. Clarisse put her feet on by the 
steering wheel. “You’re about to annoy me, aren’t you?” 


“Didn’t realize Aphrodite kids were smart.” 


“Yeah, well, between Aphrodite and Ares, one of them has to be,” he 
grumbled and ignored her eyes narrowing. “Come on, we’re not trying to 
hijack your quest. I just want to find Grover,” he said. Clarisse scoffed. 
“Pm not thrilled with being stuck out in the middle of the sea with you 
either.” 


“I suppose it isn’t a romantic cruise,” Clarisse said snidely. Percy wrinkled 
his nose. “How did you convince Silena to agree to this, anyway?” He 
asked. Percy paused. It was a beat too long - Clarisse’s lips quirked up. 
“Oh, she doesn’t know, does she? Ha,” she snorted. “Let me see her throw 
her hissy fit when she gets back,” she mused. Percy made a face at her. 
Assuming he lived through this, Silena would be insufferable. He sighed. 


“Do you have any issues like that with your siblings?” 


“Pm a camp counselor. They do what I say or get their asses kicked,” 
Clarisse said. “If Silena was smart, she would just stab you and be done 
with it.” 


“You’re joking.” 


“You have a very stab-able face, Jackson. In fact, I’m considering stabbing 
you right now,” she told him. “I don’t care what you and Princess Owl do. 
I’m doing my quest, and you are here to hitch a ride. We don’t have to 
convene,” she told him. Percy shook his head. 


“You want to stay up all night?” 
“T would never sleep again if it meant I could stop talking to you.” 


...Percy had tried. Rolling his eyes, he raised his hands in surrender before 
simply ducking out of the door. Whatever. It was clear that Clarisse had no 


interest in associating with them, which was completely fine. He just 
wanted Grover safe. She could do whatever she wanted. 


Absently, he went back out towards the edge of the boat, looking over the 
railing near where the others were knocked out. He smiled weakly at them 
before turning to the water. Looking around, he made sure nobody was 
watching before holding out his hand over the waves. Maybe he could try 
some of the stuff Evelyn had mentioned in her journal. The water bubbled 
beneath him. 


Suddenly, he felt a familiar wave of pressure. Glowering, he looked down at 
Annabeth and Tyson’s sleeping forms before raising his hands to the sky. 


“Nobody can see me!” He complained. Great. First, Silena was on his case, 
and now Poseidon decided he wanted to cut Percy at his knees. Again. He 
sat down on the edge of the boat, glaring. Anger was bubbling his chest - a 
swelling of frustration at this entire situation. Why did nobody want him as 
he was? He tried to ignore the tears pricking behind his eyes. Even in the 
dark of the night where nobody could see him, he was too... kdtara to even 
dabble with his powers. He was still fuming a few hours later when he 
sighed and rolled over, lightly shaking Annabeth. Her eyes fluttered open. 


“Hm? My turn?” She yawned, sitting up. It had actually been her turn an 
hour ago, but Percy figured she needed the rest more than he did - them 
being on the water and all. Percy only offered a tight smile before tucking 
his knees to his chest as he laid on his side, trying to push down any 
emotion he was feeling. Annabeth looked at him for a couple minutes, but 
she said nothing as Percy closed his eyes and finally let the exhaustion 
claim him. 


The dream started out with Thalia Grace standing on a lake. Like, on the 
water part, which he pretty sure wasn’t a thing unless you were dreaming. 
She had her spear out - shield raised as she looked up at the sky, eyes closed 
as if expecting rain. Percy frowned as he took a step out. The moment his 
foot touched the water, she turned to him. Electric blue eyes fixed on him. 
He froze, unsure of what to do. 


“Do you see it?” She asked. Percy tilted his head. See what? He looked 
around, but all that surrounded them was white. Thalia pursed her lips, 
spear lowering slightly. “They’re here,” she said. Percy frowned. Who? He 
took another step towards her, and she tensed. “It wasn’t their fault.” 


“What are you talking about-?” He started but froze when the world 
flickered. The water rippled beneath them - reflections changing so that he 
was no longer looking down at Thalia and himself, but at two strangers. 
Both were bloodied and in ragged clothes, trembling with swords in their 
hands. Percy froze. Something in his stomach told him who they were. He 
didn’t know their names, but he did know they were Big Three kids. “Hi,” 
he managed. 


“Hello,” a voice replied, and when Percy looked back up, Thalia was gone. 
In her place was Evelyn. He couldn’t see her clearly - her form doused in 
shadows, but Percy knew it was her deep down nevertheless. He could 
vaguely see her in a plain blue dress with a belt. In her hands was a 
glimmering net - made with celestial bronze at the end of a pointed stick. 
She tilted her head. “You should wake up soon.” 


“I know you,” Percy said. “Tell me what happened. Did you really kill all 
those people?” He asked. Evelyn stepped back. “Who did you even kill?” 


“They started it.” 
Percy had no idea what that meant. 
“Who?” 


“You better go,” she said and then reached out. “And you better stay 
hidden. The ocean doesn’t often give. It only takes.” 


Demigod dreams. So useless. He opened his mouth to try again, but a 
sudden screech interrupted him. The world around him shook. When Percy 
turned back, Evelyn and the lake were gone. Another screech followed, and 
Percy jolted up just in time to see them heading right towards the straight of 
Scylla and Charybdis. 


Well... that was not ideal. 


“Hey - HEY!” Percy yelled, scrambling up. “Annab- CLARISSE!” He 
shouted because Annabeth would have woken him up before zipping them 
right into the entrance of the Sea of Monsters. “ARE WE SURE THIS IS A 
GOOD IDEA?!” 


Spoiler Alert: No. No, it wasn’t a good idea. 


Scylla and Charybdis had - to phrase it nicely - kicked their ass. Also, their 
boat was blown up, blasting Clarisse and Tyson into gods know where, 
while Annabeth and Percy barely made it in a raft before slipping into 
unconsciousness. 


Soooo.... yeah. To reiterate - quests still sucked. Percy just wanted his friend 
back, and now his brother was floating somewhere, Clarisse was nowhere 
to be found, Grover was still missing, and he was at a spa of all places. A 
spa. He was a little convinced Aphrodite had a hand in this. Now some girl 
had taken Annabeth to get a massage or something while a lady named C.C. 
led him towards a room on the opposite end of the resort. 


“T’m afraid you need some serious help, Percy. For a son of Aphrodite...” 
she clicked her tongue. 


“Thank you,” Percy muttered but followed her - already feeling self- 
conscious as he eyes a mirror by the open window. C.C. gave him a small 
pout. 


“Don’t get me wrong, my darling, you certainly have potential,” she said 
and placed a hand on his shoulder, pointing him in front of the mirror. 
“Even a son of Aphrodite can’t be entirely pleased with himself,” she said, 
voice practically a purr. Percy swallowed. The mirror seemed to smirk back 
at him. As if it knew. It did know. Percy bit his lip. 


There really was so much irony that people had bought the Aphrodite front. 
Him? He looked nothing like Silena. Or Mitchell. Or Valentina. Or Drew - 
or any of them. Even with them all looking so wildly different, there was a 
certain charm to every single one of them. A pull, a whisper, a glistening of 


beauty that made you just want to stare in awe. Percy wasn’t even sure he 
could pass as attractive. Really, his saving grace was that he would ‘grow 
into’ his looks. Maybe. Fingers crossed. 


And even outside of that... Percy wasn’t sure what he saw when he looked 
into any mirror. A kdtara? Someone who would follow in the footsteps of 
Evelyn and Hugo and Elliott? Doomed to be a monster who slaughtered 
without mercy? Why didn't he turn himself over? If that was all he was 
meant to be... he swallowed. Even now, what good was his legendary Big 
Three power? Grover wasn’t safe. Clarisse was gods know where. Had he 
done anything successfully so far? 


What was he really? A bomb in flimsy disguise. He reached out and 
touched the glass. 


“Hm,” C.C. smiled. “Even a son of that whore can find flaws,” she 
muttered under her breath. For a moment, Percy jerked his gaze away - 
momentarily startled by such a hostile remark. C.C. had already painted on 
another bright smile - pulling out a bubbling blue potion from seemingly 
nowhere and shaking it out in front of him. He blinked down at him. “Don’t 
worry, this will fix you right up,” she said. Percy looked down. Then back 
at the mirror. The person looking back at him had suddenly changed into... 
well, someone like him, but there were differences. His features sharper. 
Skin clearer. Hair neater. Someone who could actually be a child of 
Aphrodite. He bit his lip and then glanced once more at the bottle. 


...well, wouldn’t this help him blend in better? He reached out and grabbed 
the glass vial. Perhaps this was an opportunity for him... to better disguise 
himself. He flicked off the top and looked up at where C.C. fixed him with 
a warm smile, giving a slight nod for him to go on. Swallowing, he lifted it 
up when someone cleared their throat. 


“Put the potion down. Now.” 
Percy froze. No freaking way. 


“Silena?” He asked, spinning around to find — guess who? Yep. Silena with 
her hair wild, face free of makeup, and looking pissed. C.C. made a noise in 


the back of her throat. “What are you doing-?” 


“Get away from my brother, you witch,” Silena interrupted him, pointing 
her sword at C.C. with her voice was filled with charmspeak. What did she 
just call her? A wit- wait. Percy felt his blood go cold. Witch. C.C. Island in 
the Sea of Monsters. 


Circe. Percy could scream. How stupid was he? 


Circe growled, moving her hands upwards, but Silena was fast. She 
launched forward to stop the movement, slicing open the side of Circe’s 
hand before whirling around to swing the sword down. Circe disappeared in 
a cloud of mist - reappearing directly behind her. Percy opened his mouth to 
warn her, but Silena easily dodged - swinging again before kicking out 
when Circe disappeared again. Silena scowled with her eyes flicking around 
the room desperately before turning to the mirror Percy was in front of and 
slamming down. A crack struck right down the middle before spiraling out 
and shattering. Circe reappeared. 


“How dare-” she began, body going a bright white with anger, but Silena 
spun around and knocked her back. Circe stumbled onto the ground. Silena 
slammed her foot down on her wrist - drawing a sharp gasp from Circe as 
the point of Silena’s sword pointed at her throat. 


“How’s that for a daughter of a whore?” Silena asked with a huff and held 
the sword closer. “Stay away from us,” she said, and Percy was surprised to 
see Circe’s eyes glaze over. Silena’s charmspeak was nothing to be trifled 
with, but the idea that it affected Circe was... impressive. “Now.” 


This time when Circe disappeared into a cloud of mist... she didn’t return. 
Silena rolled her shoulders back. Then plucked the potion right out of 
Percy’s hand and dumped it on the floor. 


“We probably only have about ten minutes. I doubt my charmspeak will 
work on her very long,” she said, and looked in the mirror with a grimace. 
“Thank goodness we’re in a spa. Can you grab me some face masks?” She 
asked him, dusting her clothes off. “And makeup. I think she has the good 
stuff-” 


“Silena, what are you doing here?” Percy interrupted. Silena narrowed her 
eyes before marching over to start grabbing stuff herself. “Seriously, you 
can’t-” 


“Oh, I can,” she said, spinning back around. “This wasn’t your quest, Percy. 
Did you expect me to just let someone from my cabin venture out on a 
death mission and just... wait?” She asked, putting her hands up. Percy’s 
mouth dropped. “No way. You’re my responsibility. I’m your counselor. If 
you do stupid stuff, then I’m involved. That’s the rules.” 


“T — no, it isn’t!” Percy argued. “First of all, you’re only two years older 
than me — barely. It’s pretty much just one,” he argued. Silena made a face 
at him. “And I had to go on this quest! My best friend is in danger!” 


“Then you understand why I’m here.” 


“Tm not actually one of you,” he shouted, throwing his hands up. Silena 
paused. All at once, his frustration seemed to bubble out at once. “I’m 
nothing like any of you. I’m not... I don’t look like that,” he shouted, 
pointing at the mirror Silena had busted. “I can’t speak French very well, 
and I don’t care about makeup or fancy clothes or gossip or-” 


“What is wrong with you?” Silena cut him off. Percy’s mouth snapped shut. 
“Ts that all you think we are? A bunch of pretty kids who talk about girly 
things?” She asked. Percy stared. He wasn’t sure how to answer that. 
“Typical,” she muttered and tossed her bag down. “You think you’re better 
than us too, don’t you?” She asked. 


“Of course not-” 


“Yes, you do. You all do. I’m sorry that the big, strong child of 
the mighty Poseidon got stuck hiding with us silly little love fools,” she 
said. Percy’s mouth popped open, but before he could defend himself, 
Silena was prodding a finger into his chest. “You know what? You’re right. 
You suck at French. You’re messy and hard to reason with, and don’t take 
the time to learn things don’t interest you,” she said. “And I can overlook 
some of that, but screw you for saying you’re not one of us. As if I’m not 
putting myself on the line for you!” She shouted at him. Percy stepped back 


only for her to shove him. “As if there is a single person in our cabin who 
doesn’t love you.” 


“I — love is kind of a strong word-” 

“Too bad! I’ll say it again! Love, love, love, love-” 
“Stop that!” 

“No! Love, love, love-” 


“My gods, you drive me insane!” Percy shouted, throwing his hands up. 
“You can’t just throw that out there-” 


“Oh, is that scary?” Silena mocked. “Too girly? Is people caring about you 
demeaning? Is-” 


“That isn’t the problem, Silena!” He said loudly. There were tears in her 
eyes. Percy hated himself for putting them there. “I know how much you’ve 
done for me. And you’re right. I’m... I do underestimate you. All of you, 
but I’m also in this weird place where I think that, but I... I also don’t think 
I deserve any of you,” he said and looked away. Then at the ground. Shame 
filled him. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I didn’t-” he began and then took a deep 
breath. “I’m angry, okay? I’m angry because you’re the only person who 
knows who I really am,” he finally told her. “And all you do is try to change 
me. And I know that it’s because you’re trying to keep me alive, but...” he 
looked down, swallowing hard. “Everyone hates me,” he said quietly. 
“Even if they don’t know it. Am I really so bad?” He asked, and gods, he 
was crying, wasn’t he? “I know I am far from an Aphrodite kid-” he said 
but went silent when Silena hugged him. 


For a second, he couldn’t breathe with her clinging onto him so tightly. It 
was maybe even a Tyson-level hug, which was just impressive. 


“You,” she said in his ear. “Are the best person I know,” she said and 
somehow managed to hug him even more. “I’m sorry,” she murmured, and 
he instantly felt himself relax. “For everything. Especially the charmspeak,” 
she told him, voice growing soft. “I... I just got scared, and it happened, and 


I didn’t stop it and- I’m sorry,” she sighed. “I know I... Pm really hard on 
you,” she said when she let go with a sigh. “I just don’t know what else to 
do. Loving someone is about accepting them, but I can’t do that with you. 
Not with your life on the line,” she said and closed her eyes. Percy shifted a 
little. “But it isn’t because I think you’re bad. You’re not. Percy, you are not 
a bad person,” she said. He looked away. Love. 


“You keep saying that,” he muttered and kicked the ground. Silena’s brows 
furrowed. “I don’t know how you can just...” he waved nonchalantly. 
Silena raised an eyebrow. 


“What? Talk about my emotions?” She snorted and crossed her arms over 
her chest. “I don’t know. It comes easy for me,” she said. Percy didn’t 
answer. “As for the love thing? I’m a child of love. That also comes easily 
to me. I think it comes easily to you too. It might be your most Aphrodite 
trait.” 


“T thought she was the goddess of romantic love?” 


“Eh. Hera sucks at her job. I say mom took over most of her responsibilities 
a long time ago,” she told him. Percy smiled a little. “I came after you 
because I care about you. I don’t care who your godly parent is. You’re one 
of us. That’s just kind of the deal.” 


Percy gave a weak smile. 

“Not just to keep me from blowing my cover?” 

“No,” Silena said and gave a wry smile. “Though Pll admit it wasn’t the 
best move to go on an ocean quest,” she shook her head. “But I came here 


because I want to make sure you’re okay. Okay?” 


“Okay,” he said and ran a hand through his hair. “I, um, am glad you’re 
here. Thank you for saving me,” he said and then made a face. “And... 
um, Icareaboutyoutoo.” 


“What?” 


“Silena,” he groaned. Silena didn’t make him repeat it, though. She instead 
turned to the mirror, looking thoughtfully at it and the Percy. 


“You know you’re only thirteen, right?” She asked. Percy frowned. 
“Whatever she showed you... it wasn’t right,” she said. “You look how 
you’re supposed to look right now. Don’t let her put dumb ideas in your 
head,” she said and linked arms with him. “Besides, if that sort of thing 
matters to you... I think you’re going to grow up to be a hottie.” 


“Ew, Silena.” 
“Just saying. You should know. You are a pretty cute kid.” 
“Pm not a kid.” 


“You'll probably grow up super hot. Just a fact,” she said. Percy huffed. 
Instantly, Silena’s face softened. “Come on. I want those face masks and — 
Annabeth!” She gasped when the door opened. Percy did a quick double- 
take. Oh shit. That was Annabeth. Somehow. “You look amazing!” Silena 
gushed and rushed over. “Oh, my — I love what they did with your hair, 
and... what kind of eyeliner is that?” She mused. Annabeth blinked. 


“Silena?” 


“Hi!” Silena beamed. “I know, I look awful. It was a disaster getting over 
here. I kind of want to use the spa here, but Circe might come back and try 
to kill me, so...” she sighed. “Let’s just grab some goodies and go,” she 
said, squeezed Annabeth’s hands. “This is going to be fun! Girls’ trip!” She 
said and then looked over her shoulder. “Well, girls’ trip with Percy,” she 
said with an apologetic look. 


“Um,” Annabeth said. “I... okay,” she said as she watched Silena go off to 
raid the room. She turned to Percy. “Your sister is here,” she said slowly. 
“Why is your sister here?” She asked. Percy smiled weakly. 


“To be awesome,” he said with a slight shake of his head and looked over at 
Annabeth. “You look really pretty,” he told her and watched as she turned 
bright red. It made him grin a bit. “But you look really pretty without it 


too,” he added - feeling his previous burst of confidence whittle into 
something more awkward. Annabeth somehow turned an even brighter red 
as she glared at him. 


“Shut up.” 


“Sorry,” Percy said, and jammed his hands in his pockets. “You’re really 
ugly.” 


“Pm going to kick your ass.” 


“Silena wouldn’t let you,” Percy said, turned in the direction is gone. “If we 
find Clarisse, then I vote that you tell her we picked up another person for 
our quest,” he added. Annabeth laughed, absently touching her hair. 


“Nah, that’s all you, Pretty Boy.” 


“This is so cute,” Silena said from the doorway, making them both jump. 
Her hands were full of products and eyes wild with glee at having found so 
many different things to grab. “But we should really get going. I can tell 
Clarisse I’m joining the quest myself,” she said and gave them a wicked 
grin. “But keep your adorable banter up.” 


Percy may love Silena... but gods was she annoying. 


4. Chapter 4 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hey (: It's me. So, since people have asked when updates for this fic 
will be coming... I have no set plan or days. However, I do follow the 
pattern of Weds/Thurs and Sat/Sun when posting. So far, I've been 
doing twice a week on those days, but also I make no promises bc life 
is wild like that and this are long chapters lol. 


But also here's a new chapter so enjoy that! 


After taking one of the boats on Circe’s island (the one Silena had sailed up 
on was too small for all of them), they were off again - this time heading 
towards the Sirens’ Island, which Percy was decidedly not thrilled about. 
Annabeth, on the other hand, was. 


“Don’t untie me,” she reminded him and Silena as Percy grumbled over 
how much he detested this plan. “No matter how much I plead or beg,” she 
said. Percy scowled at her. “If I do, I’ll go straight over the edge and drown 
myself.” 


“great,” Percy muttered, and grabbed more rope. “You don’t want to hear 
them, do you?” He asked Silena. She gave a bright smile. 


“Tm okay,” she said, absently tugging at a strand of her hair. “You know, 
Annabeth. I can just tell you your desires. You don’t have to do this,” she 
said. Percy gave her a startled look. “Well, I can try,” Silena grimaced. It 
was then Percy remembered Rhode had taught him to do something 
similar... though he wasn’t very good with it. Though perhaps with 
seawater... his eyes drifted towards the waves, then to Annabeth. 


“Thanks, Silena,” she said, and shook her head. “But it’s more than my 
desires. It’s...the music and wisdom,” she tried to explain. Percy raised his 
hand. 


“T am very wise.” 


“Hm,” Silena frowned and then turned to Annabeth. “I see your point. The 
sirens are your best bet.” 


“Hey!” Percy objected and tossed the rope over. “Whatever, let’s just get 
this over with,” he said. Silena scoffed before holding out her hand. 
Annabeth blinked. 


“Your knife,” Silena said. “You’re still armed, right? Wouldn’t you be able 
to cut yourself free with it?” She asked, and Annabeth’s eyes widened 
before scrambling to grab it. Percy blinked a few times. 


“That could have been very bad,” he said, a little stressed. What else were 
they forgetting? He didn’t have much time to object, however, because the 
island was coming up fast. “Annabeth, are you sure?” He asked but already 
knew the answer. Groaning, he felt himself relent as Silena lightly gave him 
a firm look with a muttered warning to be supportive. Supportive. Right. 
Sure. Supportive of his friend listening to a bunch of monsters who made 
you want to kill yourself? He was being an absolute winner over here. 


Bitterly, he handed Silena a pair of earplugs before putting in his own as the 
boat moved closer. He could vaguely see the outline of an island with three 
winged forms sitting on top of it off in the distance. His skin prickled at the 
sight of them. Cautiously, he glanced back at Annabeth, who had suddenly 
stiffened back where she was tied against the mast. Her eyes glazed over. 
Silena grimaced as she also looked back, giving Annabeth a pitying look 
when she started to jerk against the bindings. Gods, he couldn’t watch. 


He went to perhaps gesture for Silena to get ready for him to move the boat 
faster when he paused - eying the spot she had been seconds earlier. His 
heart dropped. Where? Where was she? Was-? His mind began to panic 
when he suddenly noticed her on the ground, completely still. Percy felt his 
eyes widened as he looked up at Annabeth only to see she had also gone 
limp against the mast, head drooping low. 


What in the name of Hades-? 


“Hello, there.” 


Percy jumped. How? His earplugs were gone. Quickly, he brought his 
hands to his ears to confirm that indeed nothing was there. Strangely 
enough, he didn’t hear any singing. There was only the sound of waves and 
amused laughter from beside him. He turned. 


“Rhode?” 


“You look surprised to see me,” Rhode smiled warmly. She was wearing a 
white cloak, of all things, with a sea-green dress underneath and eyes that 
intense shade of blue once more. “I was hoping you might think to pay me a 
visit, brother,” she said, perched herself on one of the railings of the ship. 
“Tve been getting your offerings, by the way. Thank you for that,” she 
added. Percy offered an uncertain smile in return. He had gone out of his 
way to thank Rhode for all her help last year in getting him more 
comfortable with his powers. However, he wasn’t... thrilled with her 
appearance. Mainly because he didn’t know what it meant. 


“What happened to the sirens?” He asked. Rhode’s smile widened. 


“Oh, them? Peisinoe is an old friend of mine,” she said with a wave of her 
hand. “They’ve agreed to help me with a fun little favor,’ she said and 
gestured him to follow. It was then that Percy realized the boat had floated 
up to a beach - somehow planting itself on the shore without so much as 
shuddering the frame. Percy paused. He wasn’t sure he trusted this... even if 
it was Rhode. 


“Peisinoe?” 


“One of the sirens,” Rhode told him and reached over to grab his hand. 
“Come on. I’ve decided to reward you for your chivalry,” she said and 
pulled him. “Your friends will be perfectly safe here,” she added, eyes 
drifting to Silena thoughtfully. Percy hesitated. Well... it was Rhode. He 
stepped after her off of the boat. 


“Are you going to teach me some of Poseidon’s powers now?” 


Rhode laughed. 


“As if he’d let you use them,” she said, and Percy bristled. “In time, you 
will learn that as well. For now, just resist anything that comes naturally to 
you,” she said and brought him up past the sandy shores towards the front 
of the island where jagged rocks were standing tall among the water 
splashing high into the air. It was then that Percy noticed the three figures 
lounging in front, glowing eyes fixed on them. 


“The sirens,” he breathed out. Rhode smiled. “What... are we doing?” He 
asked, a little nervous. Rhode hummed and then pinched his cheek. 


“Learning.” 


Not really an answer, but sure. Rhode skipped up over the rocks - 
practically floating as she danced over the sharp edges right up to the sirens. 
Percy scrambled after her with... mediocre grace. When he finally caught 
up, Rhode was sitting cross-legged in front of one, laughing about 
something as she patted the space next to her. Tripping a few times, he 
managed to collapse next to her. 


“Hi,” he greeted and glanced nervously at the sirens. “Are you going to try 
and kill me?” He asked. One licked her lips, which didn’t elicit a stunning 
vote of confidence from Percy, but sure. 


“The sirens are fairly resistant to magic,” Rhode said. “It makes them good 
practice for stubborn enemies.” 


“Of course, how silly of me. What are we practicing again?” he asked. 
Rhode lifted her hand in front of a siren. Instantly the glowing eyes 
dimmed, shoulders slumping as it stared into a mist Rhode had summoned. 
“Are you... hypnotizing her?” he asked. Rhode nodded. 


“Think of it as a combination of what we’ve already done. You use your 
siren voice to get your enemy to focus on what you what, let them see their 
desire, and create it from the mist. They get locked in easily after that.” 


“I can barely do any of those things individually - let alone together. 
Besides, it’ll never work outside of an ocean for me.” 


“Good thing we’re in an ocean,” Rhode told him, which was a pretty solid 
argument. “Peisinoe? Any advice?” she asked, and Percy cringed away 
when one of the sirens looked at him again, feathers ruffling. 


“Look them in the eyes,” she said, voice soft and honeyed. Percy suddenly 
could understand how their singing could drive you mad. “It is where your 
power comes from.” 


Sure. Okay. Why not? 


Percy ended up practicing for an hour. He could...sort of do it. According to 
Rhode, if the sirens were even a little affected, then he might be able to 
entrance a demigod or mortal with no problem. It was also kind of cool to 
get some glimpses into the desires of people he never considered having 
desires. 


“Who is that?” Percy asked Peisinoe when his blurry image faded away. 
She squawked before quelling under Rhode’s stern look. Percy went to 
apologize for crossing whatever line he had crossed, but she had already 
spoken. 


“Persephone,” Peisinoe said. Percy tilted his head. “My mistress before that 
evil god took her from this world,” she said darkly. “We were her 
handmaidens before. When she went missing, Lady Demeter gave us wings 
to search for her. When we could not find her, we settled here,” she said 
with a sigh. Percy bit his lip. 


“Well... Flying is cool, right?” 


“If we enjoyed it, do you think we would stay on this rock?” Peisinoe 
asked. A solid point. Percy grimaced. “We were naiads of the sea. It is 
where we belong, and now we are forced to the shores with these horrible 
wings and to amuse ourselves by watching greedy humans drown in waters 
we cannot enter,” she said with a long sigh. “I dearly wish our mistress 
might come and free us from this curse.” 


Huh. Percy didn’t think he would be feeling sorry for the sirens of all 
beings today, but sure. Rhode gave Peisinoe a sympathetic smile before 


putting her hand on Percy’s shoulder. Had they practiced enough? He really 
didn’t feel like he had made much progress. Granted, the sirens had been 
pretty helpful - squawking orders and bits of advice as Percy struggled to 
hold illusions or delve into desires. It left him drained and exhausted, so he 
had no real complaints about being done. 


“Tt isn’t the most natural of your powers,” Rhode admitted when she 
watched him tiredly lug himself back to the ship where Silena and 
Annabeth were still knocked out. “The fact you can do it at all is 
impressive. Don’t be too discouraged. You must have a strong connection to 
the sea to be able to tap into Thalassa’s magic like that,” she said. Thalassa. 
That was Aphrodite’s mother, wasn’t it? She was lumped in with Oceanus 
and Tethys for his father and Amphitrite’s predecessors. Silena had told him 
that will Poseidon encompassed all aspects of the sea, Thalassa mainly was 
aligned with the magic and whimsical components of it.... thus, Aphrodite. 


“Thanks... and tell your friend thank you,” he added with a glance towards 
the sirens. They hadn’t been thrilled with him being there, but they had 
taught him some stuff. That was something. Rhode smiled before taking out 
a drachma to place in his hand. “Ah, an allowance,” he said stoically. Rhode 
rolled her eyes. 


“To call your mortal mother with,” she said and patted his cheeks. “You’ve 
been sweet to me. I would like to see you live a bit of life with joy,” she 
told him. Percy nodded, looking down a little at that. 


“You’ve been... really nice too,” he told her. “I know it must be dangerous 
to help me,” he told her. Rhode chuckled. 


“Perhaps,” she said thoughtfully. “Though, in truth, when you’ve seen what 
I’ve seen and lived all I’ve lived... there is nothing left to fear,” she 
shrugged. That was a little concerning, but Percy didn’t have a chance to 
ask, considering the ship was magically pushed out back into the water. 
Silena and Annabeth didn’t even stir at the commotion. “Oh, and you 
should take these,” Rhode added with a wave of her hand. Two yellow bags 
appeared. Percy straightened up. He thought they had lost them in the 
explosion. “You should be careful. There’s some valuable stuff in there,” 


she told him. Percy opened his mouth to thank her - again - but she had 
already disappeared into mist. 


Percy glanced down at Silena’s sleeping form. 


“As far as sisters go, she doesn’t annoy me nearly as much,” he told her, but 
his voice softened as he went over to Hermes’ bags to grab a blanket and 
toss it over her. Heading towards the edge of the boat, he gave a wary look 
around before summoning some mist and tossing his drachma into the 
rainbow forming. 


“Sally Jackson, Manhattan.” 


The mist swirled into a whirl of color before it began to focus into a flat- 
screen. When it finally formed a complete picture, Percy saw what could be 
the most frightening thing the world had to offer. 


“Sally, this is just amazing! You can feel the chemistry-” Aphrodite was 
saying as she flicked through some pages of a manilla folder while his 
mother turned bright red. “You do know how to write a good love story,” 
she said and leaned over the table, fluttering her eyelashes. “Is it based on 
anything?” 


Percy cleared his throat. 


“Percy!” His mother jumped. Aphrodite didn’t even bother to glance at him, 
eyes still fixed on Sally with a smile that Percy did not approve of. 


“Hello, my darling,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “How are you? 
Enjoying your quest?” She asked. Percy pasted on a fake smile. 


“So much fun! I got to see the sirens!” 


“Oh, that is fun,” Aphrodite agreed as if they were discussing his day at the 
zoo rather than him getting mercilessly murdered by various monsters. “Be 
careful, alright? Polyphemus is no easy fool. Perhaps use the gift I gave 
you,” she said, finally pulling her eyes away from his mom to wink at him. 
Percy nodded, though it felt fake. “Well, I better get going. A goddess’ 
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work is never done!” She sighed, placing a hand over her heart. “Goodbye, 
Perseus. Sally,” she added with another dashing smile. There was a burst of 
light, and she was gone. 


Silence followed for a few minutes. 


“Percy...” his mom finally said, and Percy pointed an accusing finger at her. 
“I can explain-“ 


“You promised!” Percy whispered. “You promised you wouldn’t! We 
agreed! I love you, and you can be gay, but no being gay with her! You be 
gay with anyone else! Mom!” he practically whispered-screeched. 


“Sweetheart, nothing is going to happen.” 
“With the love goddess ?!?” 


“Believe it or not, I have self-control,” she said dryly. Percy shook his head 
stubbornly. “Percy,” she said and pinched the bridge of his nose but 
relented. “I was writing and thought it would be helpful to pray to her to 
help with a scene. I didn’t expect her to come in person again,” she said. 
Percy narrowed his eyes. 


“how many times has she come in person? Just the one where she gave 
you Medusa’s head, right?” He asked. His mother bit her lip. “Right?” 


“Don’t worry about me,” his mother said and her lips twitched. "You know, 
you've gotten a little more dramatic since hanging out with those Aphrodite 
kids," she told him. Percy gasped. 


"How could you say that? Oh my God! Gods,” he corrected himself with a 
shake of his head. “I - okay, actually, I kind of hear it,” he muttered and 
took a deep breath. “Let me just...” he nodded. This was his mom. In his 
eyes, she could do no wrong... but damnit, Aphrodite could. Then again, he 
did trust his mom’s judgment above literally everyone else’s. He sighed. 
“Okay. I’m good,” he decided. His mom gave him a fond smile before 
nodding. 


“Hm, and how is your quest going?” She asked him. Percy was about to 
answer when he saw a bit of movement from behind her. Sally followed his 
gaze to look over her shoulder at the couch behind him. “I - where did you 
come from?” She asked, sounding bewildered. Percy felt his exasperation 
shoot up. 


“Hello, Sally,” Poseidon greeted. “Perseus.” 


“Hi,” Percy said and held out a hand. “Is Zeus scheduled for two o’clock?” 
He asked. Sally raised an eyebrow. “Sorry,” he sighed and decided to 
redirect his annoyance to Poseidon. “Should you be here?” He asked. 


“Pm only here because Aphrodite has taken to visiting,” Poseidon said, 
standing up to move next to his mom. “And despite popular belief, she is no 
fool. We need to keep this charade going as diligently as possible.” 


“And where do you come in with that?” His mom asked carefully. She 
seemed a little shocked by Poseidon’s presence but was adjusting well. A 
light blush touched her cheeks, but other than that, she was focused on the 
conversation at hand. Poseidon glanced at her, expression softening by a 
fraction. 


“Aphrodite isn’t simply visiting because she finds you charming - though it 
is becoming clear, she does think that,” he said, sounding marginally 
annoyed. His mom shrugged. “She is looking for any holes. Things that 
don’t line up. Perseus has... made the decision to go on a sea-faring 
adventure,” Poseidon added, eyes flicking to him with wariness. Percy 
scowled back. Oh, come on. It wasn’t all his fault. Hermes told him to. 
“There are some things he knows that he shouldn’t. We’ll have to say he 
learned them from you,” he said. Ah. Percy nodded. 


“I did tell Annabeth you taught me how to sail,” he admitted, rubbing the 
back of his neck. Poseidon gestured to him. 


“Exactly. I can see Aphrodite asking to sail with you in order to catch one 
of you in a lie.” 


“We don’t even have a boat,” his mom frowned, biting her lip. Poseidon 
placed a hand on her arm. 


“I can get you one - and teach you whatever there is to know. It will be 
hard, though. It wouldn’t be wise to be seen spending time with you,” he 
sighed. “Perhaps I can send Rhode to you as well...” he mused and ran a 
hand through his hair. Then looked at Percy. “Perhaps try to make this the 
last quest you go on,” he added. Percy’s mouth dropped. It was like that, 
was it? 


“T - okay,” Percy sniffed, a little offended. “I would like to remind everyone 
here that out of the three of us? This is the least my fault. I would also 
argue it is mostly your fault,” he said with a gesture towards Poseidon. The 
god looked at him. Right. “And I am sorry I said it like that,” he added 
unapologetically. Poseidon only raised an eyebrow. “...sorry, Mom,” he 
added to her with much more sincerity. 


“Have you done something to him?” His mom murmured to Poseidon - as if 
Percy couldn’t hear them. 


“Won’t let him use his powers.” 
“Ah.” 


Never in a million years - after an entire childhood of wishing his parents 
stayed together - did Percy ever consider how annoying they might be when 
united against him. He was about to ask if they could end this conversation 
when a thought struck him. He straightened up. 


“Lord Poseidon?” He asked, unable to call him anything else even within 
the privacy of the three of them. Poseidon turned to him. “I... wanted to ask 
about Elliott Parker,” he said. “I know you said he wasn’t your son, but...?” 
He trailed off. Poseidon’s jaw clenched. 


“That was no child of mine,” he said, voice cold enough that Percy almost 
stepped back in alarm. “He came simply to tarnish my name. The names of 
my children. Aphrodite was right to kill him,” he snapped out, world 
momentarily rumbling with ire. “I believe Zeus sent him as vengeance of 


some sort. A lying demigod trying to win his praise,” he said darkly. 
“Though he refuses to admit it.” 


Interesting. So that definitely wasn’t a kdtara who killed those people 
then... interesting. 


“And Evelyn?” He asked. Poseidon’s anger froze - then wavered. 
“Evelyn?” 


“I found her journal,” Percy said, tucking his hands in his pockets. “I... 
don’t understand what happened to her. She seemed... nice,” he gestured. 
Poseidon didn’t answer. He looked too deep in thought. After a couple 
minutes, he spoke again, voice low and measured. 


“What of her?” He finally asked. His voice had softened. “She became as 
they all did. The last I saw of her... I couldn’t even recognize my own 
daughter,” he said, bitterness lacing his own tone. “I did what I could for 
her. Zeus fought me on it, but... I did what I could,” he said. Percy blinked. 
He wasn’t sure what that meant. There wasn’t time to ask, though. He saw 
Silena twitch in her sleep. They would be waking up any second. “Be safe, 
Perseus,” Poseidon finally said, perhaps reading his mind. 


Percy grimaced. 
“P Il try.” 


“Reassuring,” Poseidon muttered, and Percy couldn’t help but grin at that 
before swiping the message away. Silena moved again, groaning as she 
propped herself up. 


“Good morning,” Percy greeted, holding out a hand. “Have a nice nap?” He 
asked. Silena blinked a few times - looking around bewildered. 


“What... what happened?” She asked, voice rising in confusion. “Where? 
Annabeth!” She called, sitting up sharply. From the mast, Annabeth 
groaned. Percy walked over to untie her. 


“We were attacked by some sea monster. It knocked you both out, but I 
stabbed it,” he said proudly. Annabeth blinked at him. “Did you at least 
hear the sirens for a bit?” He asked, feeling a little guilty at the idea that she 
didn’t get to do the one thing she wanted to do on that island. She nodded 
slowly, eyes glazed over with wonder. Percy smiled. “How was it?” 


“I... Pl tell you about it later,” she murmured, eyes flicking to Silena. Then 
frowned. “You killed a sea monster all by yourself?” 


“I killed monsters by myself before,” he said. Annabeth shrugged. “The 
Minotaur and enchilada or whatever,” he said. Annabeth opened her mouth 
- probably to correct him on that last one, but must have decided it wasn’t 
worth it because she only gave a slight him of acceptance before collapsing 
onto the floor of the boat. Percy lightly nudged her with his foot. “You 
okay?” 


“Yeah-“ she began and then jerked up. “Silena, wait!” She yelped, and 
Percy’s hand flew to Riptide - fully expecting another monster - only to find 
Silena going through the yellow duffel bags. “Didn’t we lose those?” 
Annabeth muttered to herself. Oh. Damn. Percy ignored her in favor of 
panicking when Silena brought out a familiar leather journal. 


“Um,” he said when she turned to him. “So... we found that in Tyson’s 
cabin,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “And, um, Annabeth and I 
were thinking we could read it for... investigative purposes,” he said. Silena 
closed her eyes. Then looked down at the book. Then at Percy. Then at the 
book. Then at Annabeth. 


“Well?” She finally asked. “Anything interesting?” 


Annabeth and Percy looked at one another. She was on the titan’s side... not 
that Annabeth knew that, but still. If anyone could be trusted, it was Silena. 


“Not much,” Annabeth finally said. “She seemed... normal,” she explained, 
and Silena flipped past the bookmark of where they had read towards the 
very back. “I- what are you doing? Don’t do that!” Annabeth said 
indignantly. “You can’t skip to the end!” 


“Why not? That’s where the good stuff probably is,” Silena reasoned. Percy 
hummed. That was a good point. Though, admittedly, he had been enjoying 
the novel-like picture Evelyn’s story had been providing them. “Um, are 
you sure she was normal?” Silena suddenly asked. Percy paused. “Because 
it’s all... gibberish,” Silena said and shook her head. “My gods,” she 
muttered and flipped through a few more pages. “I... this is written in 
blood,” she said slowly. Annabeth sat up. 


“What?” 


“Its written in blood,” Silena repeated, sounding shaken. “And none of it 
makes any sense. It’s just drawings and symbols,” she said, flipping back 
even more as she held out the book to show them. Percy leaned forward, 
feeling a sense of horror fall over him as he looked down at the last of the 
entries. There were some words written in the midst of the chaos. One page 
just had the word ‘help’ written over and over again. One was just a list of 
names. Finally, Silena went back far enough to find a few more 
comprehensible entries. 


“Hugo is said to have killed a hundred men,” Silena read out, voice quiet 
and solemn. “They said he did it while laughing and with a scythe. I refuse 
to believe it. Not my sweet Hugo, who held my hand for so many years. He 
would never do such a thing. These lies are venom in the mouths of the 
gods. There’s a strangeness here. We are all afraid. Our friends won’t look 
at us. There are enemies in our midst, but day by day, I only see them in 
loved ones. Someone has spoken of a prophecy. I do not know what it is or 
what it means for my family. All I truly know is that Father has stopped 
answering our prayers. Julia is still nowhere to be found, but there are awful 
rumors that she has drowned boats of innocent families. I do not know what 
evil has settled among us, but I pray to whatever god who can still hear me 
that it is purged. Yours truly, Evelyn,” she read and turned the page. 


“Ts there more?” 


“This one is dated three days later,” Silena said slowly before clearing her 
throat to read. “They’re dead. They’re all dead. I’ve seen their bodies. It 
feels as though I’ve screamed for hours now. I write knowing that it is the 
only thing I can do. My family is dead. My friends are dead. We have been 


abandoned and now are hunted. For what? I cannot even remember my own 
last name. I hear they have caught Hugo. My sweet, sweet Hugo. Gods, 
please mercy on his soul. I’ve left camp to run. Who knows what might 
become of me if I stay? I plan to go to the place Clarence spoke of. If it is 
not too late. Please, don’t let it be too late.” 


Silence. Percy felt cold. Silena swallowed. 


“There is only one more entry before it... yeah,” she said uncomfortably. “Tt 
doesn’t have a date or anything. It just says: They wanted this. They killed 
them all, so they wanted this. I will find every demigod alive and drown 
them until they become the ocean. I am not one to be hunted. I am the 
ocean. If they choose to go against me, then I will crush them like the 
cowards they are. Gods or not, I will see blood spill in the name of those I 
have lost,” she finished and closed the book. 


“great,” Percy said. Annabeth paced back and forth."That’s... reassuring." 


“It does prove something happened, though. You can clearly see some sort 
of weird descent into... whatever that was,” she said slowly. “We just have 
to figure out what it is. They weren’t like that in the beginning-“ 


“Yeah, but it still isn’t a good look,” Silena pointed out. “In fact, it’s scarier. 
Who is to say when a kdtara might crack?” She said. Percy stiffened. “I 
mean,” Silena quickly backtracked. “There is still a good chance it’s an 
external factor,” she said quickly. “Maybe they were targeted?” 


“But why?” 
“I don’t know. They are powerful.” 


“Except we don’t know who they were even fighting. There was no enemy 
they were pitted against,” Percy said with a frustrated sigh. “It sounds like 
they were just killing random people,” he said and bit his lip. It was a scary 
thought. That a switch could flip so suddenly, and they went from normal 
kids into something else entirely. “There has to be more,” he decided, 
wringing his hands. “Maybe we can figure out those symbols?” He tried 
with a nod at the journal. Annabeth nodded and held out her hands. 


“Might give me something to do until we find Grover,” she said quietly. 
Silena paused but slowly handed it to her. “Um,” she added and looked at 
Silena. “I... we’re just curious. It doesn’t mean anything,” she added to her. 
Silena smiled before giving a curt nod. 


“I won’t tell anyone,” she said. “I know how much Thalia’s death hurt you. 
If this helps you understand it...” she gestured. Percy didn’t respond. It was 
interesting. Knowing where true allegiances lied and watching the front 
both had put up. Right alongside his own. Annabeth gave a nervous smile 
before tucking the journal under her arm. Percy watched her go. Then 
turned to Silena. 


Silence. 


“Tm sorry,” Silena finally said. “I didn’t mean it like that,” she told him. 
Percy shrugged. “You would never hurt anyone.” 


“Tt didn’t sound like Evelyn would either... up until that last entry,” he 
sighed. Silena pursed her lips. 


“We’ll figure it out. Once we know what’s going on, then we can fix it,” she 
reasoned. Percy stared at her. She was going to help? “Come on,” she said 
and grabbed his hand. “I want to go through the stuff I got from Circe’s 
resort,” she said and walked over to the plastic bag she had brought and 
dumped it all out. “I figured I would give Drew the concealer and Lacy the 
lip gloss,” she said as Percy picked up a tube of blue dye. 


“How long do you think we have until we get to Polyphemus?” He asked. 
Silena shrugged. “Do we have developer? Maybe I am digging those blue 
tips,” he told her wryly. Silena closed her eyes. For a second, he thought she 
was upset. “Silena? Are you okay?” 


“You know to use developer,” she whispered. “I am so fucking proud of 
you.” 


Percy rolled his eyes and threw a tube of foundation at her. 


“Shut up. Are we doing this or not?” 


Percy actually really liked the blue tips. 


It was also a good distraction from the fact they were rolling up to their 
deaths as they approached Polyphemus’ island. The island itself was 
actually quite beautiful. Percy was reminded of a postcard of sorts with the 
endless plant life, a waterfall, and pristine beaches. Still, there was an eerie 
silence to it. 


However, their spirits were raised by the appearance of none other than - 
guess who? Clarisse! It looked as if she had been caught, considering 
Clarisse was tied up next to Grover when Percy and Silena snuck in under 
some sheep (Annabeth had her hat). Percy’s heart sank at the lack of Tyson, 
but tried not to focus on it too much. Annabeth decided to go ahead and piss 
Polyphemus off immediately by distracting him and yelling ‘nobody’ was 
here so that Silena could free them both. 


“Hi!” Silena whispered as she untied them. Clarisse blinked a few times, 
looking shell-shocked. Grover beamed in return as he fixed his wedding 
dress. Percy reached into the bag Hermes had given them and brought out 
Aphrodite’s cologne before giving them all a good spray. Grover blinked at 
him. 


“Did... did you just spray me with perfume?” He whispered. “Percy, now 
isn’t the time-” 


“Yeah, fuck you,” Clarisse sneered as Silena curiously grabbed the bottle 
from Percy to examine it. 


“It masks demigod smell! Maybe itll mask yours,” he said, and Grover 
blinked before leaning over to sniff Percy. 


“Huh. That works.” 


“Uh-huh. Polyphemus is pretty much blind, right? If he can’t smell us, then 
we only have to worry about him hearing us-” 


“And yet you’re still talking,” Clarisse muttered. Percy made a face at her. 
“What are you doing here? And I thought you and the princess were dead?” 
She whispered. “What-? Stop that!” She yelped when Silena hugged her. 


“I had to come to get my brother,” Silena shrugged and put her sword over 
her shoulder. “Look! We did his hair!” 


“I don’t know how to respond to that,” Clarisse said as Percy looked around 
for Tyson in hopes of finding some trace of him. Nothing. It didn’t look as 
if he had survived the explosion after all. Sighing, Percy glanced to where 
Annabeth’s voice was still calling out taunts. Percy should go help her. He 
was just about to head over that way when a scream echoed through the 
cave. 


That wasn’t good. 


Racing over, he practically flung himself into the back part of the cave 
where Annabeth was squirming in Polyphemus’ hold, hat on the ground 
beneath her. Percy yanked out his pen before rushing over. 


Think, think, think, think, think - was he close enough to the water to use 
siren speak? His heart thudded louder before an idea occurred to him. 


“OVER HERE!” He shouted. Polyphemus froze. He reached out to grab 
Silena’s arm as she approached with Clarisse and Grover flanking her. 
“Charmspeak him to the water,” he whispered. Silena frowned. 


“Why? What are you going to do?” 
“Just trust me.” 
“Percy, you can’t-” 


“Please trust me,” he said slowly - panic swelling at Annabeth still 
struggling in his grip. “Please,” he said, and Silena looked at him before 
turning her gaze to Polyphemus. She sighed and cleared her throat. 


“Put her down,” she ordered, and Percy prayed her voice was strong 
enough. Polyphemus paused as Percy grabbed Clarisse and Grover. “Walk 


towards the sea.” 


“Get the fleece and go on the ship,” he told them both. Grover opened his 
mouth. “No, you need to trust me, and you need to get that back to camp,” 
he added with a nod towards the fleece still hanging on a branch. “We’ll 
meet up with you. Just be prepared to move fast,” he said and gave a light 
shove. Both looked like they wanted to argue but rushed out as Silena took 
a step back. Polyphemus hadn’t completely released Annabeth yet, but his 
grip had loosened, and he was stumbling towards Silena in a daze. 


“Keep coming this way,” Silena said and grabbed Percy’s arm. “I don’t 
know how much this is going to work,” she whispered, voice going high. “I 
can barely get him out of the cave-” 


“Keep going!” Percy said and felt a surge of relief as Annabeth slipped out 
of his grasp and collapsed into a heap below. When she got back up, Percy 
gave her a thumbs up before pointing in the direction Clarisse and Grover 
had gone before slipping down the rocks. The ground shuddered with every 
step Polyphemus took. He sent a silent thanks to Aphrodite - with the 
cyclops unable to see or smell them, hearing was the only thing he could 
rely on, which meant Silena’s voice was probably more potent than usual to 
him. 


Please, please, please... 


Percy got into some water. It wasn’t the shore - he wouldn’t be able to reach 
the beach quickly without throwing himself off a cliff - but he prayed that 
the island’s waterfall was close enough to oceanwater to work. He took a 
long breath and joined in Silena’s chant to coax him closer to the water. 
Then bit his lip. The sirens had said to make eye contact... which was a little 
challenging to do given that, well, Polyphemus could barely see. 


“Okay,” Percy muttered and stepped farther into the water. “This is under 
control.” 


“You sure?” Silena whispered as Polyphemus stumbled into the water. His 
face froze - the dreamy look snapping into something more focused. 


“Nope,” Percy said and clapped his hands together. “Look at me,” he 
ordered, raising the water’s mist around him. It swirled for a moment, 
forming a ball of white around them. Polyphemus roared. “I said look at 
me,” Percy repeated, and an eye snapped onto him. It was strange to think 
that this was his brother. Such an odd juxtaposition to Silena and Rhode... 
Even Tyson. If there was one thing he had lucked out on so far - it was kind 
family members. Percy took a deep breath and stepped closer. “Look into 
the water,” he instructed. Polyphemus growled - clearly fighting it - but his 
eye slipped down into the pool below. Percy followed his gaze, drinking 
into the reflection. 


All at once, images danced in front of him. A thousand different lives and 
people dancing in front of him until it focused on one man with a beard 
creeping over with a wooden stake in hand. Odysseus. Percy placed his 
hands into the water, searching. Searching... searching... 


“You just want to see, don’t you?” Percy mumbled when the image of 
Odysseus returned to the surface. “That and revenge.” 


Well, he could arrange that. Percy lifted his hands again - forming the mist 
into a cave with Odysseus tied and helpless on the ground in front of him. 
Polyphemus licked his lips. Percy threw both his hands out, confining it all 
into a flattened sphere in front of him. Almost like a television screen. 
Polyphemus stared - entranced by the image. Letting out a breath of relief, 
he quietly moved back to where Silena was gaping by the shore. 


“How-?” 


“Shh... Pl explain later. We need to go. I don’t know how long it will 
hold,” he whispered and grabbed her hand. “Let’s go.” 


“You just hypnotized a cyclops.” 


“Wasn’t it cool?” Percy grinned as they ducked under some rocks, sprinting 
towards the rickety wooden bridge by Polyphemus’ cave. A roar followed - 
shaking the entire island with its rage. “Ah, well, it worked kind of well,” 
Percy said. “Might need to practice more,” he said as Silena yanked his arm 
so they could sprint across. He could see the boat below with Clarisse, 


Annabeth, and Grover all onboard below. Percy felt his hope raise - they 
could make it! 


At least he had thought so before he was slapped into the air like a 
volleyball. A Percyball, if you will. 


“LIAR!” Polyphemus shrieked and hit the ground so that the earth 
shuddered. Percy sat up and grabbed his ribs with a wince. Silena pulled out 
her sword, readying herself into a fighting stance. 


“WAIT! Silena - no!” He shouted as he stumbled up. “Just run! I - 
ANNABETH, NO!” He shouted when he looked over the side of the cliff to 
where Annabeth was trying to make her way back to them. Clarisse was 
cursing loudly as she brought the boat closer. “NO! KEEP GOING!” 


“FUCK YOU, JACKSON!” Clarisse’s voice echoed as she continued 
bringing the boat closer. 


“Silena, he’s like Tyson,” Percy said as he got up. “He’s like me. We’re both 
sons of Poseidon. We can’t kill him!” 


“I don’t think he’s received that memo,” Silena said as she dove away and 
lifted her sword to defend another hit. “Percy - look out!” She screamed 
when Polyphemus somehow managed to cross the chasm towards where 
Percy was lying. He swore, scrambling back as he reached for his sword. At 
once, his body seemed to react without thought, and a wave of water rose 
from the ravine and knocked him off balance. Just as Percy got up, 
Polyphemus was knocked over again. Except this time, it was a rock that hit 
him. 


“DO NOT HURT MY FRIENDS!” 
... Tyson? 


Percy looked up - amazed to find that it was indeed Tyson at the top of the 
cave, throwing rocks down at Polyphemus with a feral glint in his eye. 
Polyphemus stumbled again as Tyson continued, sending him toppling 
back. Growling, he swung around. 


“What is this?!” Polyphemus boomed. “A youngling attacking me?” He 
shouted and let out a feral noise at the back of his throat. “You disgrace our 
kind!” 


“You are bad!” Tyson said stubbornly and threw another rock. “BAD 
CYCLOPS!” He yelled, and Polyphemus edged nearer to the precipice. He 
gripped a large boulder - eying Tyson with clear distaste before lifting it. At 
first, Percy thought he would use it to ward off Tyson’s attack, but suddenly 
it became very clear that wasn’t the case. Instead, he held it back over his 
shoulder with it aimed directly at Tyson. 


“No!” Percy shouted and thrust his hand forward to push Polyphemus. 
Only... he didn’t push him. Another wave of water rose and slammed 
against him, sending the cyclops tumbling into a ravine below, screeching. 
Percy blinked. Oh. Well... that worked. He stepped back, looking over his 
shoulder to the boat. Clarisse had pulled it in directly under them. He let out 
a slow breath. Good, they couldn’t have possibly seen. Tyson, on the other 
hand... 


“Water powers,” he said, jumping down from the cave in front of Percy. 


“Tyson, you’re alive,” Percy smiled and went to hug him. Tyson stepped 
back. “I- Tyson?” 


“Water powers,” he repeated. The smile slipped off Percy’s face. “I saw,” he 
said, and Percy shook his head. “I saw you.” 


“I- you... That was- that was you, wasn’t it?” Percy asked. “I thought you 
did that,” he laughed. Tyson kept staring. “Right? You did that thing with 
the water? That was awesome, man,” he said. Tyson frowned. Then looked 
at where Silena was stood frozen. Then back at Percy. 


“Me?” He repeated, then looked at Silena. A couple of seconds passed. 
“Right,” he finally said. “Me. I have water powers,” he said slowly. Percy 
blinked a few times before watching Tyson glance again at Silena. He was 
covering for him. Guilt swirled in Percy’s stomach. 


“Wait,” Percy said when Tyson turned away. “No. No, it wasn’t you,” he 
said and took a long breath. Tyson blinked. “Silena knows the truth. You 
should too,” he saw and swallowed. “I’m... I’m like you,” he explained, and 
looked down for a second before gathering his courage. “I’m a son of 
Poseidon. You’re my brother, Tyson. And I’m lying about it, but that’s only 
because it’s dangerous for people to know. I’m keeping it a secret, and I 
shouldn’t have lied to you-” 


“Brother?” Tyson repeated. Percy bit his lip and nodded. “My brother?” He 
clarified. Percy nodded again. Tyson looked at him for a few seconds as 
Percy held his breath. Please. Slowly, Tyson’s face broke into a huge smile. 
“My brother!” He gasped and rushed over, pulling Percy into a bone- 
crushing hug. Relief coursed through him - only for a few seconds before. 
“Percy is my brother!” He said, overjoyed, then froze. “...sister?” He asked 
Silena. 


“Oh, um, well... my dad isn’t Poseidon, but... sure!” She said. Tyson 
squealed and dragged her into the hug, too. Percy laughed. 


“Pm excited too, buddy! But you can’t tell anyone, okay? Nobody can 
know - Tyson,” he said and grabbed his arm (you know, after he caught his 
breath again). “You have to understand. This is a secret. If anyone finds out, 
they could kill me. If anyone asks, I don’t have a dad. I have two moms. No 
dad. Definitely not Poseidon,” he said. Tyson nodded a few times. 


“No dad. Secret... I will kill them first,” he added. 


“You got it! Except maybe no killing,” Percy tacked on. “So... we’re secret 
brothers, okay? We can’t tell anyone else,” he said. Tyson mimicked 
zipping his lips. Good. Right. Maybe this would work. “But - Tyson?” He 
added and felt himself soften when he was met with an eager smile. “I’m 
proud to be related to you,” he said softly. Tyson beamed. “Come on. Let’s 
go see the others,” he said, and together they made their way down the cliff 
to where the others were waiting. 


“You’re alive!” 


“We’re alive!” Silena agreed as they got onboard. Clarisse gave a shout of 
alarm upon seeing Tyson (who received a hug from Annabeth, much to his 
delight). Grover raced over to launch himself at Percy, hugging tightly. 


“T can’t believe you came after me!” 


“I can’t believe you thought we wouldn’t!” Percy grinned and put his hands 
on his shoulders. “How are you? Hurt?” He asked, looking him up and 
down. Grover shook his head. “Thank the gods,” he muttered. “You had me 
worried there with those dreams,” he said with a shudder. Grover gave a 
bleat in agreement. 


“Can you all save the gross stuff for later, please?” Clarisse drawled from 
where she was pulling the ship back away from the shore. Silena grinned 
and walked over to her, placing a light hand on her arm. 


“Thank you for coming back for us,” she said. Clarisse glanced at her and 
shrugged. “And thanks for being patient with everyone. I know this was 
your quest, and we just came and made it harder,” she added. Percy 
watched, a little amused at how taken aback Clarisse seemed. “But, hey, 
you managed to get the fleece even with us causing all of that,” she said 
with a gesture of where the blanket was sitting. “I guess that makes you a 
true hero.” 


Clarisse blinked. 
“Um, thanks... I guess.” 


Silena looked her over for a moment. It was the same look Aphrodite gave 
him when Percy talked about Gabe. 


“And if your dad tries to give you any shit over it... let me know. My 
mother knows how to handle him when he’s being stupid,” she said. 
Clarisse jumped - looking at Silena with alarm as the boat jerked to the side 
suddenly at her sudden movement. 


“I - what? I wasn’t-” 


“I’m more observant than people give me credit for,” Silena winked. “And 
he doesn’t give you enough credit. You’re amazing. Don’t let him convince 
you otherwise,” she said and gave a warm smile before walking to where 
Percy was still watching. 


“Laying it on thick, aren’t you?” 


“I meant it!” Silena objected as she perched herself on the edge of the 
boat’s railing. “She did a great job with all of this,” she gestured. Percy 
shrugged. Sure. Clarisse had done a good job, he supposed. He hadn’t 
thought she needed to hear it, but based on the expression on her face... 
well, maybe Silena was right. Percy was considering throwing her a 
congratulations of his own when the boat gave a wail. 


Damnit. They never caught a break, could they? 


“YOU!” Polyphemus’ voice echoed, and a rock soared into the air, hitting 
the back of the ship, so they all went tumbling. “YOU WILL NOT 
ESCAPE ME!” 


They had been doing just fine up until this second, but sure. Percy went to 
get up, but another rock broke through the wood next to him. 


“A boat!” Clarisse shouted, and Percy looked up to see that a large white 
boat was coming full speed towards them. Loud cracks of canons followed, 
and Polyphemus stumbled back as he was struck. “WE’RE OVER HERE!” 
Clarisse shouted, diving for the fleece. Percy tried to get up, but... his 
energy suddenly was zapped. His earlier use of powers had drained him, 
and now... he blinked away the pain as wood splintered - cutting open his 
arms as they were dragged into the water. 


“Wait - Clarisse, no!” Annabeth’s voice called. “No, don’t call them over 
here!” 


Why not? It looked like their current boat wasn’t in good shape. Plus, these 
strangers had saved them. His mind already seemed to accept the help as he 
felt himself slipping into unconsciousness. The last thing he saw as he let 


his head fall forward was a flash of white, and then the face of Luke 
Castellan. 


When Percy opened his eyes, he was in a garden. No. No, wait. He glanced 
around and - yes. He could see just outside where the gates stood high 
above. It wasn’t a garden. It was the garden next to Olympus. He had seen it 
last year when returning Zeus’ bolt. Only now, he was inside, surrounded 
by the trees stretched high into the sky alongside masses of flowers and 
other plants all neatly placed along a cobbled path. He got up, looking 
around. 


“Hello?” He called. Was nobody else here? He opened his mouth to call 
again when he noticed a movement a few feet to his left. Cautiously, he 
moved forward to find a girl sprawled out in the grass, fast asleep. He 
frowned. “Hello?” He tried again and knelt next to her. She looked young - 
older than him, but still young. Maybe sixteen? Seventeen? He couldn’t be 
sure. There was a sense of familiarity to her, though he couldn’t quite pin it 
down. “Um, are you okay?” He asked, shaking her shoulder. 


At this, her eyes fluttered open, and Percy almost jumped back as she shot 
up. 


“Hugo?” She asked. Then looked around. Oh. Of course. Percy reached out. 


“Evelyn?” He tried, but she appeared not to have heard him as she looked 
wildly around the garden - eyes wide and wild with fear. “Hey, you’re 
safe-” he tried to reassure her, but Evelyn had scrambled to her feet as she 
spun around. It was then that Percy realized they were no longer in the 
garden. In fact, he had no idea where they were. When he stood up, the 
plants were all gone. Olympus was gone. They were in a field of some sort. 
Smoke was in the air with wisps of ash around them. Charred remains of 
various debris were scattered around them alongside cracked rocks and 
remnants of buildings. 


“Hugo!” Evelyn called, and her voice cracked towards the end. “HUGO!” 


Her voice was the only sound in the surrounding space. There was an eerie 
silence amongst the destruction that twisted Percy's stomach 
uncomfortably. He felt a surge of panic of his own rise as Evelyn continued 
looking around. She had changed too. Blood was running down the side of 
her face, dress torn and covered in something black and sticky. Her hands 
were covered in dirt. 


“HUGO!” She screamed and gripped her hair. “HUGO, ANSWER ME!” 


Percy was going to try to talk to her again when there was a bright light 
beside him, shuddering the ground. Evelyn spun around, raising a celestial 
bronze pole from seemingly nowhere. There was a loud clang that shook 
the ground around them, and suddenly there was another person among 
them. Evelyn’s eyes widened for a moment before her lip curled. 


“You,” she spat, and shoved the newcomer away. “What are you doing 
here?” 


“T could ask you the same, you fool,” the girl responded. “I thought you 
were going with Clarence! What happened?” 


“As if I answer to you,” Evelyn glowered and looked around. “Clarence is 
gone. I can’t find him. I can’t find any of them,” she said and fixed her with 
a glower. Curiously, Percy studied the new girl. She wasn’t dressed in the 
typical 1940s dress that Evelyn was, but instead high-waisted pants with a 
button-up shirt tucked into them. Though, in fairness, she also looked just 
as much of a mess as Evelyn, with rips and stains in all of her clothes. Her 
hair was piled up on the back of her head in a bun, long brown strands 
falling out to reveal it went way past her shoulders. “I need to find Hugo,” 
Evelyn continued. “He has to be here.” 


“He was,” the other girl said and raised her sword. “Evelyn, you need to 
leave. We need to leave. There isn’t much time.” 


“Time for what?” 


“They got him,” the girl said, and Evelyn’s brows came together. “I don’t 
know what happened. They say he did this,” she said with a gesture around 


them. Evelyn’s lips pursed. “They couldn’t stop him. The gods had to...” 
she began and trailed off. She only had a second to hesitate because Evelyn 
launched at her. Percy stumbled back in alarm. The hit was so fast that he 
almost couldn’t see it. Somehow the other girl blocked it and struck back. 


“The gods had to what? What?!” Evelyn hissed and kicked out. The girl 
caught her foot, and Evelyn twisted, jumping up so she could kick her in the 
head with her other foot. 


“Stop - Evelyn! This is what they want!” 


“Who?!” Evelyn hissed, but didn’t attack after deflecting her hit. “Tell me 
where Hugo is, you useless bitch,” she growled. Nothing. “Vera...” 


Vera. Of course. Percy glanced at the other girl. Right. Evelyn’s journal 
mentioned her. He wasn’t sure this was the relationship he had envisioned, 
though. He knew they didn’t like each other, but Evelyn made it sound like 
Vera was the instigator for these disagreements. It didn’t look that way here. 
Perhaps the desperation of whatever was happening was cracking them. 
Vera shoved Evelyn away. 


“He killed people. Evelyn, they say he killed James,” she said. Evelyn 
shook her head. “It’s true. Something is happening to us, okay? We need to 
find somewhere safe to go. It’s a... a disease or mind control or - 
something!” She said. Evelyn didn’t respond. She was studying her over 
with cautious eyes. “You and I are more powerful than the rest. We always 
have been. If we try to escape, then we can make it-” 


“To where?” Evelyn interrupted. “You think we can hide from the gods?” 
She asked and shook her head. “Why aren’t they helping, anyhow? We are 
to be executed for false crimes? Hugo wouldn’t do this!” She shouted, 
gesturing around them. “He’s framed. I won’t stand for it. If they cannot see 
clearly, then I will make them,” she gritted out, and the world seemed to 
tremble at her voice. Vera sighed. 


“T-” she began, but fell silent when a rumbling interrupted them both. 
Evelyn tensed, raising her pole once again so that a net glimmered to life at 
the end of it. She grabbed it and put it over her shoulder. Vera brought out 


her sword, looking warily around them as the smoke cleared a little. “Who 
is there?” She called. “We have done nothing wrong,” she added cautiously. 
The temperature around them seemed to drop. Percy stepped back. 


“Is that so?” A new voice said, and from the debris, he could make out one 
more form. Vera’s eyes widened. “Hello, friends,” the person said. Evelyn 
hesitated - pole lowering slightly. 


“Hugo?” 


“I thought they caught you,” Vera said lowly, and grabbed Evelyn’s arm. 
She shrugged it off. “Hugo, what happened to you? Why are they saying 
you...2” Vera began but fell silent when he stepped out. Even Evelyn 
paused. He was covered in ichor. 


“The gods tried to kill me,” he said, and smiled. It was probably the scariest 
thing Percy had ever seen. “I tried to kill them back,” he shrugged and 
wiped his lip. “And you?” He asked, looking between them. “Are you 
real?” He asked. Evelyn swallowed. 


“Yes, we are,” she said carefully. “Hugo? Come on. We’re going to all 
leave, okay? We’re going to fix this,” she told him and reached out. Hugo 
stepped back. “It’s okay. It’s okay, it’s just me,” she whispered. Hugo tilted 
his head at her. There was something in his eyes... something that Percy 
knew wasn’t quite right. Tension was rising. He couldn’t determine where it 
was coming from. 


Suddenly Evelyn froze. 


“What... what is that?” She asked. Vera inched forward, looking down at 
whatever Evelyn had spotted on Hugo. She grabbed his wrist. “This is 
James’ watch,” she said. “Why are you wearing my brother’s watch?” She 
asked. Hugo only looked at her. Then turned to Vera, silently holding up his 
other hand to show a glittering ring on his pinky finger. Vera’s eyes 
widened. “What is that?” Evelyn asked, snatching her own hand back. Vera 
swallowed. She looked as if she had been punched in the face. 


“You,” she whispered. Evelyn glanced over at her. “You were the one who 
killed my sister, weren’t you?” She asked, and held out her sword. 


“Wait-” Evelyn began but a strike of lightning burst next to her, sending a 
small explosion so that she tripped backward on the ground. Hugo smiled. 


“Don’t worry,” he and reached into the shadows, pulling a scythe out of 
seemingly nowhere. “She didn’t die alone. I gave her lots of company. That 
Demeter girl you liked so much? I got her too,” he grinned. Vera’s breath 
caught. A crack of thunder sounded over them - sending Evelyn back to the 
ground when she tried to get up again. 


“I’m going to tear your throat out,” Vera whispered. “And send your head to 
the gods as appeasement.” 


Hugo laughed. 
“Try. 23 


With a jolt, Percy was thrown back into the real world. Except the real 
world was being equally as obnoxious given that Luke had made a re- 
entrance with his new, fancy cruise ship that was spilling with random 
monsters and - was that a pegasus? His interest piqued as he saw the horse 
walking around, looking nervously at the water. A few crew members tried 
to tame him, but the pegasus resisted with a string of curses that were rather 
impressive to Percy’s thirteen-year-old ears. 


Was that normal? Hearing horses? The fish he had expected. Horses? Not 
so much. He supposed Poseidon had created them... 


“Don’t look so annoyed,” Luke said as Percy snapped his eyes back to him. 
“You guys are free to go. We just want the fleece,” he said with a nod 
towards where Clarisse was clutching it tightly to her chest. “We went 
through a lot of effort to make sure it ended up off of Polyphemus’ island,” 
he said. Percy opened his mouth to ask what for when a thought occurred to 
him. He looked at Luke with furrowed brows. 


“You did it,” he said. “You poisoned Thalia’s tree. Not Chiron.” 


Luke looked at him. 
“Yes...” he said slowly. “It was me.” 


The way he said it was weird. Percy frowned. Why would he admit to that 
when-? His heart stopped. He turned to where Silena was silently standing, 
eyes on the ground. No. No, no, no, no. It hadn’t been Luke. His blood went 
cold. 


“Why?” Annabeth said - either not realizing or ignoring the revelation. 
“Why would you hurt Thalia?” 


“Hurt her?” Luke repeated, and his eyes darkened. “Hurt her? They hurt 
her! How can you even say that?” He demanded as he pushed aside some 
boxes of cargo. Percy shook his head. 


“But you were sneaking kids out! Unclaimed kids! To keep them safe - why 
would you put them in more danger?” He demanded. There was a note of 
trepidation in his voice. He wasn’t just asking Luke, after all. 


“T will bring every camper that feels unsafe with me,” Luke said. “They 
have ways to get to safety, but they are not allowed to kill my friend and 
then use her corpse to protect themselves,” he said. Annabeth flinched. 
“That’s all that is. They killed her and used her to protect the camp! How is 
that okay?” He asked and turned his gaze onto Annabeth. “You know that 
isn’t okay,” he said softly. Her eyes studied him. “She was already dead. It 
wasn’t fair to trap her in that thing. I’m doing her a favor - Thalia wouldn’t 
want to be used like that!” 


“You’re insane,” Clarisse said. Nobody else spoke. He wasn’t insane. He 
made sense. At least to Percy. 


I need to get out of here, the pegasus was saying as it looked around. All of 
you people are insane. 


“You don’t have to go back. None of you have to. Stay with me. Stay safe,” 
Luke said, voice softening. “Annabeth, you know what they’re like.” 


Are they crazy too? Percy resisted the urge to snort. Especially given 
Annabeth’s thoughtful look as she answered. 


“I... I do...” she breathed out. Clarisse whipped towards her. 
“Then come with me.” 


Annabeth glanced at Percy. He pictured them on the boat - night hanging 
over them as they whispered their treason into the winds. 


“What’s stopping you?” 
“I don’t know. What’s stopping you?” 


“How do we know Kronos is any better?” Annabeth finally asked. Clarisse 
made a choking noise. “That is what you want the fleece for, isn’t it? To 
bring him back,” she said and swallowed. Percy bit his lip. “How do we 
know he is any better?” She asked. 


“He wouldn’t let Thalia die-” 


“How do you know, Luke?” Annabeth said. “This is the guy who ate his 
own children-” 


“Zeus ate your grandmother!” Luke said, throwing up his hands. “Every 
crime that the titans committed has been committed by the gods,” he said. 
Annabeth bit her lip. “The reason we think of them as evil is 
because they said so. The reason why we think of kátaras as evil is 
because they said so. Maybe the real evil is them,” he said. Percy glanced 
over. Maybe... 


“But,” he found himself speaking despite himself. “All of them can’t be 
evil,” he said. Not his father. Not Rhode. Maybe not even Aphrodite. Luke 
sighed. “And maybe some of the titans are exactly the same,” he reasoned. 
“And iť’ ll be the same thing, but with different people-” 


“And how will we ever know if we don’t try for change?” Luke asked and 
shook his head. “I won’t force any of you. In fact,” he said suddenly and 
stepped away. “To show my goodwill... take the Golden Fleece with you,” 


he said and waved his hand. “And supplies to last you back home. If you 
think this is the right thing to do... go.” He said and stepped back. Clarisse 
snorted. 


“Yeah, right. Your reverse psychology won’t work on us,” she sniffed, and 
held the fleece closer to her chest. “Let’s go.” 


“Take one of our spare boats,” Luke said easily. Why? Why was he letting 
them go? He clearly wanted the fleece. Annabeth looked just as confused. 


“I also want the pegasus,” Percy jumped in. The entire ship turned towards 
him. What? “He looks upset,” Percy said defensively. The pegasus looked 
at him. 


Ayyyy! You’re a son of Poseidon, it said with a snort, and trotted towards 
him. Percy shook his head. Yes, you are. 


Nope. Son of Aphrodite. 
Liar. Sons of Aphrodite wouldnt be able to talk to me. 
.. damnit. Percy had gotten outwitted by a horse. 


Don’t worry, boss. Who am I going to tell? The horse sniffed, and Percy let 
himself smile a bit at that. 


“Sure,” Luke said with a laugh and nodded for the crew member to hand the 
rope tied to him over. “I should have known. Aphrodite and pegasuses, 
right?” He asked with a nod towards Silena. She gave a tight smile. Wait. 
Just as Percy led the horse to the boat, it hit him. The reason why Luke had 
made all this effort from poisoning the tree to getting the Golden Fleece - 
and was still giving up so easily. 


Silena. 
“Are you going to take it?” He breathed as Clarisse suspiciously got onto 


the boat offered to them - protectively keeping all their things in place. 
Percy didn’t blame her for being vigilant. Even though he knew Luke’s 


plan, it felt like a trap. Silena looked around before throwing one of their 
bags onboard. “Silena!” 


“Pl let it heal the tree,” she whispered. “I didn’t agree with that-” 
“You still poisoned it!” 


“Pm still figuring this out, Percy!” She whispered back fiercely. “I... just 
give me some time, okay? He’s right. I thought...” her voice trailed off, guilt 
lacing the tone. “If you want the tree healed, then Pll wait for that to happen 
and take it later.” 


“And I’m supposed to just let that happened?” 
“Are you going to try and stop me?” 


No. No, he wasn’t. Percy knew that. Silena knew that. Maybe because he 
thought she was on the right side of all this. Maybe Kronos was the way to 
go. It should be obvious, right? Choose the side that didn’t want him dead. 
Why was he hesitating so much? 


Nobody spoke the entire way back. 


Clarisse was, of course, celebrated for returning the fleece. They all went to 
Mr. D afterward to appeal to Chiron and say Luke confessed to poisoning 
Thalia’s tree, and after some discussion, Mr. D said Chiron would be back 
allowed at camp. 


“Where is Tantalus?” Percy asked after the news was delivered and 
properly celebrated. Mr. D’s lip curled as he looked at Percy for a few 
moments. There was a glint of something he definitely didn’t like. 


“Oh, he was personally sent back to the Underworld by some fellow 
campers,” he drawled. Percy tilted his head. “Your accusation of him being 
a Big Three child... well, it stuck,” he said. Percy stared. Tantalus was... 
gone? He was already a spirit. He couldn’t be killed again. And yet they had 
found a way to send him back? It was chilling. All because Percy had made 


one comment. It had been so easy, too. All he had done was say the word 
and the campers... 


Maybe Luke had been right to think they didn’t deserve Thalia’s protection 
after all. 


“You seem troubled.” 
Well, at least one good thing came out of all of this. 


“You’re back,” Percy smiled, turning to look at where Chiron had appeared 
- face soft and exhausted. “I hope you were given a proper and lengthy 
apology,” he said and watched as the centaur laughed, hoofs clicking as he 
walked a bit closer to Percy and put a hand on his shoulder. 


“Tm afraid I was not, though, I believe I owe you a proper and lengthy 
thanks,” he said. Percy shook his head. “I do thank you, Perseus. This has 
been my life for many years. I was unsure of how to proceed without it,” he 
admitted and squeezed tightly. “And now the camp’s barriers are stronger 
than ever!” He added brightly with a nod towards Thalia’s tree. 


“Ts the tree healed?” 


“Not completely, but close,” he said. “I think it should be fine within a few 
days.” 


“She.” 
“Hm?” 


“She should be fine in a few days,” Percy corrected, and put his hands in his 
pockets. “I... It’s Thalia, right? The tree?” He asked. Chiron paused before 
giving a slow nod. 


“Yes, I suppose you are right,” he mused and gave a weary sigh. “A dark 
thought,” he murmured. Percy wasn’t sure how to take that. “Percy?” He 
asked and let his hand slide off of Percy’s shoulder. “May I ask you 
something?” 


“You tend to know more than me, but go ahead,” Percy said lightly. 
Chiron’s lips twitched, but his expression remained stoic as he looked out 
over the camp. 


“Did Luke have any help?” He asked. Percy blinked. “I only ask because... 
I believe I would have noticed if I saw him. I’ve been looking ever since he 
left,” he frowned. “Hoping he may come back and we could reason with 
him...” he trailed off and shook his head. “It worries me that I may have 
missed him.” 


Percy tilted his head. Then looked at the ground. He liked Chiron. A lot. 
However, in truth, he didn’t know what side of this war he truly belonged 
on. If he agreed with the titans... or had hope for the gods. There didn’t feel 
like enough information for him to swear allegiance to anyone. Well, 
anyone... outside of Silena. 


“I don’t know, sir,” he answered with a shake of his head. Chiron nodded, 
seemingly accepting this as an answer. “Could I... also ask you something?” 
He asked and then shook his head. “Or, just show you, I guess,” he said and 
then pulled out the photo that had fallen from Evelyn’s journal. “I found it 
while visiting Tyson,” he said. Chiron took it with nimble fingers - brows 
bunched together as he examined the fading ink with a frown. 


“Ah, yes,” Chiron mused, looking at the photo with saddened eyes. “I 
remember them all well,” he said. His finger drifted over Evelyn’s face. 
“She was a favorite of Poseidon,” he said. Percy blinked. Was she? Her 
journal never mentioned that. Poseidon hadn’t mentioned that. “He was 
against any of his children being executed, but he fought the hardest for that 
one.” 


“What happened to her?” 


“Tm not entirely sure. I know the gods found her on a ship. She had 
apparently killed everyone onboard. Poseidon was distraught,” he sighed 
and shook his head. “There was another girl. Vera. She was a daughter of 
Zeus,” he said. Percy nodded. He remembered that name. The other one 
from the dream. “She went after her. Defended her from the gods. It was...” 
he trailed off. Then sighed. “It was all a tragedy,” he decided, and handed 


the photo back. “I only hope their souls have found peace. Wherever they 
may be.” 


“Doesn’t Hades know?” He asked. Chiron chuckled. 


“He could find them, perhaps, but you met him last year, did you not? He 
has too much on his plate to track them all down,” he said. Percy blinked. 
That was... a lazy excuse. If it was true, anyway. “But perhaps now is not 
the best time to discuss the past,” he sighed and gave him a wary smile. 
“You should train - for whatever next illegal quest you choose,” he said 
lightly. Percy laughed. 


“Yeah... I think I’m done with quests for now.” 


“We will see how that works out,” Chiron said, and Percy chuckled before 
bidding him one final goodbye and heading off to where he still needed to 
say goodbye to Tyson. Apparently, their father had offered him the chance 
to stay in Atlantis. 


“Tt is because he thinks I will tell,” Tyson said with a roll of his eye - which 
was decidedly funny when it was just one eye in Percy’s opinion. 


“Nah, he just knows you’d be good in the forges.” 
“He thinks I’m a tattletale.” 


“He doesn’t think that,” Percy laughed. Then smiled. “Pll miss you, 
though,” he said, glancing out towards the waves of the beach they were 
standing on. “Atlantis is going to be awesome,” he said wistfully. He 
wondered if Poseidon would ever let him hide out there... you know, if 
someone found him out and chased him out of camp. The thought was a 
present one as he spent the next few days watching Thalia’s tree grow 
stronger and stronger. His thoughts almost always drifted to Luke. Then 
Silena... Always Silena. Did Annabeth suspect she was in on it? It was so 
hard to know what she did and didn’t know. It felt like even though their 
friendship was still strong that he didn’t fully understand her. It made him 
nervous. 


Speaking of things making him nervous. 


“Oh, calm down,” Silena said when she dragged him out to the lake for a 
‘surprise’. “I just have a present for you,” she added. Percy raised an 
eyebrow. “I’m hoping it will distract you from that whole piercing-after-a- 
quest agreement we had,” she said. Percy grinned. “If you agree not to be a 
thirteen-year-old with a lip piercing, then I am willing to give you this,” she 
said and brought something out from behind her back. Percy’s mouth 
dropped. 


“No way!” He breathed out as he stared at the skateboard in her hands. It 
was... probably more expensive than anything else he owned (excluding 
godly gifts, of course). The bottom was filled with graffiti-like images of 
color. Selena laughed. 


“T got it customized,” she said, looking amused as Percy tried to figure out 
how to speak again. “See? I got Medusa’s head on her along with Zeus’ 
master bolt for your first quest and a hydra here - Clarisse told me about 
that - and here there’s a shell for mom-” she said, but was cut off by Percy 
hugging her. “I thought you might like it,” she laughed. 


“Silena, I...” Percy managed and took the skateboard from her. “I don’t 
understand. Didn’t you say it was too risky?” 


“Well,” Silena sighed. “Jaime has been eying it for a bit now. I thought she 
was getting suspicious, but now I think she just wants some lessons. Maybe 
you can give her your old one,” she shrugged. Percy was going to cry. 
Instead, he nodded, trying not to look too overwhelmed. Then paused. He 
had to give her something back, right? Of course, he did. Without thinking, 
he placed the board down and went into the bag Hermes gave him before 
handing over Aphrodite’s cologne. 


“For you,” he decided. Silena blinked. “Sorry, I know it isn’t super 
thoughtful-” 


“No, I... Percy, Mom gave you this. I can’t take it.” 


“T want you to have it. If you’re going to go around doing... stuff,” he said 
with a sigh. “Then this can make sure nobody can track your scent. It’s 
safer,” he said and held out. Silena bit her lip. 


“You want to help me with that stuff?” 


“T don’t know,” Percy admitted. “I just know I want you safe if you’re 
going to do it,” he said with a shrug. “Chiron already thinks someone in 
camp may be helping Luke. If they get a satyr or something on the case...” 
he trailed off. Silena nodded and accepted the bottle. “Whatever you 
choose, I know you’re trying to do the right thing. That’s more than pretty 
much anyone else here can say,” he sighed. Silena’s eyes softened. 


“Thanks, Percy,” she said and squeezed his arm. He grinned in return. 


Then, naturally, someone screamed. Because that’s what happens when nice 
things happen in Percy’s life. People start screaming. 


“KATARA!” Someone screamed. Percy tensed. “SHE’S BACK! SHE’S 
BACK!” 


Fun fact: If someone yells ‘kdtara’ at Camp Half-Blood, the reaction is very 
similar to if someone yelled ‘bomb’ at the White House. 


Not that Percy had any personal experience with the latter, but he digressed. 


The whole place went wild. People grabbed younger campers to stuff them 
in cabins while the older ones went for weapons. Percy yanked someone 
running by and barked at them to get Chiron before following Silena 
towards where the mass of angry teens seemed to be navigating. Percy’s 
pulse was rising. How did they know? Did someone just say it was 
a katara, or was it actually a Big Three kid? Just as he was mulling over the 
potential scenarios, he saw precisely what the problem was... and... yeah, 
okay, maybe he understood the minor freak out. It still wasn’t a good 
situation, though. 


Thalia Grace stood by her newly healed tree - spear out and lightning 
crackling around her. Percy swore. 


“Silena-?” He started, but she was already ahead of him. She shoved a few 
more people out of the way before climbing on top of a rock and cupping 
her hands around her mouth. 


“STOP!” She shouted - voice echoing around the camp. The mob rippled. 
Some people tripped over themselves, while others froze altogether. A few 
people managed to keep moving - with angry whispers following them. 
“WE NEED TO WAIT!” Silena told them all. “THE FATES MAY HAVE 
BROUGHT HER BACK ON PURPOSE!” She shouted as Percy started 
weaving his way towards the front of the crowd. Thalia was looking around 
- eyes wild and hands shaking. 


“Who cares?!” Someone yelled. A few people shouted their agreement. 


“THE GODS NEED TO DECIDE WHAT TO DO WITH HER! THEY 
ARE THE ONES WHO SHOULD KILL HER! CLEARLY, NONE OF 
YOU DID A GOOD ENOUGH JOB!” Silena continued. Percy pushed one 
last person to the side before racing up to the tree. Thalia’s eyes locked with 
his. She got into a defensive stance. 


“Pm here to help you,” he said, raising his hands. “I want to help you. Trust 
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me. 
“Who the Hell are you?” 


“My name is Percy,” he said and kept his hands up. “Son of Aphrodite. I 
know this is confusing. Please. Keep calm so that they don’t attack,” he 
said, voice low and reassuring. Thalia’s eyes narrowed. 


“Tm Thalia,” she greeted. “Daughter of Zeus. The last thing I remember 
was being murdered, so I’m struggling to be calm,” she said and then 
looked down, brows furrowing. “I... I feel... different. Weird,” she muttered 
to herself. “Why am I taller?” She added, and Percy blinked. Wait. What? 
That was a good point. Hadn’t Grover said she was twelve when she came 
to camp? She looked... older. Not as old as she should be, but - nevermind. 
He would worry about that later. 


“Annabeth is here,” he said instead. “Annabeth Chase? She’s here,” Percy 
said. That made her pause. Thalia’s lightning dwindled for a moment as her 
eyes momentarily went to where Silena was still slowing the rest of the 
camp down. “Put down the weapons. I won’t let them hurt you,” he 
promised. How? He wasn’t really sure. There were a bunch of angry 
demigods with weapons. He could figure something else out... right? 


“ENOUGH!” Someone shouted, and Percy felt his shoulders drop in relief. 
Chiron. Thank the gods. He didn’t dare take his eyes off of Thalia as he 
spoke - galloping over to them. “Miss. Beauregard is right. This is a matter 
for the gods-” 


“The unclaimed are a matter for the gods,’ someone else shouted. 
“We know what she is!” 


“Personally,” Castor’s voice said, and Percy jumped at how close he was. “I 
would prefer for the gods to handle the kdtara than fight her myself,” he 
said - his sword drawn but lowered. Percy pursed his lips, but nodded in 
agreement. Thalia’s lip curled. 


“Don’t,” he whispered to her. Though, without the ocean or any bottles of 
seawater to dump on him, his voice didn’t hold nearly enough conviction. 
Thalia looked ready to start stabbing when suddenly she went completely 
still before stepping back with large eyes. Percy turned to find Annabeth on 
his other side. 


“Hi, Thalia,” she breathed out and looked over her shoulder at where the 
others were all still arguing. “It’s been a while.” 


“Impossible...” Thalia murmured. “You’re only seven.” 


“It’s been six years,” Annabeth told her. Thalia stared. “I know it’s - Chiron 
said no,” she hissed when a Hephaestus kid pushed forward. Without a 
second of hesitation, she judo flipped him to the ground. A few people 
shouted their disapproval. 


“SYMPATHIZER!” 


“HEY!” Percy shouted. “She’s trying to keep you all from getting killed! 
Silena is right - none of you killed her right last time, did you?!” He hissed 
and brought out Riptide. “Let the gods handle this.” 


“And where are they?” 

“Well, we have to take her to Olympus-” 
“Ha!” 

“That’s a good one. Do we have an iron cage?” 


“Fuck off, Sherman,” Silena muttered as she marched up next to Percy. 
“None of you are in charge. Drew, get them away,” she ordered. Drew 
hesitated - looking between Thalia and the campers uncertainly. 


“Silena... maybe we should just kill her.” 


“The last kdtara killed a child of Aphrodite,” Silena shouted, and at that, 
the crowd finally went silent. “Or have you forgotten?” She asked. Percy 
looked over to see Annabeth slowly approaching Thalia like you would a 
startled horse. Thalia didn’t attack, but she did step away - face set into 
something between stony apprehension and confusion. “I will not have a 
repeat of that situation. We take her to the gods, so she is properly killed.” 


“Zeus was the one who turned her into a tree-” 


“Pm sorry, are you questioning Zeus’ judgment?” Silena asked. The sky let 
out a crack of thunder. “I invite you to continue doing so. Let’s see what 
happens.” 


That seemed to do it. There was still wariness. Percy could feel it pulsating 
around as everyone’s eyes fell to Thalia, while Chiron joined in the small 
gathering with Annabeth and Thalia. Hushed whispers followed. Chiron 
turned to Percy - his hand was out - keeping Percy a reasonable distance 
away, but lowered when Percy capped Riptide. 


“We need to get her out of here fast,” Percy said. “They won’t stay like this 
for long.” 


“You... you’re my age. Older,” Thalia was mumbling as she stared at my 
age. “Younger? How old am I?” She asked, staring at her hands. “Where’s 
Luke?” 


“I’m not giving her to the gods,” Annabeth whispered to him. He nodded. 
That was fine. They just needed her out of camp. To Luke, preferably. 
Silena could do it. He turned to her, but she was too busy studying the 
fleece closely. Percy bit his lip and looked back at Thalia. 


Good news: It was agreed Thalia would be escorted to Olympus 
immediately. 


More good news: Annabeth vouched for Percy, and he was allowed to 
escort her along with her. 


Bad news: Annabeth and Percy had played their parts a little too well. Mr. 
D would also be joining to ensure they didn’t kill her on the way over... and 
to make sure Thalia didn’t kill them and escape. Typical. 


Needless to say, it was an awkward drive to Manhattan. Thalia’s weapons 
were taken and hands chained. Percy couldn’t help but feel like she looked 
like some kind of animal as they stuffed her into the car. 


“PII sit next to her,” he muttered when someone suggested throwing her in 
the trunk. “Annabeth?” 


“T don’t mind. It’s... safer that way,” she said, voice tight. Percy wanted to 
hug her... though she might judo flip him too if he tried. Thalia said nothing. 
It was hard to read her as she seemed to completely shut down - observing 
with startling blue eyes. Percy followed her into the backseat. Part of him 
wanted to say something, but... what could you really say in a situation like 
this? Annabeth tried starting a conversation a few times, but Thalia seemed 
too shocked to really engaged. 


“They killed me,” she murmured at one point. “They... they killed me.” 


Yeah... Percy would be shocked too. Maybe not now, but he could only 
imagine Thalia’s confusion. 


“You’re staying here,” Mr. D told Annabeth when they finally arrived at the 
Empire State Building. She bristled. “I’m not stupid, Annabelle. I know you 
were friends with Thea. If anyone is foolish enough to let a Big Three child 
escape, it would be you,” he said. Annabeth narrowed her eyes. “Stay here 
to guard the elevator. The last thing we need is that Hermes’ boy coming up 
to grab her,” he muttered and shoved Percy into the elevator next to Thalia. 
“Do you two think you can make it a hundred feet without screwing up?” 


“You’re not coming?” Percy asked, a little surprised. If he was worried 
about an escape, then leaving them alone was stupid. 


“I need to alert my father to get the rest of the council. Ah, 
sorry. Our father,” he rectified with a nod towards Thalia. “And I don’t 
quite care if she kills you.” 


“I could kill her.” 
“No,” Mr. D laughed and punched the button to Olympus. “You can’t.” 


Percy wanted to be a little indignant at that, but Mr. D had already 
disappeared. Percy shook his head. Cocky fool. He punched the first floor. 


“What are you doing?” Thalia asked. 


“We’re going back down after this,” he said. “We can run. Annabeth and I 
know a place you can go-” 


“No,” Thalia said. Percy paused. Wait. No? He turned to her. The elevator 
was still moving up - zipping, so that elevator music played softly in the 
background with slight whirring from the gears. “They’ll know it was you 
and Annabeth. I’m not putting her in danger,” she said. Oh. 


“Annabeth can stay too. It’s with Luke. You three can-” 
“I said no,” Thalia snapped at him. Percy stared at her. Was she stupid or 
something? “My father... he saved me once, didn’t he? Sort of,” she 


muttered, sounding unconvinced. “Maybe we can work something out.” 


“You’re forgiving.” 


“Yeah, I’m a real Mother Teresa,” Thalia muttered and went quiet for a 
moment. “Why do you want to help?” She asked suspiciously. “We don’t 
know one another.” 


Oh. Uh. That. Percy shrugged. 


“Tm Annabeth’s friend,” he said. Thalia raised an eyebrow. A ding sounded 
- somehow daunting, and the doors to the elevator slid open. Thalia stepped 
out. “Are you sure?” He asked her, scurrying after her. “You already died. 
There’s no reason for you to play hero,” he said. Thalia snorted. 


“Trust me,” she said - eyes flicking around Olympus curiously. “I have no 
intention of making it easy on anyone here,” she told him. Percy helplessly 
followed her. Her hands were still bound, but that didn’t impact her speed 
as she crossed the pathway to Olympus. 


Percy stopped. Once again, he found himself looking at the doors and then 
off to the side, towards the garden next to them. He turned to Thalia. 


“Want to at least take a walk first?” He asked with a nod. Thalia tilted her 
head. “I’m in no hurry to see any god and... I thought you might need a 
second? You know, to digest. This is all happening pretty fast,” he 
shrugged, jamming his hands into his pockets. Slowly, Thalia nodded. 
Giving a weak smile, he turned towards the stone pathway that led into 
what looked to be a fenced-in arboretum. Trees stood high into the sky 
while bushes and flowers all sprouted in majestic beauty down below. Gold 
placards glittered on almost all of them - identifying the type of plant like 
you would find at a zoo or museum. It looked just like it did in his dream 
with Evelyn. 


Thalia lightly let her cuffed hands awkwardly run over the nearest bush. 
“You okay?” He asked her. Thalia’s eyes snapped to him. 


“T would prefer it if we didn’t talk,” she said. Oh. Well, then. Okay. Percy 
merely shrugged before turning back to the bushel of pretty purple flowers. 
He leaned over. Iris, 14. He frowned. 14? Fourteen what? He counted the 
flowers in the bunch. There were only nine. Had someone stolen some? 


Was that even what the fourteen meant? He wasn’t sure. A hand touched his 
shoulder. 


“Um, hi?” He said, turning to find Thalia beside him. She gave him a long, 
serious look. 


“I didn’t mean to be...” she began and trailed off. “I’m processing a lot of 
stuff,” she said. Percy gave her a warm smile. 


“I know. I didn’t mean to push. We can still run.” 


“No, but, um, thanks,” she said and shifted her jacket. “You’re nice... for a 
camper,” she said. Percy grimaced. He wished he could tell her he 
understood the wariness perfectly. Instead, he merely nodded as she stood 
next to him, eying another group of flowers. 


“Pretty, uh, petunias,” she said awkwardly. Percy followed her gaze. 


“Those are actually tulips,” he said and pointed a finger to his temple. 
“Aphrodite knowledge,” he told her wisely. “We are the best at picking out 
flowers.” 


“Well, your skills are weak because that definitely says petunia,” she told 
him. Percy frowned. Sure enough, the placard read ‘Petunia, 12’ in bolded 
letters. Percy blinked... no. No, he was right. Silena had trained him well 
enough for him to be sure of that. Why would...2 He paused. A slow, 
horrible thought occurred to him. Awful and terrifying. Wordlessly, he 
moved to the next set of flowers. Dawson, 14. His heart got louder. 
“Percy?” 


“What does that tree say?” He asked, and Thalia turned with a slight squint 
of her eyes. 


“Riley - and has the number fifteen by it,” she said. Percy was going to be 
sick. “Are you okay?” She asked, and Percy dared a look at a bush bursting 
with small, blue flowers. Clara, 13. 


Clara. His mind flicked towards a volleyball court with a girl a little older 
than him crawling away. Clara. Aphrodite’s voice echoed in his head: 


She is very much alive and safe. We just have to keep her somewhere else. 
When you’re older, I’Il show you. 


“Oh... my gods,” he whispered. “Thalia, we need to get out of here,” he said 
and stumbled back. “We need to leave. You need to leave. You need to get 
out of here now-” 


“What? Why?” Thalia asked sharply. Her hand jerked to her bracelet. 
“What’s going on?” 


“These aren’t plants,” he said and grabbed her elbow to pull her away - 
back towards where they had entered. “They’re unclaimed demigods.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 


btw if you wanna see how I'm imagining Percy w/those blue tips and 
earrings, I found this pic that has a STRIKING resemblance. 


5. Chapter 5 


Percy was straight-up not having a good time right now. 


How does one react to finding a bunch of kids turned into plants? Gods, 
they put their names on them... He was going to be sick. 


“What?!” Thalia demanded and stepped back with wide eyes. “What are 
you talking about?” she asked, but Percy grabbed her arm, practically 
shoving her back towards the entrance. No way. No way was he leaving her 
here with these sick, sick gods and their- 


“Now, now. Let’s not overreact.” 


Percy almost tripped as he stopped by a fountain next to the gate. His hand 
curled protectively around Thalia as he looked back to find Aphrodite 
standing there with a slight frown. He glared at her. 


“You lied to me,” he told her accusingly. “You said the unclaimed kids were 
safe!” he shouted and absently went to Riptide. “What about this is safe?!” 


“I- everything? Darling,’ Aphrodite said and took a step towards him. 
Involuntarily, he flinched away. She paused. “Perseus, I don’t understand 
what’s upsetting you,” she said, voice going soft. “Look. They’re fine,” she 
said and gestured to the plants. He shook his head. “Sweetheart...” 


“This isn’t fine. It isn’t.” 


“What would you have us do?” Aphrodite asked. “We can’t kill them. 
That’s cruel.” 


“This is cruel!” 


“How?” She asked, and it struck Percy that she seemed genuinely confused. 
As if she truly couldn’t understand how horrific this was. “They’re okay. 
We will turn them back when the time is right. Demeter put magic on them 
long ago to preserve them. Nothing dies here. They might age - much more 


slowly. Even more slowly than your tree,” she added with a nod towards 
Thalia. “But in the end, they’ll come back around the same age and 
perfectly healthy,” she said. Percy stared. “You see? Everyone wins. We 
don’t have to worry about the threat of bloodshed, and they’ll all live long 
and happy lives when the time is right-” 


“And when is the right time?” Thalia asked. “Whenever you need more 
bodies for your army?” she asked, voice shaking. 


“Do you remember these past six years?” Aphrodite asked her patiently. 
“No? Well, they won’t remember this either. It is just a nap for them. I’m 
not sure why you are making such a fuss,” she said. Percy stared. He didn’t 
know what to say. How to vocalize his feelings into something more 
articulate. He had known, in theory, that the gods and humans differed. 
However, he had always assumed... well, that humans were gods with 
missing divinity. He hadn’t considered that gods were humans with missing 
humanity. Perhaps Aphrodite’s logic could be followed to an extent - but 
how could anyone not just feel the perversion of this situation? 


“You’re not doing this to Thalia,” Percy said firmly. “No. No, Mom... Mom, 
you can’t-” 


“You don’t know her,” Aphrodite said with a shake of her head. “Why does 
this even matter to you?” 


“This is wrong - Mom, please. Please, this is wrong...” he said, quickly 
moving in front of Thalia when Aphrodite took a step forward. “Please 
don’t do that to her. She hasn’t done anything wrong.” 


“Tt isn’t a punishment,” Aphrodite said and tilted her head. “I- this bothers 
you?” she asked, looking mystified. Well, yeah? Percy nodded in case his 
distress was somehow unclear. Aphrodite bit her lip. “Very well,” she said 
and shook her head. “Wait here, and I will speak to the others,” she said. 
Before Percy could respond to that, she was gone, and the gate behind them 
snapped shut. The bang echoed around them. 


“holy shit,” Thalia whispered and fell to her knees. “They... they’re going 
to...” she breathed out and gave a small gasp. “They’re just going to turn me 


back?!” she shrieked and slammed her hands into the ground. “No! No, I-” 
she began, and Percy fell to his knees next to her, trying to think of 
something - anything that was remotely reassuring to say. “I barely 
understand what’s going on,” she muttered. “I woke up - I don’t know how I 
came back. Just one minute, I was being stabbed in the back with monsters, 
and the next, Annabeth is six years older, Luke is gone, and I’m being 
marched to Olympus like a war criminal. What have I done wrong?” she 
asked. 


Percy’s hand hovered over her shoulder before that last question hit him in 
the gut. 


She didn’t know. Of course, she didn’t know. How would she? Thalia had 
never even made it to camp. He had seen the memory. The campers had 
shouted about her being a kdtara and a daughter of Zeus - but how much 
had she heard? Had she understood? She was fighting for her life. There 
was no way she put the pieces together. Thalia would have absolutely no 
idea why this was happening to her. 


“You’ve done nothing wrong,” he said and knelt beside her. She looked at 
him uncertainly. “Nothing. They’re scared of Big Three kids. They call 
them kátaras. It... is just how you’re born. They think you’re evil,” he tried 
to explain. Thalia’s brows came together. 


“Am [?” 


“No,” he said quickly. “I don’t think so. Something happened a long time 
ago. I don’t really know what. All the Big Three kids went crazy and killed 
a bunch of people. Then this kid pretended to be a Big Three kid and killed 
people? I don’t really understand it,” he admitted. Thalia stared. “But you 
have done nothing wrong. You were just a kid trying to get to safety,” he 
said. Thalia bit her lip. “I won’t let them hurt you.” 


“Why not?” She asked quietly. “Don’t you think I’m evil, too?” She asked. 
Percy looked around. Technically, they were alone, but... he didn’t know 
who could be listening in the shadows. He also didn’t know Thalia well 
enough to gauge how trustworthy she was. So instead, he only gave her a 
weak smile and shrugged. 


“I have good instincts with people,” he said instead. “I haven’t met 
a... katara before. I don’t know. You seem like a person to me,” he said 
quietly. Thalia opened her mouth to respond, but at that moment, Aphrodite 
had poofed back into existence alongside a table and three chairs. She sat 
down. Wordlessly, she gestured for them to do the same. 


Great. Percy tried not to look annoyed as he helped Thalia up with her 
hands still bound and led her to the table. 


“I’ve spoken the council,” she said and interlaced her fingers under her 
chin. “You are lucky your father is Zeus, Miss. Grace. I doubt this sort of 
leniency would be awarded to anyone else,” she said. Thalia and Percy 
glanced at each other. 


“You’re letting her go?” 


“Oh, no. No, no,” Aphrodite said and raised a hand. “Let’s not get ahead of 
ourselves. You are still a stranger who could kill us all,” she said. Percy 
clenched his jaw. “This is what we have decided: Thalia Grace is to remain 
on Olympus here. Not as a plant,” she added firmly to Percy when he 
opened his mouth. “You will be trained and monitored where there are no 
demigods to harm, and the gods can subdue you if needed,” she said. Percy 
closed his eyes. So... a prisoner, then? That was their great compromise? 
“Then, as you get closer to sixteen, we will evaluate you and decide how 
big of a threat you really are. Impress us, and you may very well be the 
prophecy child.” 


“Prophecy child?” Thalia repeated and shook her head. “What prophecy?” 
She asked. Percy flinched. It wasn’t fair. She literally knew nothing. Is this 
what would have happened to him if people knew his true parentage upon 
arriving at camp? “You just want me alive so you can control 
whatever prophecy is coming?” she asked. Aphrodite grimaced. 


“It really was the best I could do, dear,” she said. “We can’t have you 
among our children. Apollo would lose his mind,” she muttered. Percy 
frowned. “Oh, you know how parents are,” she said and waved her hand. 
“How would you feel if your baby played amongst crocodiles?” She asked 


with a curl of her lip. “And, sure, every so often, you have a crocodile who 
could be a sweetheart, but mostly you expect it to act in its nature.” 


“She’s not a crocodile,” Percy said, fists clenching on the table. Aphrodite 
fixed him with a long look. 


“You say that, but she’s already making you volatile.” 
“No! I’m volatile because you’re treating her like an animal-” 


“Perseus,” she said, and something about her voice stopped him. “Wait 
outside.” 


The gate door slammed open. Percy stared. 


“T won’t leave her with you,” he said. Aphrodite’s eyes flashed. “How do I 
know you would even keep this side of your bargain? You might turn her 
into a bunch of daisies the second I leave!” he objected. Thalia quietly 
cleared her throat. Aphrodite nodded for her to continue from across the 
table - though her eyes were still firmly placed on Percy. 


“I don’t mind this arrangement,” she said, and Percy jerked his head at her. 
“Maybe I can call Percy and Annabeth? To let them know I’m okay?” 


“Tris Message,” Percy cut in. If Thalia was going to give in, then whatever, 
but Percy would at least have the assurance the gods wouldn’t betray her. 
“We get to Iris Message her every day to make sure she’s okay,” he said. 
Aphrodite leaned back in her chair. Then looked at Thalia for a long couple 
of moments. Finally, she took a long breath. 


“Very well. I can convince the others to honor that,” she said. “Thalia, come 
with me. We can meet your father and show you to your room. Perseus,” 
she said and turned to where Percy was still standing. “Go back home. No. 
Look at me. Home. Not camp. Home. Do not return to camp until you learn 
not to talk like a sympathizer. I understand where you are coming from, but 
the campers won’t like hearing this spiel,” she warned and stood up. “I’m 
not quite sure how I feel about how comfortable you are around her,” she 


added, and Percy’s heart fluttered. Perhaps he had acted too passionately. 
He had to think quickly. 


“The way people talked about kdtaras made me think they would have 
glowing eyes and fangs. This is just a girl,” he said. Thalia rolled her eyes. 
“She looks maybe a little powerful, but not dangerous,” he said. 
Aphrodite’s expression wavered. For a second, he felt every emotion he 
ever felt - and then nothing. The glow in Aphrodite’s eyes dimmed. 


“You have not seen the damage they cause,” she said darkly. Percy wanted 
to argue. He thought about the dream with Evelyn, Hugo, and Vera. What 
he had heard about Elliott Parker. People kept saying he didn’t know, but... 
did they? “Go home. We know what we are doing,” Aphrodite said, and 
with one last look of warning, she disappeared - this time taking Thalia with 
her. 


Go home. Go home? Percy stood there in shock. He wasn’t sure how much 
time passed. Go home? Percy wasn’t sure what else to do... so he did. He 
went downstairs and told Annabeth what happened. He got her a cab to 
camp and just... went home. Aphrodite sent him a sack full of drachmas. He 
stayed home. Called Thalia. Went to school. He and his mom started going 
boating on the weekends. He stayed home. Called Thalia again. Managed 
to not get kicked out of a school (hooray). Talked to Annabeth. Talked to 
Castor. Talked to Silena. Talked to Grover. Talked to Thalia. 


He stayed home. 
And then the di Angelos happened. 


Bianca and Nico di Angelo. Percy had no idea the chain of events those two 
names would set off in his life. In years to come, he would think back to his 
trip to Westover Hall with an air of awe. It started off innocently enough. 
Grover had asked him and Annabeth to help him grab two demigod kids he 
had found. They went and found them, learned Dr. Thorn was a manticore 
(fun!), and prepared to fight when the Hunters arrived and Annabeth... 
Annabeth... 


Percy would get Annabeth back. If it was the last thing he ever did. Not that 
anyone else seemed to care. Bianca joined the Hunt, and Nico was...well... 
being Nico. Artemis left to go after some monster that could bring down the 
gods or whatever, and now everyone had skipped along to Camp Half- 
Blood on Apollo’s super-not-so-fun chariot of death. 


So... yeah. Percy was still straight-up not having a good time right now. 
And guess what? It only. Got. Worse. 


“The gods are angry,” Grover was saying as he wrung his hands together 
while they walked. “Thalia is lucky they don’t blame her...” 


“Blame her for what? What happened?” Percy asked as they lugged Percy’s 
bag towards the Aphrodite cabin. Grover looked around. 


“You know the garden you told me about?” he asked. Percy nodded. He 
hadn’t told everyone, but he told the important people. Annabeth had to 
know, obviously. So did Silena and Grover. He thought about telling Castor 
but didn’t really know what he might think about it. “Well, a couple months 
ago, the fleece went missing,” he whispered. Percy raised his eyebrows. 
“The gods were really upset. Thalia’s security increased and... I don’t know. 
Mr. D said Olympus got really upset, but then it got worse,” he whispered. 


“Yeah, they planned on using that to bring Kronos back, right?” 


“That isn’t what the person did with it, though,” Grover said and 
swallowed, pupils dilating as he glanced around again. “No, they put it in 
the garden.” 


Percy stopped walking for a moment, letting his bag fall to the ground. 


“Really?” He asked, aghast. “How? Someone snuck onto Olympus and...? 
Did it work?” He asked. Grover nodded. “No way - the unclaimed kids are 
back?” 


“No, not all of them. Demeter said three of their souls are missing from the 
plants. Nobody saw the fleece, but that must be how whoever is doing it 


managed. The unclaimed kids are nowhere to be found either. They must 
have been brought straight to the titans.” 


Good for them, honestly. Percy schooled his expression. 
“How can someone just casually sneak onto Olympus, though?” 


“I don’t know. Luke managed to steal Zeus’ bolt, didn’t he?” He asked. 
Percy shrugged. Good point. Still, given how paranoid the gods must be at 
the moment... he shook his head. Maybe it didn’t matter how it happened. 
Hopefully, it happened again. Percy definitely wasn’t against unclaimed 
kids being freed from their disgusting Zen Garden of Souls. Besides, he 
had... other problems popping up at the moment. 


“How dare they? How dare they?!” Silena was saying as she slammed the 
door closed. “Love is worthless? Oh, PH show them love is worthless-” she 
muttered to herself as she marched around the cabin. “Pll pulverize them,” 
she muttered lowly. 


‘Them’ being the Hunters of Artemis. Unsurprisingly, Aphrodite and 
Artemis did not get along. Who would have thought? Silena was not one to 
get riled up by strangers either (that was Percy’s job), but boy... that 
lieutenant of theirs - Zoé or whatever - really got under her skin. The rest of 
the Aphrodite kids were silent as Silena stormed around the cabin with 
angry mutters and curses before a light knock came. Percy grimaced as 
Silena swung back around. “YOU THINK YOU CAN COME HERE AND- 
oh,” she cut herself off when she re-opened the door. “Hi.” 


“Hi,” the visitor said. Percy peered over. It was Charles Beckendorf. A son 
of Hephaestus. Percy wasn’t too familiar with him, though he saw the guy 
around. Huge dude. Calloused hands. Muscles that most people would kill 
for. Didn’t explain why he was here, though. The cabin seemed to lean 
forward in unison as he glanced around with wide eyes. “Um, I wanted to 
see if you were okay?” he asked, rubbing the back of his neck. Silena 
blinked. “Because, um, you seemed upset and... Well, they’re wrong. The 
Hunters, I mean,” he said. Silena stared for a couple seconds - looking a bit 
like she had gotten punched in the face. 


“You think so?” 


“Yeah! Definitely!” he said quickly. Silena’s lips twitched. “Ignore them. 
They’re just immortal bullies,” he said wisely and wrung his hands together. 
“I... thought I could make you this? Since you were sad...” he trailed off and 
held out a ring. Silena blinked again. 


“For me?” 


“Tf you want it! I just saw your shield and thought about the watch Tyson 
made Percy last year, and so I thought I could do something similar,” he 
said hastily and tapped the gem in the middle of the ring. It immediately 
turned into a replica of Silena’s current shield. “But I’m no good at jewelry 
design-” 


“Tt’s beautiful,” Silena said and smiled. Percy watched in amazement as she 
looked down, face turning a shade darker. Had Silena ever blushed before? 
Outside of the powder? “Thank you.” 


“Yeah. Sure. Totally. Um,” Beckendorf closed his eyes. “I- I should go,” he 
said. “But- yeah. Bye,” he said and turned around. Then turned back. 
“Actually, wait. I - do you know what would show them?” he asked. Silena 
raised an eyebrow. “Um, we should go on a date. Prove them wrong.” 


“You and I?” 


“if you want,” he said, voice going small towards the end. Silena smiled 
at the ground. 


“I don’t go on dates to piss people off, Charles Beckendorf,” she said and 
crossed her arms over her chest. Beckendorf deflated. “But, if you want to 
meet me on the beach tomorrow for a picnic...” 


Beckendorf practically jumped back to life. 


“I can be there. Will. I will be there,” he said quickly and flushed. “PII see 
you tomorrow at eight?” he asked. Silena giggled. Not the usual giggle she 
gave, either. Percy had heard her giggle in front of cute boys before. It was 


usually the kind of laugh that was to make them feel special and important. 
This was... a little more genuine? He narrowed his eyes. Wait a minute... 


“See you tomorrow.” 


The door shut. When Silena turned, the entire cabin was looking at her. She 
blinked, and the spell was automatically broken. 


“Ooh!” 

“Silena has a crush!” 

“Silena and Charlie sitting in a tree-” 

“Can I be the flower girl at your wedding?” 


“Everyone be quiet and do something useful,” Silena said, but she was 
clutching the ring to her chest. Percy hopped down from his bed. “You too,” 
she added to him. Percy ignored her. 


“You blushed.” 
“Hm. ” 


“You blushed,” he said accusingly. Silena shrugged. “You like him?” He 
asked, a little indignant. Silena was, of course, a daughter of love, but... 
like... no. No, he wasn’t down with this. Not at all. Silena dated plenty of 
boys, but none had made her blush like that. It wasn’t a good sign. “But he’s 
a camper!” 


“You’re a Camper.” 


“Yeah, but you’re not dating me,” Percy said and lightly shoved her to the 
side. “Shouldn’t you date someone... you know. On your side?” he 
whispered in French. Silena raised an eyebrow. “I’m just saying! What if 
you guys hit it off and you tell him the truth, and he betrays you or 
something?” he asked and then wrinkled his nose. “Or maybe he’s a spy? 
Or-” 


“Or what if he’s a secret kdtara hiding out in the Hephaestus cabin and 
harassing his sisters over going on dates?” Silena whispered back. Percy 
scowled at her. 


“Not funny.” 
“A little funny.” 


“Silena, I’m worried about you,” he said, and she gave him a slight sigh as 
she put a hand on his cheek. He looked around to make sure nobody else 
around them was listening. They could all speak French too, after all. 
“Grover told me about some unclaimed kids escaping from the garden...” he 
said. Silena closed her eyes and slowly lowered her hand. 


“T have it handled.” 
“T could help you-” 


“No,” Silena cut him off. “I’m not putting you in any extra danger. You’re 
already in the most,” she said and grabbed both of his hands. “And all of 
this has made me see... just how wrong the gods are,” she said. “I’m now 
more sure than ever in my decision.” 


“And yet... Beckendorf?” He asked her. At that, Silena grimaced, squeezing 
tightly. It wasn’t an answer, but Percy could feel it all the same. She wasn’t 
sure either. She was just... following where her heart led her. It was usually 
how Silena did things. Just feeling her way through decisions, being guided 
by emotions. It was a way of life that Percy both completely understood 
and... didn’t at all. Sighing, he just kissed her cheek. “Be careful,” he 
muttered and got his stuff ready for their ‘friendly’ game of Capture the 
Flag. He kind of doubted it was going to be friendly, but whatever. 


“Drew, could you pass me the sunscreen?” He asked, walking over to one 
of the vanities. It wasn’t particularly bright out, but the number one rule of 
skincare had been vigorously drilled into him since the second he stepped 
foot into this cabin: if the sun is out, then sunscreen is on. Even if you 
couldn’t see the sun. It was the number one cause of premature aging, after 
all. Drew ignored him. “Hello?” He asked. “You okay?” 


“Pm not in the mood to deal with you,” she snapped. Percy blinked. Well... 
okay. Percy frowned at her before perching himself on the edge of the table. 
Drew reached over and threw the sunscreen at him before grabbing some 
eyeliner. Huh. Percy and Drew had never been super tight, but that was 
because she had been ‘going through something’, according to Silena. He 
had no idea what it was, but... she had delved from something quiet and sad 
into whatever this was. 


“You’ve been in a bad mood lately,” Percy noted as she continued applying 
her eyeliner. “What’s wrong?” 


“Maybe that I’m stuck holding up our cabin’s reputation to be pretty 
because the rest of you are slackers?” Drew asked and flipped her hair over 
her shoulder. “I mean, honestly,” she rolled her eyes. Percy stared at her. 
“What?” 


“I... am just confused,” Percy said. “You don’t normally act like this.” 


“Oh, I forgot we are just so close,” Drew drawled out, hands clenching by 
her side. “Or is it your magic Aphrodite-powers that everyone drools over? 
You think you can see inside my head too?” She asked. Percy blinked - a 
little alarmed. Silena had fussed over his powers. It was to make sure 
people understood he had them. Grover did as well - though that was 
mainly because he loved Percy, but still. 


“Um, no-“ 
“Are you even dating anyone yet?” 
“I’m fourteen,” Percy said, mystified. “And you’re only thirteen so-” 


“What?! You don’t think I can date someone?!” She yelled, making the 
cabin all pause. Drew turned bright red as she whipped around to glower at 
them. “Mind your business,” she said, and immediately the group all went 
into a daze before looking away. Percy also found his mind drifting before 
the realization hit. Just as he went to turn away, he spun back around. 


“Hey! What’s wrong with you?!” He asked, and Drew rolled her eyes. 
“Silena says not to use charmspeak like that,” he told her sharply. The fact 
she could even do it on people who weren’t the least bit attracted to her 
(siblings and all) was really a testament to her power, but still. “Seriously, 
what is going on-?” 


“Leave me alone, Percy,” Drew muttered and jabbed a finger to his chest as 
she stood up. “And if you’re such a perfect Aphrodite kid, then maybe you 
should start actually acting like one,” she said. Percy spluttered. Had he not 
been acting like one? Him? After all of this? “You haven’t even dated a 
single person,” she sniffed. “Maybe it is time to go to Silena for a palm 
reading,” she told him. Percy stared. For a what? He didn’t even know how 
to respond to that. He didn’t have a chance to ask since she stormed out of 
the cabin. Weird. 


“Puberty,” Lacy said wisely from where she and Troy were making flower 
crowns. Percy snorted. Yeah. Right. He grabbed his armor to ready himself 
for whatever clusterfuck was waiting for them outside. Not that he cared 
about Capture of the Flag. Not with Annabeth missing. He tried not to let it 
overtake his thoughts as he set out. Mr. D and Chiron had told him not to go 
after her, but... 


It was Annabeth. 


It was all he could think about during the game. Not that he paid much 
mind to that, either. Also, there were other things to grab his attention than 
the Hunters duking it out with the campers over some rivalry he could not 
care less about. Silena had made it her personal mission to destroy them, 
but given the circumstances... eh. 


“Aren’t you supposed to be on guard?” he called when he spotted a familiar 
blonde head underneath a tree. Castor’s eyes were closed, sword thrown to 
the side as he yawned. At Percy’s approach, he gave a weak smile in 
greeting. 


“Not really in the mood. Besides, they’re going to win,” he said. Percy 
grimaced. Yeah... probably. He sat down next to him. “I’ve been meaning to 
talk to you,” he said. Percy tilted his head. He had called Castor a few times 


over the course of the year. He had seemed fairly normal. Maybe whatever 
was bothering him was what was bothering Drew, too. “My dad sat me 
down for a talk a few weeks ago.” 


“Oh no,” Percy said stoically. “Did you get a bad report card?” 


Castor didn’t respond. At least not for a couple of seconds. Then he sat up, 
fixing Percy with serious violet eyes. 


“He said that he knew you and I were friends - and that you saw something 
on Olympus. He said you would probably tell me about it, so he wanted to 
tell me first,” he explained. Percy’s heart sank. Oh. “And now that I know... 
I can’t stop thinking about it,” he muttered, pulling his knees up to his 
chest. Percy ran a hand through his hair. He wasn’t sure what to say to that. 
Not really. “How many were there?” 


“A lot,” Percy admitted. “If they’ve been doing this since the 1940s... I 
guess it builds up over time, but it was pretty big,” he admitted. Castor 
made a noise of reproach before leaning back against the tree. “What did 
your dad say?” 


“Basically, that they did it and that it was to protect them and us,” Castor 
shrugged. “He doesn’t really sugarcoat things. He asked me what I thought 
about it,” he said. Percy laughed. 


“Bold of him.” 


“Hm,” Castor snorted. “I mean, what do I even say? It’s so messed up. And 
I can’t think of anything logical to really counter it. Is what they’re doing to 
Thalia Grace much better? Would it be okay to take every unclaimed kid 
and just... trap them like zoo animals?” He asked with a shudder. Percy 
tilted his head. 


“You know about Thalia Grace?” 


“Yeah, he told me that too,” Castor said. “I guess it’s different with her. We 
know she’s a katara, but... I don’t know. It was weird. The way people talk, 
I thought seeing one in the flesh would be... scarier?” He frowned and then 


shook his head. “It felt like she was the one who was scared,” he said and 
then wrinkled his nose. “I was there when she first came. I was six or seven. 
Some older kids told Pollux and me to hide, so we didn’t see anything. I 
always wondered...” he said, and then fixed Percy with a thoughtful look. 
“What was she like?” 


Percy considered. 


“Moody,” he decided, which was fair given... everything. “Really confused. 
She didn’t know what was happening. She was nice, I guess. I would have 
never known what she was if someone hadn’t screamed it out,” he said. 
Castor nodded. From the trees beside them, some leaves rustled, and a 
couple of silver-clad girls jumped down. Hunters. One spied them and 
raised her bow. 


“We’re just talking,” Castor said with a wave. “Leave us alone.” 
The girl snorted. 


“Just a couple of boys,” she called to the others. “One is that Aphrodite kid, 
so maybe just wave something shiny at him,” she drawled. Percy sneered in 
return as the others laughed. From their other side, a small yelp followed, 
and more girls came out with a squirming sack. “What’s this?” 


“We caught one. Um, sort of,” one girl said and dumped the bag. Out 
spilled Nico di Angelo. His face was flushed, and hair going a thousand 
different directions as he looked around wildly. “He kind of came to us and 
asked if we played this card game...?” 


“Yeah! Capture the Flag is boring. Mythomagic is way better - want me to 
teach you?” he asked brightly and pulled out some cards from seemingly 
nowhere. The girls all exchanged bewildered looks. “By the way, do you 
know my sister? Her name is Bianca. She’s new with you guys. Can you 
make sure she visits lots? She looks a little like me except her hair is really 
long, and she’s taller,” he explained. Castor scoffed, and Nico’s eyes 
snapped to them. “HI, PERCY!” He said brightly when he saw him. “Guys 
- this is Percy! He fought a manticore, and it was really cool. He was like, 
bam! Bam! Bam!” He shouted, throwing up his hands with a pretend sword 


(despite the very real sword being tucked in his belt). “I was like ‘whoa!’ 
and he was like- hey, be careful! Those are collectibles,” he interrupted 
himself when one girl picked up one of his cards. 


“Oh, he looks like fun,” Castor murmured. “I bet you were thrilled with that 
one.” 


“He... well, he’s a kid,” Percy muttered. Under any other circumstances, 
Nico would probably annoy him (and, admittedly, he was a tiny bit 
annoying), but Percy had enough practice with Troy and Lacy to know how 
to handle overzealous kids. Plus, Jaime. Oh, gods. Nico and Jaime were 
around the same age. He hoped they wouldn’t meet. That would be... not 
good. 


“So... all of you guys are caught?” one Hunter said and poked Nico in the 
forehead. Nico stuck his tongue out. 


“Yeah, sure,” Percy said and stretched out. “We’re caught.” 


Spoiler Alert: They did not win Capture the Flag... though, Silena got a 
good nick into Zoé, which put her in a terrifyingly good mood. Enough that 
he braved another conversation with her as she was poking through their 
underground closet for date clothes (yes, they had an underground closet. It 
was beneath the cabin, and the clothes magically always fit when you put 
them on). 


“Um,” Percy began as she flicked through some blouses (blouses and shirts 
were not the same, strangely enough). “Can I ask you something?” 


“Pm not supporting the lip piercing.” 


“No, I-” Percy shuffled. “It’s the, um, well... Drew said something about a 
palm reading?” He asked. Silena paused. “I don’t really know what she was 
talking about, but...” he trailed off, flushing. “I thought only Troy could do 
that stuff?” He asked. Silena put down a yellow top, turning to look him 
over for a few moments before clasping her hands together. 


“No, it isn’t the same thing. Most Aphrodite kids can do it,” she admitted 
and then ran a hand over her face. “I suppose it is time we have that 
conversation. You’re only getting older,” she muttered. Percy reared back. 
He wasn’t sure he liked that... whatever that was. Silena smiled weakly. 
“So, you know... anyone can fall in love, right? Boy, girl - everything in 
between?” She asked. Percy shrugged. He wasn’t unfamiliar with the 
concept (having two official mothers, after all). Silena nodded. “So, 
Aphrodite kids can get an... accurate read on your preferences by looking at 
your hands,” she shrugged. Percy blinked. “There’s this ancient philosopher 
- Anaxagoras - he was a child of Aphrodite and figured out how to do it a 
long time ago,” she explained. Percy nodded slowly. “But it’s a complicated 
subject.” 


“Why?” 


“Its personal,” Silena shrugged. “Just because we can figure that out 
doesn’t mean we should. Sometimes it’s better for someone to figure it out 
on their own. Sometimes it is better for them to ask us. No matter what, 
though, it is theirs,” she said. Percy gave her a questioning look. “Meaning 
that we can’t tell anyone else. You don’t out people. That’s why it is a 
more... taught practice for us. Not everyone can be trusted to be responsible 
with that information.” 


“Who taught you?” 


“Mitchell,” Silena said. “And there was this girl named Lina who taught 
him. She died in the mortal world when I was little. Don’t really remember 
her,” she explained. Percy nodded. “I doubt you can do it, but... it might be 
good for people to think you’re learning it...” she muttered and bit her lip. 
Percy looked down at his palm. Then at Silena. 


“Could you do mine?” He asked. Silena chuckled. “What? Drew said 
something about dating, and it got me thinking,” he said defensively. 
Silena’s face went sour for a moment before she sighed. 


“People are going to expect you to date, aren’t they?” She sighed. “I don’t 
want you just playing with people’s hearts to blend in...” 


“T won’t,” Percy said defensively. “I mean, isn’t it just friendship with 
kissing? I can do that.” 


“Um, no. Friendship is a part of it. Kissing can be a part of it. That isn’t all 
it is, though,” she said and then shook her head. “You really want to know?” 
She asked. Percy hesitated. Did he? He looked down at his hand. It wasn’t 
like he had a crush on anyone. What was the harm in knowing? He held out 
his hand. “Alright...” Silena said and took it. Percy waited as she tilted her 
head, muttering under her breath as she examined his palm and then his 
fingernails and then the back of his hand. She hummed and nodded. 


“What? What does that mean?” 


“Shh,” she said and then pressed down on the center. Percy yelped. 
“Thought so,” she nodded. Percy scowled. “So, for the most part, you like 
girls.” 


Wait. What? 
“For the most part?” 


“I would say it is maybe seventy-thirty? You also like blondes,” she added. 
Percy’s mind flicked to Annabeth, and he felt his face get hot. Quickly, he 
snapped his hand back. “Actually, wait...” she muttered and pulled it back. 
“Okay, so... sixty-thirty-ten.” 


“What’s the ten?” 


“Gray area for other genders. I’m not seeing a clear attraction, but I’m also 
not seeing anything that would suggest you aren’t,” she shrugged. "I'm 
mainly just getting the blonde thing. You might date literally anyone if 
they're blonde," she snorted. Percy scowled and batted her away. "What? 
I'm just the messenger!" 


"That's not true!" He objected and Silena laughed. "I'm not shallow enough 
to only date blonde people!" 


"I didn't say that," she said and then smirked. "Just that you really like-" 


"I've had enough of this." 


"Uh-huh," Silena said. "Either way, now you know," she told him and went 
back to the clothes. Percy looked down at his palm thoughtfully. 


“So I can date anyone I want?” 


“I mean, not anyone. You can’t date someone from our cabin... and I'm 
thinking at the very least they might have to dye their hair blonde,” she 
teased, and Percy made a face at her. “Seriously, though. It’s the same as it 
would normally be. If you like someone and if you think it could be more 
just... go on a date. Figure it out the old-fashioned way,” she shrugged. 
Percy sighed. Easy for her to say. He leaned against a rack of coats with a 
groan. Then reconsidered. 


“This isn’t so bad,” Percy finally decided. Silena laughed. “Drew made it 
sound like something awful,” he said and shook his head. “Why would she 
try to scare me? What is with her lately?” He added, sitting up. Silena 
hesitated. Then shrugged. “She’s gotten so mean. I thought that was 
supposed to be my thing, but... even I can’t be that mean,” he added. Silena 
hit his shoulder. “What?” 


“You’re not supposed to be mean.” 
“Hermes said I was.” 


“Oh my gods, are you still on that?” she muttered and then let out a weary 
sigh. “I... shit,’ she said and then bit her lip. “Look, Drew is... she needs 
some time. I know she’s being a bit of a nightmare. Pl try to talk to her. 
Again,” she sighed and ran her hand over her face. “She’s just insecure. 
Worried about not being Aphrodite enough,” she said. Percy made a face. 
Insecurity was a surprisingly common theme in this cabin. Valentina spent 
hours nitpicking her appearance. Mitchell once had a breakdown over 
losing a pound after he missed a couple workouts. Sam seemed to a 
perpetual state of discontent with their clothes being too masculine or too 
feminine. Silena was a miracle worker for all of them. It was ‘Valentina, 
you’re always going to find things if you look up close. Take a step back 
and notice all the pretty things about you. Have you seen your hair? It’s so 


soft and silky!’ or ‘Mitchell, sometimes your body changes. It doesn’t mean 
you’re suddenly ugly. Besides, you’re still pretty muscular to me. You do 
remember we train to kill monsters every day, right?’ or ‘Sam, if you want 
to wear something a little more girly, go for it. If someone tries to say 
you’re a girl over it, then Pll use my stiletto and kill them. And if you want 
to wear all boy clothes? I still have a second pair of stilettos’. 


But Drew? She had never shown any sign of that. 


He had a conversation about it with his new best friend, Bessie. Bessie was 
this adorable cow-serpent thing that he had found trapped in the net. Either 
Poseidon had gotten lax in dampening his powers or was too distracted to 
notice Percy sneaking off to hang out with sea creatures under the water 
because Percy’s powers were perfectly stable the last couple of days. 


Not that he had much time to hang out with Bessie lately. Not with the most 
recent news. Zoé had a quest. A quest Percy would not be attending. 
Though, there were whispers about who would. 


Naturally, Percy had a dream about it. 


On this fun episode of “The Mess of Percy’s Mind’, there was the infamous 
Evelyn once again making an appearance as she laid on her stomach at the 
edge of a lake, singing to herself as she flicked her hand to make gentle 
waves. 


“Yes, the strong gets more, while the weak ones fade, empty pockets don’t 
ever make the grade...” she murmured and then smiled. “I know you’re 
there, you knucklehead,” she said, and from the shadows, another person 
melted into focus. A boy with fire red hair and dark eyes. He was wearing 
suspenders, and a green, flat cap, which really looked out of place in what 
Percy had decided was Camp Half-Blood. 


“Sorry,” the boy said. Hugo. Percy almost didn’t recognize him now that he 
wasn’t covered in ichor. “You just sing so damn pretty. Like a bird.” 


“An ostrich, maybe.” 


“A canary,” Hugo said and smiled at her, soft and warm. “I feel a little like 
a dog. If you sing, I just come running. Can’t help it,” he shrugged and 
reached over to tuck a strand of hair in her face. Evelyn flushed, looking 
down at the water for a moment before sitting up on her knees. “My brother 
says it is unbecoming.” 


Evelyn put her arms around his neck. 


“I don’t mind it,” she said, voice dripping with a sort of affection that no 
child of Aphrodite would need to dissect. “You don’t need to come running, 
but if I sing... would you stay?” She asked. Hugo nodded. “Good. Just for 
you, though.” 


“Ugh,” a groan came, and Percy watched as Vera stormed up out of the 
trees behind them. “Stop with your cockeyed love talk. Some of us want to 
go to the lake to swim.” 


“PII drown you,” Evelyn said, and Vera merely looked at her before falling 
face-first into the water. 


“Do it.” 


“Is something wrong?” Hugo asked, laughing as he watched her. “Don’t tell 
me your own quest for love has fallen flat?” 


“Did you stab the Demeter girl, too?” Evelyn asked distastefully. “Nobody 
will like you if you stab them.” 


“Untrue. My mother stabbed my father, and look how that ended up.” 


“Yes, she ended up with Zeus,’ Hugo said solemnly. “An unfortunate 
situation to be in,” he said. A loud crack of thunder sounded overhead. 
“Sorry, my lord,” he laughed. “I’m sure your story with Ms. Bates was a 
lovely one indeed,” he said and kissed the side of Evelyn’s head. Vera made 
a disgusted noise. “Come now, Vera. What’s got your goat?” 


“Chiron won’t let me go on that quest,” Vera said and slapped the water, so 
it sprayed everywhere. “How is it I am the only one who sees how strange 


this whole conundrum really is?” She asked. Hugo and Evelyn exchanged 
looks. “No - no, no! I am right about this!” Vera told them both as she 
waded over to where they were on the dock. “It’s strange, is it not?” 


“For demigods to die? Not really.” 


“It is when they die like that,” Vera mumbled. “It wasn’t anything a monster 
could have done. I think a god did it,” she said. Evelyn sighed. 


“Gods try to kill us every other day, Vera. Hades has tried to kill me often 
enough. Do you know how many skeleton warriors I’ve dealt with?” 


“You’ve dealt with?” Hugo asked, amused. “Nobody can defeat a skeleton 
warrior outside a child of Hades,” he said. “Though I do enjoy saving you.” 


“T can defeat them!” Evelyn gasped in affront. Hugo smiled at her. “I just 
like you saving me.” 


“Come on,” Vera whined. “Stop this! I’m serious! And did you notice the 
markings?” 


“Markings?” 


“Yes, the markings! The weird dots nobody remembers getting? James had 
one!” Vera said with a nod towards Evelyn. 


“Oh, that? Vera, he probably just got hit weird. He fought like six monsters 
on the way over. Julia has one too-” 


“That’s weird!” Vera shouted. “It’s weird, and have you noticed only Big 
Three kids have it? Hugo?” she tried. Hugo gave her an apologetic look. 


“T mean, I haven’t noticed, but I can look.” 


“Eli has one too,” Vera continued, running her hands over the water. “I’m 
taking him to the infirmary later. It’s strange. Demigods just suddenly show 
up dead with their eyes burned out of the skulls? Random markings on us? I 
don’t like it. I don’t,” she said fiercely. Hugo stared at her for a moment - 


eyes narrowing slightly, but it quickly died away when Evelyn put her head 
on his shoulder. 


“T will take Julia and James to the infirmary if it bothers you so much,” she 
said. Vera rolled her eyes. “But honestly. We have more exciting things to 
talk about! Hugo has a quest of his own he will undertake soon,” she said 
with a small smile. Hugo chuckled. 


“In a few years, you mean,” he said and turned to where Vera was still 
impatiently waiting in the water. “I learned my father has two more 
demigod children. He has asked me to personally escort them to camp when 
they are old enough,” he said. At this, Vera’s previous anxiety momentarily 
melted away into surprise. “I know,” Hugo agreed when her brows raised. 
“I think he’s starting to have hope that his kids might be accepted into this 
camp. I think we may even get a cabin soon,” he said brightly. “Chiron 
mentioned he’s claimed enough kids here to warrant one!” 


“That is good news,” Vera admitted and tilted her head. “And these two 
new ones?” 


“Yes, I met them last week. They’re way too young for camp, but I don’t 
think they’re in any danger. My father seems particularly keen on the 
mother. They’re full-blooded siblings,” he added. Evelyn hummed. “Not 
twins, either. He went back to the same mortal twice,” he explained. “But, 
yes, I met them both. Bianca and Nico di Angelo. Sweet kids.” 


Percy jerked. No way. That was... impossible. His mind went to the 
unclaimed kids who had been freed. Could they be two of the three kids? 
No, that didn’t make sense. Why would they be put back into the mortal 
world? Why would Bianca join the hunters? Nico didn’t seem the least bit 
scared of camp. It didn’t add up. 


“Well,” Evelyn said and kissed Hugo’s cheek. “They must be like their 
brother.” 


“Alright, I’ve had enough of this,” Vera said, getting out of the water. “You 
are both disgusting. Being so in love,” she grumbled and shook her head 
like a dog. Now that it was down, Percy could see it fell to around her 


elbows. Evelyn made a face at her. “It makes you both blind. 
Congratulations on your future quest, Hugo,” she added to him. 


“But you need to think about your conspiracy theories?” 


“They’re not- fine. Be like that,” Vera said and pointed a finger at them. 
“Mark my words, those marks are going to mean something... and it won’t 
be good,” she said darkly. Hugo frowned after her as Evelyn watched her 
march away tiredly. When Vera rounded the corner, Evelyn’s expression 
shifted - from annoyed to vaguely concerned. She turned back to Hugo. 


“You think she is okay?” 


“You care?” Hugo asked, sounding a little amused. Evelyn wrinkled her 
nose. “I think you two might be friends.” 


“Definitely not,” she grumbled and stood up. “But you know how she is. 
Always so reckless,” she said with a weary sigh and dusted off her dress. “I 
better go keep her out of trouble... if she’ll let me, that is,” she said. Hugo 
laughed and gave her a slight wave. “See you at dinner?” She asked. Hugo 
reached over and kissed her hand as an answer. “You’re a disaster, Hugo 
Brandt,” she told him fondly and blew him a kiss before rushing off in the 
direction Vera went. Hugo’s smile slowly disappeared. 


For a second, nothing happened as he looked out over the lake. Then Hugo 
rolled up the sleeve of the shirt. A red dot sat in the middle of his forearm. 
He lightly trailed his fingers over it before looking around. 


“Are you doing this to us?” He asked suddenly. Percy jumped. Could he see 
him? Hugo wasn’t looking at Percy, though. His eyes were fixed on 
something off in the distance that seemed blurred and unfocused. “You told 
me to trust you,” he added accusingly. Nobody responded. “To trust you, I 
need to know what this is. Am I the only one you’ve been speaking to?” He 
asked. Nothing. Percy opened his mouth - about to try and get his attention 
himself, but the colors had suddenly zapped. The scene seemed to zip away 
like water in a drain, leaving Olympus in its wake. 


Thalia stood next to him. 


“Tt seems like a clear path to me,” a voice boomed, and Percy looked up to 
see eleven Olympians in front of them. His blood boiled. What were they 
trying now? “Artemis has been captured by the titans. We will need a 
powerful hero to get her. Chiron states a prophecy has been issued to 
Artemis’ lieutenant. Need I spell it out for you?” He asked. A few gods 
murmured. 


“You want to send this girl out to retrieve my sister?” Apollo asked, eyes 
flashing. “Father, my sister’s freedom is at stake. Now is not the time for 
experiments.” 


“The girl has proven herself strong,” Zeus dismissed. “And well-tempered,” 
he said with a wave of his hand. Thalia’s lips twitched. Percy got the feeling 
‘well-tempered’ weren’t words often applied to her. “This may be her 
chance to prove herself a true ally to the gods and worthy of the prophecy,” 
he said. More murmuring. “The Fates seem to wish for her existence. I 
believe my daughter may be the key to getting Lady Artemis back,” he said. 
More murmuring. 


“And what if this girl had been the daughter of Hades or myself?” 
Poseidon’s voice came from Zeus’ side. “You are being very generous, 
brother.” 


Percy gritted his teeth. It was a good point, but Percy didn’t want to hear his 
father trying to get another kid killed. 


“I don’t want my children around that thing,” Demeter interjected sharply. 
“If she is to be let loose, then keep her outside of camp and ensure none of 
our campers join in this quest. If Artemis’ hunters wish to accompany her, 
then... very well,” she said, eyes drifting over Thalia thoughtfully. “Child, 
do you think you are capable of joining this quest?” She asked. Thalia 
looked around the room before stepping forward. 


“T will bring Lady Artemis back and prove my fealty to you.” 


Percy jerked up. His heart was still thudding in his chest, but all he could 
think of was the following: 


Thalia Grace was leaving Olympus... and Bianca and Nico di Angelo 
were kataras. 


Annabeth was where Artemis was. Thus, Percy was going no matter what 
Mr. D and Chiron said. He thought to ask Silena to go with him (she might 
just follow him, after all), but he couldn’t find her. His stomach churned at 
what she might be doing... but also, there was no time to figure it out. 
Instead, he just shoved some stuff into a bag before going out the front door. 


“Mom won’t like this.” 


Damnit. Percy turned to find Drew leaning right outside the door next to the 
potted plants. She smiled coyly. 


“What?” Percy asked with a sigh. Drew looked at him. “I don’t have a lot of 
time for this. I need to find Annabeth,” he said. Drew hummed and walked 
over to him - eyes studying him with a sharpness that made him nervous. 


“You want to go on a quest with hunters to save a daughter of Athena and 
also help save Artemis. Three of our mother’s least favorite people,” she 
clicked her tongue. Percy groaned. Honestly, did Aphrodite even care that 
much? Athena and Aphrodite were said to be opposites, but it wasn’t like 
the Poseidon vs. Athena rivalry. Besides, she didn’t have much to say on his 
last two illegal quests with Annabeth. 


“Tm helping my friend,” he told her. “Are you going to tell on me?” He 
asked. Drew smirked. 


“T don’t know.” 


“You don’t-? You know what? Fine. Tell. PII be gone before they can catch 
me. Unless you want to use charmspeak to keep me here?” he asked, voice 
hardening. Drew’s expression turned into a scowl. “But whatever weird 
thing you’re going through? It is making you a jerk,” he said and pointed a 
finger at her. “I would help you. We would all help you. Instead, you’re just 
lashing out as if you have something to prove-” 


“I have nothing to prove!” 


“Really? I couldn’t tell,’ Percy said and stepped away. “Nothing?” He 
asked. Drew kept silent, but her eyes were narrowed and face twisted in 
anger. “If I die out there... it was nice knowing you,” he muttered and 
turned away. Part of him expected Drew to start screaming and rat him out 
immediately, but there was only silence as he snuck towards the stables. 


Part of him regretted snapping. If he really did die, then he would hate for 
that to be his last conversation with her. He just felt so antsy with 
everything and Annabeth... Annabeth... 


“Hi!” 
Annabeth somehow was tied for his biggest worry. 


“Nico,” Percy greeted as he went to find Blackjack. It was strange to look at 
Nico now. Percy didn’t get how he was here or even alive. There was also a 
small part of him that felt... nervous. This was a real kid from the time 
everyone went nuclear. Did that make him unsafe? 


No. Stop. He couldn’t think like that. That was what got them into this 
mess. Besides, look at this kid. How could he be evil? 


“Yep, it’s me,” Nico smiled and then let it fall as he shuffled his feet. “Are 
you going on the quest?” He asked. Percy hesitated before giving a small 
nod. Nico let out a small breath of relief before bringing out a green floppy 
hat from behind his back and presenting it to Percy. “It’s for my sister! I 
think she left it by accident,” he explained as Percy slowly took it from him. 
It was indeed the hat Bianca had been wearing when they found them. 
However, since joining the Hunt, she had preferred to wear her hair as Zoë 
did. “I thought maybe she might want it on her quest. Will you give it to 
her?” He asked. Percy nodded, staring down at the hat. It looked... familiar. 


“Where did she get this?” He asked. Nico blinked a few times. For a 
second, he looked confused before tilting his head. 


“I... think our friend gave it to her,” he said and furrowed his brows. “The 
one who took us to the hotel,” he said. Percy stared. The hotel? What hotel? 
“He was really nice, and his girlfriend sang to us,” he explained. Percy felt 
his eyes widened. 


“What did he look like?” 


“I don’t really remember,” Nico said, suddenly looking unsure. “His hair 
was red, and his eyes were like mine,” he said and then blinked. “He might 
have been our cousin?” he said and then gave a slight huff. “I want red hair. 
I would look cool with red hair. Do pirates have red hair?” He asked. Percy 
didn’t answer. Okay, so... this was a problem. Could Percy leave Nico here? 
Alone? He inwardly groaned. There was only one thing he could think to do 
to ensure Nico’s safety. He sighed. 


“Hey, Nico. Since I’m giving your sister something, do you think you could 
give something to mine?” He asked and reached into his pocket. All he had 
was an empty gum wrapper, but it would do. 


“Sure!” Nico told him as Percy fumbled for something to write with. Nico 
handed him a pen. “I wanted Mr. D’s autograph,” he said as an explanation 
for the random writing utensil. Percy snorted before scribbling a quick note. 


Silena, I’ve gone off to find Annabeth. Would you mind staying here and 
watching Nico? Bianca asked me to look after him. I think they’re waiting 
for their mom to claim them soon. If she doesn’t, then I think Nico may want 
to visit his sister a little early. -P 


He reread, hoping it had enough hints for Silena to figure out what he met. 
He folded and handed the wrapper to Nico. 


“Silena’s eyes only, alright? Top secret Aphrodite stuff in that,” he said. 
Nico looked at him with utter adoration before giving a solemn nod and 
putting the note in his pocket. He would call her later to make sure she got 
it. “Okay, I have to go now-” 


“WAIT!” Nico said, and Percy shushed him a little desperately as he looked 
around. “Sorry. Hi. Just me,” he whispered. Percy tried not to roll his eyes. 


“Can you make sure my sister is safe? Just... make sure she’s okay?” 
“Nico... that’s a big thing to promise.” 
“Please?” 


“T can try,” Percy told him. Nico grinned. “I will definitely make sure she 
gets the hat,” he added to him. Nico nodded before just... standing there. 
“Bye,” Percy prompted. Nico jumped. 


“Bye! Thank you! I think your hair is super cool,” he added a bit shyly. 
Percy wasn’t sure if he found this adorable or annoying. “Your eyes are 
really pretty, too. Is that because you’re Aphrodite’s son?” 


“Nico, I really have to go,” Percy told him. “But you have nice eyes, too.” 


That did it. Nico looked as if Percy had declared him King of Camp Half- 
Blood as he beamed with a slight hint of red touching his cheeks. He gave a 
small squealed thank-you before practically tripping out of the stables with 
a bright wave over his shoulder. Percy snorted. Okay, maybe adorable was 
the right word. He still thought that Jaime would eat him alive. Shaking his 
head, he walked to the other end of the stables. 


Hey! It’s my favorite lovey-dovey boss! 


“Hi,” Percy said and unlatched the front of the stall. “Think you can help 
me out of camp?” He asked, and Blackjack gave a snort. “Thanks,” he 
whispered, pulling out Annabeth’s Yankee cap and putting it on. “We’re 
going to have to be fast.” 


Fast? I think I can handle fast. 


And Blackjack really was pretty fast. Mr. D tried to stop him, but ended up 
letting him go after giving some sort of secret spiel about heroes and 
whatnot. Percy honestly did not the resemblance between him and Castor at 
all. Besides, how could he say heroes were all so awful when he had two of 
his own? It wasn’t like he didn’t care about them, either. Castor may be 


exasperated by his dad, but always thought him to be better than most other 
Olympians parental-wise. 


No matter, though. For those wondering - Percy was still having a bad go of 
it. Bianca, Grover, and Zoé must have already spoken to the gods because 
their van had gone to pick a hitchhiker (aka Thalia, who looked as if some 
god had simply thrown her off of the mountain), and then they made their 
way to a museum. There was supposed to be another person, but Phoebe, or 
whatever her name was, appeared to be... indisposed after the Stolls got her. 


Naturally, chaos came soon enough. Percy had to fight some skeletal 
warriors after spying on Luke and his new bestie, ‘the General’... whoever 
that was. Some guy with black hair and stone-cold eyes. Percy wished he 
could have actually spoken to Luke. He had been nothing but nice and 
reasonable so far... then this. What was this? Did he know where Annabeth 
and Artemis were? Was Annabeth safe? Luke wouldn’t hurt her. Not 
Annabeth. Percy did notice that his fun little skeletal warriors were 
specifically set for Zoé and Bianca. Not Thalia. Perhaps if he knew 
Bianca’s true identity... 


The next time he saw Luke, he would talk to him. He could be helpful when 
not accidentally setting wild monsters on him. 


Then, naturally, the Nemean Lion attacked, which was... less than ideal. 
Luckily, with the aid of astronaut food, his sword, bows and arrows, and a 
whole lot of undeserved confidence - the thing was killed, leaving behind 
its pelt and an angry Zoë. 


“Take it,” she seethed, throwing the pelt at his face. “You little Aphrodite 
fools like cloth, do you not?” 


“Um,” Percy said, a little taken aback. “You technically killed it. You 
should have it,” he said and held it out. Zoé’s scowl deepened. “It’s not 
really my style,” he told her lightly. An ugly sneer crossed her face as she 
took a long breath. “It was a joke!” He said quickly. 


“You had one good idea to defeat the thing,” she said, pointing a finger at 
him. “I know how rare it is for anything other than pretty clothes or jewelry 


to cross your mind, so it should be celebrated.” 
Percy stared. Um. Rude, but sure. 


“Percy, how did you find us?” Thalia asked, slapping her spear back on her 
wrist, so it turned into a bracelet. 


“Hello to you too,” he said as he got up. Apparently, the lion pelt was his. 
He slipped it on like a jacket, trying not to feel too foolish in it. “I followed 
you. Rumor has it that Phoebe couldn’t go, and I couldn’t let Grover and 
Annabeth leave camp without me,” he said, giving his friend a warm smile. 
Out of everyone, Grover seemed like the only one who was actually happy 
to see him. 


“Great. As if this wasn’t hard enough,” Zoé muttered. “Were you the one 
who poisoned Phoebe?” She asked, voice filled with askance. “The 
pettiness seems about right for your mother,” she told him, and her eyes 
snapped to Riptide. “And where did you get that?” 


“Lord Poseidon gave it to me after my first quest,” he said defensively. 
“And I didn’t hurt Phoebe-” 


“Oh, Pm sure someone in the Aphrodite cabin charmed their way into 
allowing those Hermes boys to take the blame,” Zoé said snidely. Percy 
wanted to object to that, but the skeletal warriors were back, and the last 
thing he needed was Bianca accidentally defeating them. Luckily, Zoé 
decided not to leave him behind... though it was because ‘they couldn’t 
leave a poor little lamb to fend for himself, which felt unnecessary given he 
had just fought several monsters with them, but sure. 


“Duck!” Percy called and sliced through a warrior that had been launching 
itself at Zoé. It fell into a pile of bones, but only for a few seconds before 
trying to right itself up... kind of like the skeletons in Super Mario. He 
fixed his stance and deflected a few blows before pulling Bianca out of the 
way and helping Thalia ward some off until they got to safety. 


“You really shouldn’t have come,” Thalia sighed when they set up camp for 
the night. Percy frowned at her. “It’s dangerous, and you’re...” she trailed 


off. Percy raised an eyebrow. He was what? “You’re just not a fighter,” she 
decided. Was that a joke? 


“You just fought with me.” 


“You know what I mean,” Thalia said and put a hand on his shoulder. 
“You’re my friend. I don’t want you getting hurt,” she said. Percy bit his 
lip. He wouldn’t snap at her. She had enough on her plate. Still... he had to 
work to keep his annoyance at bay. “And don’t let Zoë get to you. She’s just 
jealous you’re prettier than her,” she winked. Percy shook his head. He got 
the feeling the compliment was a backhanded one. Based on Thalia’s attire, 
she wasn’t the kind of person who normally appreciated ‘pretty’. Rolling 
his eyes, he went to find Bianca. 


“Hey,” he called and watched as she jumped - almost dropping some 
firewood. “I have something for you.” 


“I don’t want it,” Bianca said quickly, and her hand went to her bow. “I’m 
perfectly happy without falling in love, thank you.” 


“what?” Percy asked and brought out her hat. “Um, Nico wanted you to 
have this?” He said. Bianca’s expression faltered. The guarded gleam in her 
eyes slipped away as her shoulders fell. Cautiously, she reached out and 
grabbed the hat. 


“Right. Sorry,” she said and gave a weak laugh. “I... Zoé just said to look at 
for you since...” she trailed off. Percy rolled his eyes. Yeah, he was getting 
the picture. “You probably think I’m crazy,” Bianca said. Percy tilted his 
head. “Um, being a huntress and forsaking love and stuff. You know, as a 
child of Aphrodite,” she said. Percy laughed. 


“I don’t think you’re crazy,” he said and then considered. “I mean, you are 
kind of young to decide something like that, but... I guess demigod lives 
don’t operate like most mortals do. Besides, you’ve only sworn off one kind 
of love,” he mused. Bianca stopped fiddling with her dagger to look at him. 


“What do you mean?” 


“There are lots of different kinds of love. How you love your friends, your 
family, your passions. You’re allowed to keep doing that, right?” He asked. 
Bianca nodded slowly. “There you go. Silena told me that Aphrodite is 
more than romantic love at this point. All the other gods associated with it 
kind of ditched their duties awhile ago,” he told her. Bianca swallowed and 
looked down at the hat in her hands. 


Percy looked around. He hadn’t considered exactly how to address Bianca. 
Was it good that she was in the Hunt? Bad? He had no idea what they 
thought of kdtaras. They agreed to a quest with Thalia... but that could also 
be desperation. 


“Pm still going to do right by him,” she said, and Percy turned to her - 
bewildered by the sudden announcement. “Nico. I know... he thinks I left 
him,” she said. Percy didn’t know how to respond to that. She kind of did 
ditch him. “But it isn’t like that! I’ve been taking care of Nico for as long as 
I can remember. He’s my only family left, and I would do anything for 
him,” she said, wringing her hands together. Percy wanted to say she didn’t 
have to justify herself to him, but he got the feeling this had been weighing 
on her for some time. “But, I thought... I mean, this could work, right?” She 
asked. Percy tilted his head. “I can visit him, and he can have a life and 
make friends at camp. We don’t have to always be together. And I can 
protect him like this, right? I’m stronger now. Better. I’m...” she trailed off. 
Percy looked at her. 


“Tt’s okay if you did it for yourself. Besides, you’re a kid too.” 
Bianca buried her face into her hands. 


“No, I’m not,” she mumbled. “I can’t remember the last time I ever got to 
be a kid.” 


She sounded so miserable and guilty that Percy almost wanted to ditch the 
important conversation and spend the rest of the night reassuring her 
instead. Uncertainly, he reached out and placed a hand on her shoulder. 


“I have something to tell you. It won’t make you feel better,” he said 
quietly. Bianca turned dark eyes on him. “Do you know what a katara is?” 


The conversation went... well, as well as it could have. Percy obviously 
didn’t tell her that he was also a Big Three child. Based on Bianca’s 
reaction, Zoé had filled her in on the basics. Percy did tell her about his 
dream and how he suspected her and Nico of being Hades’ kids. Bianca 
couldn’t confirm, but he could tell that the suggestion resonated with her. 


“T left Nico. In that camp-” 


“I have my sister looking after him,” Percy said quickly. “I trust her. She 
won’t let anything happen to him,” he said, but Bianca still looked like she 
might throw up. “We’ll figure something out. We can sneak you both out, or 
maybe... I don’t know. Get another god to claim you or something.” 


“Can that happen?” 
“T’m not sure,” Percy lied. “Might be worth a shot-“ 


“ARE YOU KIDDING ME! ?” Zoé’s voice echoed over the night sky. Percy 
jumped, reaching for his weapon just in time to see Thalia walking over 
with a subtle smirk on her lips as Zoé fumed. Grover was scrambling after 
them with a nervous bleat. What? They weren’t being attacked, were they? 
Percy was about to ask what the problem was when he noticed Zoé 
dragging something - no, someone with her. Percy stood up, mouth 
dropping. 


“Castor?” He asked, and Zoë took a deep breath. “What’s the matter with 
you? Let him go!” 


“I should have known this would be your fault,” she hissed and dropped 
Castor. “Having tasteless floozies follow you around-” 


“Did you just call me a floozy?” Castor asked as he got up and dusted 
himself off. “First of all, screw you. I’m here because I didn’t think Percy 
should be alone with a bunch of Hunters and... well, you,” he said 
apologetically to Thalia. “And I thought Grover might need backup.” 


“Aw, look, Pretty Boy,” Thalia said, eyes narrowing at Castor. “You got 
yourself a knight in shining armor.” 


“Isn’t that how most Aphrodite kids win their battles?” Zoë muttered. Percy 
fixed them both with irritated looks before walking over to make sure 
Castor was alright. He had a couple of scratches, and his clothes were in 
dire need of patching up, but otherwise, he seemed okay. Percy gripped his 
arms before shaking his head. 


“How did you even-? Nevermind, does your dad know about this?” He 
asked. Castor grimaced. “Ah, so I am to be murdered upon my return to 
camp,” he sighed. 


“Hey! Come on, he isn’t that bad,” Castor grumbled. Yeah, right. Percy 
gave him a small smile anyway. Zoé was not so easily appeased. 


“Tt said five. I put up with you joining because it said five of us shall head 
West in the prophecy,” she said, throwing up her hands. “Now I am to 
accept a sixth member? Why don’t the two of you head back?” She 
suggested. Percy sighed. Not this again. “We will give you credit if you 
wish-” 


“Pm saving Annabeth,” Percy reminded her. “And I’m not leaving unless 
she’s with me. To Hell with all of you,” he said and then paused. “Actually, 
no. I like you,” he added with a nod towards Castor. “And you, and so far 
you,” he said with more nods towards Grover and Bianca. “But you’re 
getting on my nerves, and you need to get over yourself,” he added to 
Thalia and Zoé. 


“Hey, you annoy me too, princess,” Thalia snapped before Zoé could even 
respond. Percy sneered back at her. “And nobody asked you here. In case 
you’ve forgotten, Annabeth is my friend too. She was my friend first, 
actually. And you had a chance to save her. You know, back when she 
was kidnapped. Maybe if this evil kdtara had been there instead of you, 
then she wouldn’t have fallen off of that cliff!” 


Percy flinched. He could see immediate regret in Thalia’s eyes but didn’t 
give her a chance to respond. Wordlessly, he went back towards where his 
bag was, yanking Castor with him. 


“What’s happening? Are we leaving?” 


“No,” Percy said through gritted teeth. He wouldn’t be leaving unless it was 
from this world into the Underworld. “I need to fix your clothes,” he 
muttered and reached into his bag to throw him a shirt and pants. “Put those 
are on. They’re clean and not covered in... that,” he said with a nod at 
Castor’s current state. He blinked and looked down. “P1 mend the rest.” 


“You can sew?” 


“Yeah,” he smiled. “It really pisses Annabeth off,” he said. Castor gave him 
a questioning look as he peeled off his shirt. “Athena is the goddess of 
weaving and crafts. Aphrodite kids love designing clothes, though. 
Annabeth is a lot better at it, but I like to mess with her and make it 
competitive,” he grinned. An odd look went over Castor’s face at that, but 
he only nodded as he changed, letting Percy bring out the sewing needles he 
had packed to set to work. 


“Um, are... you okay?” 
“Why wouldn’t I be?” 


“What Thalia said,” Castor said, sitting across from him. “It was... a little 
harsh,” he pointed out. Percy shrugged. Whatever. He could take it. It 
wasn’t like he had already been hating himself for what happened. No 
biggie. Castor shifted. “You really like her, huh?” He asked. Percy threw 
down the pair of pants he had been fixing. 


“What’s that supposed to mean?!” He growled, and Castor jumped. 
“Annabeth is my friend! Just because I’m a son of Aphrodite-” 


“Sorry,” Castor interjected. “I didn’t mean it like that. Seriously,” he said. 
Percy narrowed his eyes. “Well... maybe a little,” he admitted and rubbed 
the back of his neck. “But I... I don’t know. I just wondered because...” he 
trailed off. Percy waited. Castor looked more uncomfortable than Percy had 
ever seen him. “Well, I’m sure you know. Being a son of Aphrodite and 
all,” he said, turning bright red. Percy stared. He didn’t know. “And it’s fine 
if you... I mean, I... we’re friends, and I like being your friend. I don’t want 
to not be your friend, you know?” 


What was happening? 


“T like being your friend too,” Percy said, anger gone to make way for his 
bafflement. Castor’s face dropped. 


“Yes. Right. That’s... cool,” he managed. Percy tilted his head. “Worth a 
shot, I guess,” he said. Percy didn’t know what to say. He was reminded of 
the endless line of boys who came to talk to Silena. They always were 
trying to- 


Wait a damn minute. 


“You like me!” Percy gasped. Castor frowned. “Oh, that makes sense. Sort 
of. Why do you like me?” he asked. There was a beat of silence. 


“I... don’t... know... I just kind of do,” Castor said slowly. “I mean, I figured 
it was your Aphrodite-ness. Plus, you’re just fun to be around. Down to 
Earth and, um, you know. You look like that,” he mumbled. Percy smiled a 
little. This was an unexpected development. He thought back to Silena’s 
palm reading thing... she did say he liked blondes, didn’t he? 


But also, he hadn’t considered Castor like that until five seconds ago. Was 
that fair? Now that Percy thought about it... Castor was funny. Smart. 
Objectively, good-looking. He wouldn’t mind dating him. Drew also made 
that comment about him being behind in that regard... 


But he didn’t want to date Castor to blend in. That seemed cruel. Unless 
Percy liked him? Maybe Percy just thought he liked him because he wanted 
to use him, though. Oh, gods. This was a disaster. He didn’t know what to 
do with this information. And... oh, no. He was blonde. Silena would never 
let him hear the end of it if she found out. Castor tapped his knee, bringing 
him back down to the current situation. Percy jumped. 


“I... I think I might need some time to think,” he admitted. Castor bit his lip. 
“Only because I’ve never dated anyone before and... well, I don’t want to 
give them anymore material to work with,” he added with a dark look 
towards Zoé and Thalia. Castor’s face softened. 


“I get it. And no pressure either. It wasn’t really why I came. I just... you 
know, with Thalia. It made me a little anxious to think about,” he said. 
Percy gave a weak smile in return as he finished off the stitch he had been 
absently working on throughout the conversation. Wordlessly, he threw the 
clothes back to Castor. “Huh. You work fast,” he commented. “This looks 
really good.” 


It better. Silena made him cry three times while learning. 


“Thanks,” he said as he put his stuff away. Castor got up - probably to get 
some of the stew Grover made. “And Castor?” He called. The other boy 
turned back. “I’m... really glad you’re here,” he said quietly. Castor’s smile 
turned ridiculously sweet before he nodded and went back to where Grover 
was waiting. Percy smiled a little to himself, too. His stomach was doing 
small flips as he tried to shake his head free of any residual thoughts of 
dating. No, he had other things to worry about. 


The next day was filled with fun little snide comments and more monster 
fighting as they took a train West. Percy went out of his way to take on 
more than his share, but it seemed to do very little to impress his two not- 
so-best friends. Grover had tried to comfort him a few times, but Percy only 
shrugged him away. Things only got worse when Bianca came to him the 
next night when everyone was asleep to deliver dire news. 


“I summoned a ghost.” 


“You-? Why would you do that?” Percy asked, sitting up to make sure 
everyone else was still knocked out by the fire. Bianca bit her lip. 


“T just wanted to try and see. Just to know for sure,” she whispered. Percy 
flopped back on the ground. “The ghost was very nice. His name was Jared. 
He told me he died while eating tacos,” she informed him. Percy peered 
over at her. “...sorry. Maybe now is not the time,” she said. Percy got up, 
figuring this conversation shouldn’t be near anyone, even if they were 
asleep. Who knows if they had secret eavesdroppers? “What now?” 


“Well, we now know you’re almost definitely Hades’ kid,” he sighed. “How 
did you know how to do it?” He asked her. Bianca frowned. 


“I’m not sure,” she admitted. “It’s kind of like a song is stuck in my head? 
And once I start singing it, then things happen,” she explained with a shrug. 
Then went quiet. “I’m not, you know, like... them, am I?” She asked. Percy 
grimaced. “Zoé told me about what the other kdtaras did. She was... really 
weird about it,” she said, with a shake of her head. “I don’t want to be like 
that.” 


Percy nodded. Yeah, he was familiar with the feeling. 


“I don’t think you are,” he reassured her. Then hesitated. “You... don’t have 
a marking on you, right? Like a dot on your forearm or something?” He 
asked. Bianca frowned and rolled up her sleeves. Nothing. 


“I have a mole?” She said. Percy laughed. 


“No, I think you’re good. It was just something else I saw in my dream. 
One of the Big Three kids was talking about random marks showing up on 
people. I don’t know what it means,” he said. Then hesitated. “Hey, since 
you know how... could you, um, try to summon someone for me?” He 
asked. Bianca raised an eyebrow. “I think it would be helpful in this Big 
Three stuff,” he explained, wringing his hands together. Bianca shrugged 
and dusted off her hands. 


“T can try,” she told him, and Percy sat down across from her. “Who are you 
trying to summon?” 


“Her name was Evelyn,” Percy said and brought out her journal to hand 
over to her (because yes, he had packed that too. Sue him for being 
prepared). “Would this help?” 


“Evelyn Laurent,” she read and flipped through the pages. “Yeah, this 
would make it easier,” she said and put it down before placing her hand on 
the ground. The dirt underneath crumbled, leaving a small hole in its place. 
Percy watched as Bianca pulled off her pack and dumped some food in 
there, chanting under her breath. Percy wondered how she knew all of this. 
Was it really that natural to her? Maybe Hades sent someone to train her 
like Poseidon did Rhode. Before he could ask, the ground bubbled. Percy 
held his breath. 


Nothing. 
Bianca frowned and repeated the chant. 
Still nothing. 


“What’s wrong?” Percy asked. Bianca looked at her hands with a crease 
between her brows. 


“I... don’t know. I can’t feel any soul there. Maybe she’s too deep in the 
Underworld for me to reach her?” She asked. Percy bit his lip. Maybe... his 
skin prickled at the hundreds of other places her soul could be. What if all 
the 1940s kids were all thrown into Tartarus or something? The thought 
made his stomach flip. 


“Try Elliott Parker,” he said instead. Bianca looked doubtful but pressed her 
hands back into the ground. This time when she murmured, there was a soft 
light. It looked almost luminescent as it spiraled from the center until it 
almost touched the entire space between him and Bianca. Her chanting got 
louder - voice growing until it sounded like three Biancas were speaking at 
once - and then silence. “...did it work?” 


“That depends,” someone drawled. “Did you mean to summon me?” 
Aha. 


“Elliott Parker?” He asked. The boy smiled dryly. He was a bit older than 
Percy, with dirty blonde hair and possibly blue eyes. It was hard to tell since 
it looked like someone had sucked the saturation right out of him. It was 
surprising to see any color on him at all, given how pale and ghostly he 
was. Still, there was an obnoxious smirk on him and dark bags under his 
eyes. He was wearing a tie-dyed Camp Half-Blood shirt and jean shorts that 
stopped at his knees. Percy’s stomach clenched at the idea of his head being 
placed on a spike. 


“Depends who is asking.” 


“Pm asking,” Bianca said - her voice hardening into something more stern 
and confident than Percy had ever heard her. The ghost went rigid for a 
moment before giving her his complete attention. “Tell us who you are.” 


“Elliott Parker,” he said instantly. “Son of Phorcys.” 


“Phorcys?” Percy repeated. He didn’t have Annabeth to tell him who that 
was. “So, not Poseidon?” He asked. Elliott’s face soured. “Why did you lie? 
Why did you kill all those people?” He asked. 


“I just did what I was ordered to do,” he sneered. Bianca and Percy 
exchanged wary looks. “I was told to take the campers down under 
Poseidon’s name. My father is a god of the sea, so it was the best match. I 
did what I had to,” he said calmly. Percy shook his head. 


“Who ordered you?” Bianca asked him. “You realize you made Big Three 
kids look bad?” she asked. Elliott raised an eyebrow. 


“That was the point, yes. There had been no Big Three children in many 
years. Not since the 1940s. The campers didn’t remember the fear they 
caused. They had grown complacent. It was my job to have them 
remember,” he said. Percy stared. Something seemed to click into place. He 
had no real proof, but... 


“Who ordered you?” He asked, echoing Bianca’s question. “Was it 
Kronos?” He asked. Elliott looked at him. Then frowned. 


“I... I don’t know,” he said, sounding a little confused. Percy narrowed his 
eyes. Was he lying? He glanced at Bianca. 


“Answer honestly,” she pressed. Elliott jerked back. Then shook his head. 


“I don’t know. It was just... a voice,” he said, then looked around. “I don’t 
know,” he repeated quietly. There was a gust of wind, and Bianca jumped, 
quickly waving her hand so that Elliott disappeared. Part of Percy was 
disappointed at how quickly he had been whisked away, but understood her 
vigilance. She looked over to make sure no movement came by the fire and 
then turned to Percy. 


“You think it’s Kronos?” She asked. “That’s a heavy accusation to make.” 


“T really don’t know,” Percy admitted, rubbing the side of his arm. “But 
wouldn’t it make sense? I mean, all the unclaimed kids who are scared of 
being accused of being kdtaras? They’re going to the titan side. My first 
thought when finding about you was to send you to them,” he said. Bianca 
bit her lip. “Maybe he knew that. Maybe he purposely sent unclaimed kids 
to hurt the campers under the Big Three names to ensure any 
potential kdtaras or unclaimed demigods came to his side?” He asked. 
Bianca bit her lip. 


“But...” she began and trailed off. “If that’s the case, what do I do? What 
does Nico do?” She asked. Percy paused. That was a good question. He had 
been so excited about potentially figuring out the answer that the 
implications hadn’t settled on him. “If he’s the one orchestrating this, then 
why would I want to join his side? And why join the gods’ side if all 
they’re doing is killing us without realizing that we’re being framed?” She 
asked and crossed her arms over his chest. “And none of that explains what 
happened to the real Big Three kids,” she sighed. 


“T don’t know,” Percy admitted. “But it’s a theory. If we can get enough 
proof, then maybe we can figure something out. For now, I don’t think you 
should join Luke, though. Just in case,” he said. Luke. Silena. Did they 
know about this? No, they couldn’t. Maybe he would bring it up to them, 
and Silena can explain how he was wrong. She wouldn’t be on the side of 
someone who did something like that. No way. “Come on. Let’s go to bed. 
Tomorrow we should figure out how we’re going to hide you-” 


“Percy?” Bianca interrupted. He turned. “Thank you. I don’t know why 
you’re helping me, but... thank you,” she said quietly and glanced at 
Thalia’s sleeping form. “Are you helping her too?” 


Percy grimaced. 


“T’m trying,” he said and shook his head. “If you don’t rat me out for being 
a sympathizer, then maybe we can call it even,” he said with a weak smile. 
Bianca gave a weak smile and nodded. Silently, she went to the empty roll 
by the fire and collapsed on top of it. 


Another fun thing that happened that night: Percy had a dream about Zoé, 
and guess what? She knew Hercules and had owned his sword. 
That might explain why she got a little feral when she saw him using it. He 
wasn’t sure how to approach the situation, though. Instead, he just kept his 
mouth shut and kept trucking through the quest. It was admittedly a lot 
easier now that he had Grover and Castor by his side. 


Less fun? Skeletons with handguns. Percy managed to cut the bullets 
through the air, which was kind of awesome. Bianca had stabbed one right 
in the chest, which made it burst into flames. Luckily, Grover unknowingly 
saved them by suggesting she had hit a certain spot on it. They didn’t have 
too much time to evaluate with more skeletons after them with bullets (who 
decided to give skeletons handguns, anyway? What was that even about?). 
Percy’s new lion pelt did a pretty good job keeping him from getting shot. 
That and Thalia’s spear sent one off of a cliff when it got a little too close. 


“Come on, Pretty Boy,” she called, yanking up her spear after the last one 
went toppling over. Percy glowered after her. “You did good. Let’s keep 
moving before they reform again, though,” she said. Right. Good. Sure. 
Cutting bullets with a sword was good, he supposed. Percy rolled his eyes 
as he bitterly picked up his own weapon to follow. 


“I didn’t need you to get involved,” he said as he caught up to where the 
others were waiting by the edge of the forest. “I didn’t-” 


“Percy,” Zoé cut in, also looking exhausted for some reason. “It is quite...” 
she trailed off, making a face. “Romantic of you to join in this quest, but-” 


“Romantic?” Percy repeated. “Not this again. I’m here to save Annabeth. 
My friend. Why can’t you understand that I...?” he started but trailed off. 
Percy was hit with a sudden realization of sorts... Aphrodite kids were 
renowned for being vain, but now he was wondering how true that even 
was. With all these sorts of belittling comments and snide remarks... it felt 
like he had to shout to remind everyone he had done more than be claimed. 
Swallowing, he shook his head. “Nevermind,” he said bitterly. “You don’t 
care.” 


“Aphrodite kids,” Zoé informed Bianca wisely. “They are always very 
sensitive. Be wary of their feelings.” 


Percy closed his eyes. No. No, he would not lose his temper and cause a 
wave of water to squash this hunter into the ground. He wouldn’t do it. He 
was bigger than that. More mature. Castor put away his sword, eyeing 
Percy warily. Before he could speak, Thalia jumped in. 


“Back off,” she said, possibly reading Percy’s face. As if she was much 
better. “Look what happened when you pissed off his sister-” 


“We had nothing to do with what happened to Phoebe,” Percy snapped. 
“That was the Hermes cabin. If it was us, then none of you would be going 
on any quest.” 


“Oh, yeah?” Zoé scoffed. “What were you going to do? Give us all 
makeovers?” 


“Hey,” Percy shot back. “You’ve been part of the Hunt for like a thousand 
years, right? Did you know Polyphonte personally? Before she decided to 
go fuck a bear, I mean,” he said. Zoé’s eyes flashed dangerously. 


“You brag about your mother ruining an innocent girl like that?” 


“I’m not bragging about anything,” Percy said and narrowed his eyes. “I’m 
pointing out that looking pretty isn’t exactly the only thing Aphrodite is 
known for,” he said coldly. “I came here to save my friend. I already saved 
everyone’s asses here at least once. You’re welcome, by the way,” he said 
with a sarcastic wave. “So if you want to sit there and pretend that you’re 
carrying my weight, then... well, why don’t we keep in mind which goddess 
is the one we’re rescuing?” He asked. “Because it isn’t my mother.” 


“Yeah,” Bianca piped up. Everyone turned to her. “Because she’s in a net 
somewhere!” 


Silence. 


“What?” 


“Because... I thought Hephaestus... It’s been a while since I’ve learned any 
mythology,” she admitted, shoulders slumping. Thalia patted her back. “I 
thought I was onto something.” 


“Hephaestus does try to trap her and Ares sometimes,” Percy shrugged. 
“Want to try again?” 


“Oh, um, sure,” Bianca flushed. “Yeah! Because she’s probably caught in a 
net somewhere with her boy toy, right?” She asked. The others looked at 
one another for a moment before all giving subtle ‘oohs’ as Percy tried his 
best to look offended. “Okay, you don’t have to pretend it was good...” 


“No! It was! I’m trying to think of a comeback-” 


“There is no return,” Zoé said. “She devastated you with words. Your will is 
now broken.” 


“Right, of course,” Percy agreed. “I’m devastated.” 


Bianca narrowed her eyes suspiciously before puffing out her chest when 
nobody started laughing. Zoé’s face softened for a moment before giving 
Percy another withering look and going back towards... well, wherever 
those two liked to hang out. Possibly to go annoy poor Grover, who was 
still trying to recreate the acorn trick. Thalia shook her head. 


“Sorry about them.” 


“About them?” Percy asked warily. Thalia tilted her head. He really 
shouldn’t be ticking her off. She had a temper that was just as bad as his 
own. He was just... so tired. Frustrated. “You’re not much better,” he 
muttered as he pushed back. Thalia grabbed his arm. 


“T’m sorry,” she said. Percy scowled. “I know you’re here for Annabeth. As 
her friend,” she rectified when Percy’s scowl deepened. “And I know 
you’re... not like the rest-” 


“Finish that. I swear to every god I can name,” Percy said and shoved her 
hand off of him. “My siblings are awesome. Stop knocking them just 
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because - I don’t even know why!” He snapped, throwing up his hands. 
“Silena is a big part of the reason you weren’t killed the second you became 
de-pineconed, so if you could show the barest hint of respect, that would be 
awesome,” he said. Thalia’s lips pursed. “Besides, it’s funny,” he added 
coolly. “This is technically my third quest. Silena went on one too. And... 
this is your first, right? Given that you couldn’t even make it to camp 
alive?” He asked. 


It was a really unfair thing to say. Annabeth would have broken his nose if 
she had heard it. Still, he almost wanted Thalia to fight him. He could hold 
his own against her. He was sure of it. 


Thalia didn’t lash out like he expected her to, though. Instead, she sighed. 


“Normally, I would electrocute you for that,” she said and then looked him 
over. “But I have been giving you a lot of crap recently, haven’t I?” She 
asked. Percy kicked the ground with a shrug. “I’m sorry. For real, this time. 
Silena did save my life. So did you... and it isn’t like I’m a huge Artemis 
fan at the moment,” she sighed, looking over her shoulder towards Zoé. 
“Maybe I just don’t get along with anyone,” she said, voice going a little 
low as her eyes fell to the ground. “I guess... I’m just a little jealous 
sometimes. Not that - you know - it makes it okay, but-” 


“Jealous? Jealous of what?” Percy asked. Thalia’s expression went strange 
for a moment before she slapped her spear back on her wrist, letting it 
reform into her bracelet. 


“Zoé has the hunters. You have your siblings. Bianca had both now,” she 
said wistfully. “My family is... dead, on the titan’s side, or kidnapped by the 
titan’s side,” she said and swallowed. “And here I am. The Big Three kid 
that everyone wants dead. I’m pretty sure even my father wished I hadn’t 
come back,” she said, rubbing the back of her neck. 


Percy felt his feelings pause for a moment. 
“I know that... must be scary. Thinking everyone wants you dead.” 


Thalia shrugged. 


“Its okay,” she said, not meeting his eyes. “I, um, just try to... justify it. 
Being alive, I mean. I guess part of me thinks that if I put everyone around 
me down, that someone might think I’m important enough to keep alive for 
a bit longer,” she said and gave a wry smile. “Not really a good tactic, 
huh?” 


Percy wished he could tell her how much he understood. 
“I don’t want you dead.” 
“No?” 


“Not for being Zeus’ daughter,” he said. “But sometimes you really piss me 
off.” 


Thalia’s lips quirked up. 


“Well, I don’t really want you off this quest,” Thalia told him. Percy raised 
an eyebrow. “Not for being a useless Aphrodite kid, anyways... but 
sometimes you really piss me off too.” 


Percy laughed. 
“I can accept that.” 


“And it’s okay that you aren’t identical to your siblings. Aphrodite is 
powerful. You’re powerful. They’re powerful too,” she shrugged. “You just 
seem to be the one who is doing anything with it,” she said. Percy threw his 
sword down and collapsed on the log next to them. 


“Well, we aren’t given a lot of chances to without someone bitching about 
it,” he said. “I would have been fine to sit this one out if it weren’t for 
Annabeth. I wouldn’t have even gotten that fleece if it weren’t for Grover,” 
he admitted. Thalia hummed before sitting down next to him. 


“You didn’t smack Bianca down,” she noted. “No Aphrodite-tongue with 
her?” She asked. Percy snorted. He wondered how his father felt about that. 
Percy’s snappy comments and sarcastic sense of humor were always 


credited to Aphrodite. Apparently, she was two sides of the same coin. The 
same voice that held the most sugar also held the most venom. 


“T thought about it,” he sighed. “But she doesn’t mean any of it. Besides, 
what I was thinking was too harsh.” 


“Ooh. Tell me.” 
“No. It’s too mean.” 


“T won’t judge you for it,” Thalia promised. Percy sighed and looked over 
his shoulder to make sure the rest of the group was far away before 
answering with a sigh. 


“that at least I was going to actually go back to my siblings,” he said. 
Thalia’s mouth dropped. “I know! It was too mean. I couldn’t say it. If she’s 
happy, then that’s all that matters,” he said quickly. It did feel wrong... 
especially after Bianca confessed her guilt over the whole thing. Thalia bit 
her lip. 


“That is too harsh,” she agreed quietly. “I don’t know how she did it. I 
would have never left my brother...” she murmured. Percy jerked up. 


“What?” he asked. Thalia’s eyes widened. Before she could respond, the air 
crackled suddenly, and the smell of flowers and the sea filled the air. 


“Hello, darling.” 
Percy got up and frowned. Speak of the devil... 


“Mom?” he asked. Aphrodite beamed. She had changed from the last time 
he had seen her. Percy wondered what that said about him. She wore a dark 
red dress of satin, hair loose and rolling freely down her back. He was 
reminded a bit of Annabeth, actually. Though Annabeth didn’t have violet 
eyes. He could still see his mother and Silena alongside some TV show 
actress he used to have a crush on... which was not what one wanted to 
think about when looking at one’s fake-mother, but sure. 


“Yes!” She said brightly and grabbed either side of his shoulders, kissing 
his cheeks. “Oh, look at you. You’ve grown!” She said and put a hand on 
her chest. “Oh, just so handsome- hello, Thalia Grace,” she added. Thalia 
stood up and bowed. “Oh, no need for that. Just don’t tell on me to your 
father, and we’ll call it even,” she winked and tapped the end of Percy’s 
nose. “You and I need to talk real fast! Give us a moment?” she asked. 
Thalia glanced between the two before nodding and walking off towards 
where the others went. 


“Um, why are you-” he began, but Aphrodite’s smile vanished. 


“And just what... In the name of the gods... Do you think you’re doing?” 
she asked. 


Damnit. Drew had been right. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


YAY! We're halfway through! Officially, the first arc finishes next 
chapter, though. Then we can move onto the... other part... so we got 
that coming! Thanks again for reading and being excited about this 
with me lol. I'll see you this weekend for Chapter 6! 


6. Chapter 6 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Welcome back!!! We are officially finishing with the third book which 
is so crazy. 


That being said, this chapter has SO much going on. Literally so much. 
It's really long and just jammed pack with a bunch of different things 
so I highly recommend a snack, some water, and a blanket. I would 
also like to apologize for... any pain caused. Pls don't be mad at me. 


Percy was forever grateful for everything Silena had done for him since he 
set foot into camp. However, in these moments, he felt a specific wave of 
gratitude for her ruthless demand for perfection regarding his French. He 
had once hated her for insisting that he asked for a bandage with no hint of 
an accent as he bled out after a game of Capture the Flag, but now he was 
pretty sure it was the only thing keeping his identity from being revealed as 
Aphrodite spoke - speaking rapidly and harshly so that if anyone else tried 
to eavesdrop, they would just hear an angry whirl of ‘hon’ and ‘vu’ and 
‘baguette’ (not really, but two years ago Percy would have sworn that 
French sounded just like that). 


“You know,” she began, holding up a hand. “I understood the first illegal 
quest. I was a little concerned with the second, but I understood,” she said, 
and when Percy opened his mouth, spoke louder. “But I draw the line with 
you running off with a bunch of Artemis’ little celibates and Zeus’ 
daughter! Zeus’ daughter,” she hissed. Percy bit his lip. Okay, she was... 
very upset. Not good. “You expect me to be okay with my son running off 
with a katara after what the last one did to a child of mine? Do you think 
Artemis’ half-wits would protect you if she went rabid?” 


“T can protect myself!” 


“Not against that thing,” she snapped, and Percy’s eyes narrowed. “And that 
all this for that Athena girl? No. I’m not having it,” she said. Percy looked 
away. “Now I have Dionysus snapping at me because his son followed you 


here, and what’s even worse is that I had to hear my son went 
missing again from Poseidon, of all people-“ 


“Poseidon?” Percy cut in. Was that a joke? “Poseidon told you I left camp?” 


“I’m guessing he knew because you took a pegasus,” Aphrodite said, 
raising her hands, though there was something in her voice that told him she 
wasn’t sure either. “Either way, customs dictate that you pray to your godly 
parent before going on a quest. Perhaps you have not done a proper one to 
know such a thing,” she said and with a long breath. Percy could not 
believe this. His dad snitched on him to his fake-mom? Cold. “You’re going 
back to camp.” 


“What?” Percy asked, switching to English. “No, I’m not.” 
Aphrodite’s eyes flashed. 


“Did that sound like a request?” she asked and took another step towards 
him. “You told me when you returned that bolt that you would do whatever 
you could to honor me. This is a far cry from that, Perseus. Get back to 
camp.” 


“But Annabeth-“ 


“She’s gone. Dionysus told you that. I am all for a story of sweet heroes 
rescuing others, but not when Artemis is involved and not with my son’s 
life on the line. Maybe if it had been any other goddess - or if you weren’t 
hunters. Or maybe even if she wasn’t with you,” she added with a nod 
towards Thalia. “Then I might consider it. However, it is all of those things, 
and this is not your quest. Go back to camp.” 


Percy stared - momentarily shocked into silence. Anger swirled in his chest. 
Was that how it was? He clenched his jaw, glowering back. 


“Or what?” he asked quietly. “Are you going to throw me into that garden 
with all the unclaimed demigods? I hear it isn’t very secure there these 
days.” 


In retrospect... not the smartest thing to say. The look on Aphrodite’s face 
was not one he would forget anytime soon. Pure anger that had him 
rethinking everything he had ever said in his life. It sent fear straight down 
to the center of his bones - keeping him completely still as her eyes seemed 
to burn a color that didn’t even exist. 


“Lady Aphrodite,” Zoé’s voice called. “What a lovely surprise.” 


“My temper is not well reigned at the moment, Hunter,” she said without 
her eyes leaving Percy. “I would choose your next words wisely, or perhaps 
my son can get a better understanding of my wrath as I decide a fitting 
punishment for you,” she told her. Zoé scoffed. 


“A fitting punishment,” she repeated - perhaps not sensing the danger or 
being entirely too bold. “Would you have me fall in love with a bear, too? 
Lust after a cricket or whatever it is you do?” she asked. “Perhaps I will 
merely sic Thalia on you. Violence has never been your forté, has it?” She 
asked. Thalia rolled her eyes as she muttered something under her breath 
that didn’t sound kind. 


Aphrodite turned, looking over Zoé with a terrifying glint in her eyes. Percy 
felt his skin prickle in warming. There had always been something 
unsettling about Aphrodite, but he had never seen her truly pissed off to 
know what it was. Even now, he wasn’t sure what exactly they had tapped 
into. 


“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, and a feral smile crossed her lips. “It has been 
far too long since we’ve seen one another,” she said and then took a step 
forward. Everyone collectively tensed. “You wound me, little hunter. I 
thought over the many years we’ve hated one another, you might have least 
gotten to know me a bit better,” she said with a fake pout. Zoé opened her 
mouth, but something seemed to snatch the voice right out of her as her 
hand went to her throat in alarm. “Don’t like violence? My sweet, out of all 
the gods I could have chosen to be my great love, I chose Ares. I lust after 
violence,” she said quietly, leaning in. Zoé didn’t take a step back. “But go 
ahead. Give me a reason to rip that kdtara’s throat out.” 


“Mom,” Percy said, a little horrified. Bianca had gone pure white - eyes 
wide as she subtly stepped back. This probably wasn’t the most inspiring 
introduction after learning her parentage. “Stop-“ 


“I want your son on this quest,” Zoë cut in. Wait. Percy blinked. What? 
Even Aphrodite paused at that. “I have five spots to fill. Two belong to 
Bianca and myself. One has been assigned to the satyr and another to Thalia 
Grace. However, there are two boys here, and I think as quest leader, it is 
my right to choose which one is my fifth official member,” she said, and 
turned to look at Percy with a sigh. “And I do choose you,” she said, voice 
growing a little quiet. 


“You do this to spite me,” Aphrodite began, but Zoë shook her head. 


“T am choosing him because...” she trailed off for a moment and then made 
a pained face. “Because he was right. You have fought well,” she told him 
with a nod. “You have fought bravely, and you have fought to save your 
friend. I would do the same for any member of the Hunt. I can appreciate 
you doing the same for Annabeth,” she said, voice going soft. “And you 
honor that sword you use. I wasn’t sure at first, but... I appreciate what 
you’ve done here. For all the members of this quest,” she said and met his 
eyes. 


For all members of this quest. She knew. She knew about Bianca. 


Percy shouldn’t be surprised. Zoé was a wild card that he couldn’t get a 
read on... still, he felt his breath catch for a moment before quickly 
schooling his expression. 


“You cannot force him back if I choose him... and I do,” Zoé finally said 
and gave a weak smile. “Officially, he is part of this quest, my lady.” 


Big yikes. Percy glanced at the goddess, readying himself for whatever 
response may come. She was staring at Zoé with narrowed eyes. Then 
turned her gaze onto Percy. He cleared his throat and stepped forward next 
to her. 


“Please?” He asked and bit his lip. “Technically... you could say Artemis 
would be indebted to you, right? That’s got to be nice?” He asked. Zoé shot 
him an irritated look. “I mean, not only am I your son, but I’m also a boy. I 
hear she isn’t the biggest fan of those,” he reasoned. At that, Aphrodite 
scoffed, crossing her arms over her chest with a mutter of something that 
Percy decided wasn’t best translated. After a few seconds of silence, she 
shook her head. 


“You are... much harder to handle than the rest of my children,” she 
muttered. Percy tried not to panic at the glint of uncertainty in her eyes. 
“Very well,” she said and stepped away from Zoé. “I will allow this, but 
Perseus... this is a favor to you. I will expect you to make things right 
between you and me,” she warned. Percy tried to give a reassuring smile. It 
fell a little flat. With a slight purse of her lips, she turned to Thalia. “The 
last Big Three child who caused me pain had his head placed on a spike,” 
she said and offered a wry smile. “Perhaps remember that as you move 
forward.” 


Gods, Percy wanted to tell her so badly that it hadn’t been a son of 
Poseidon... still, what could he say that wouldn’t make her more suspicious 
of him? Within this past year, he had already brought their relationship to a 
boiling point. He couldn’t keep pushing her like this. 


“T would never hurt Percy,” Thalia said coolly. “I owe my life as it is. He’s 
my friend,” she said, and her shoulders slumped. “...sometimes I think he 
might be my only friend,” she muttered. Percy jerked his eyes up at that. He 
wanted to say that wasn’t true. Annabeth was still alive. He knew that deep 
down. She had to be. 


Aphrodite pursed her lips. 


“Very well,” she said and gave them all an unreadable look. “Then perhaps 
I will offer you a bit of advice as you journey forth,” she said, and gave 
them a pleasant smile. It was so sweet and welcoming that you would have 
never suspected she had been threatening them ten seconds ago. “You must 
journey through my husband’s junkyard. Be wary not to take anything. 
There will be dire consequences if you do,” she said. The group all looked 
at one another. 


“What kind of consequen-“ Bianca began, but Aphrodite had already gone. 
She frowned. Then turned to Percy. “Your mom is scary.” 


“I can’t believe you almost got sent home,” Thalia snorted, and Percy 
kicked some dirt at her. She cackled. “Zoé had to give you permission to 
stay,” she told him. From beside her, Castor frowned. 


“So...” he said put his hands in his pockets. “I’m just kind of here, huh?” 
Percy laughed. 


“T would pick you for my quest,” he said, and Castor grinned. “Besides, I 
get the feeling you’ll probably save our asses a few times before this is all 
over,” he added, and then gave a slight grimace. “Also, you’re going to 
have to protect me from your dad when we get back because if he blames 
me for leading you away...” 


“Really? You’re scared of my dad?” 


“Oh, I’m sorry. Have you not met him? He’s the guy who threatened to turn 
me into an earring a few weeks ago.” 


“That’s cold,” Bianca frowned. “Not even a pair of earrings? Just the one?” 
Percy gestured to her. 
“You get it.” 


“He wouldn’t actually,” Castor said and then paused. “Maybe. Probably not. 
Well...” he looked at Percy for a couple seconds. “Yeah, Pll protect you,” he 
finally relented. Percy rolled his eyes but tried not to look too pleased with 
that. Castor grinned back and - oh no. Nope. Bad. Good? Percy’s brain was 
melting. What was happening? Castor didn’t really give him a chance to 
come up with a response since Grover indignantly cut in to tell Thalia that 
he was, in fact, her friend. Percy felt his face soften at Thalia’s look of 
uncertainty before turning to find Zoé walking towards their bags to pack 
up some weapons. 


“Thank you,” Percy said, walking up next to her. Zoé glanced at him. “For... 
helping me out there. With my mom,” he explained. Zoë said nothing. “I 
know that, um, you and I haven’t really been seeing eye-to-eye and...” he 
trailed off when Zoé turned to him. Her eyes studied him before touching 
the circlet on her head and smiling weakly. 


“No. I’ve never been fond of your mother, but I don’t believe we were 
enemies until Hippolytus.” 


“Hippolytus?” Percy repeated and tilted his head. “I don’t know that story.” 


“Ah, I doubt it’s told often in your cabin,” Zoé mused. “He was the son of 
Theseus,” she said, and Percy felt his interest pique. Theseus, huh? Percy 
had heard of his long-dead brother. “He was a close friend with Lady 
Artemis. A good hunter who had no interest in any sort of romance,” she 
shrugged. Percy hummed. He doubted Aphrodite was content with that. 
“Often, he hunted with us, and when Aphrodite tried to force him to fall in 
love, he was offered a place in our ranks.” 


“I thought you didn’t accept boys?” 


“There are exceptions for those who are worthy and need protection,” Zoé 
said and then gave a long sigh. “But Aphrodite got her revenge. She found a 
way to get Theseus to kill his own son,” Zoé told him. Percy’s mouth fell 
open. “Worry not, Artemis found a way to bring him back to life and keep 
him hidden, but... it was a terrifying day for all of us,” she said solemnly. 
“To think she would rather us dead than to have a perfectly fulfilling life 
without that kind of love...” she shook her head. 


Percy didn’t know what to say. 
“Tm sorry,” he finally went with. “That’s awful.” 
Zoë looked at him. 


“Your sword once belonged to me,” she said suddenly. Percy nodded. 


“I know,” he told her. “I saw it in a dream with Heracles,” he said. She gave 
a weak smile. “Here. You should have it back,” he told her with a shake of 
his head. “If I had known it was yours in the beginning, I would have given 
it sooner-“ 


“No, no,” she said and stopped him from grabbing it. “It is yours. I doubt I 
will need any weapon for much longer,” she said wistfully. Percy frowned 
at her. “There is something, though... something I need to talk to you 
about,” she said and licked her lips. Giving another weary sigh, she went 
through the whole thing. Ladon. Her father. Heracles. Percy didn’t know 
what to say to any of it. The whole thing felt so surreal that he could only 
stare. “I thought,” she finished with a sigh. “That he gave you that sword. 
That you were perhaps working with him.” 


Percy tilted his head. 
Working for him? For who? 
“Heracles?” Percy asked. “Didn’t he die forever ago?” 


“No need to age me, but technically, he did die,” Zoë scoffed. “He was 
made into a god shortly after. The god of courage, bravery, and heroes,” she 
said with bitterness lacing his tone. Percy nodded. 


“Gross.” 


Zoé laughed. It wasn’t her usual one either - the one where she was 
belittling or making a mean comment. It was a genuine laugh that reminded 
him of bells and wind chimes. 


“T thought so too,” she admitted and shook her head. “I used to feel bad. We 
rarely saw one another, but the last I heard of him... he was bitter and tired,” 
she murmured, running a hand over her braid. “But now...” she trailed off, 
biting her lip. Percy waited. Then turned to him. “I know you’ve been 
helping Bianca,” she said. Percy tensed. He suspected as much, but it felt 
terrifying to say aloud. 


“You... know about Bianca?” He asked cautiously. Zoé nodded. 


“T’ve been alive for over two thousand years in this Hunt. I’ve met a variety 
of people. Most gods don’t spend enough time with mortals to really pick 
up the differences amongst us, but... Lady Artemis will be able to tell as 
well,” she warned. Percy closed his eyes. Damnit. “I’ve seen many children 
of the Big Three,” Zoé continued. “They’re not all bad people. Some of 
them have been. Some of them have also been very good people. What 
happened to those kids...” 


“Did you know them?” 


“Know them?” Zoé laughed. “Several of them were hunters. They didn’t 
just kill those at Camp Half-Blood. They dragged them from our ranks to 
Olympus and executed them all. Some of them had, admittedly, gotten 
crazed and violent, but others were still perfectly fine.” 


“What do you think happened? Was it like a disease?” 


“I wouldn’t quite call it that,” Zoë said slowly and shook her head. “It was... 
like watching an animal in a trap. There was something behind their eyes. 
Something scared and confused,” she explained. “Even as they did horrible, 
horrible things, there was just that look of fear trapped behind them. I think 
some tried to fight it,” she said with a shudder. “I tried to tell Lady Artemis, 
but she was so upset that they had killed so many of us that she wouldn’t 
hear it.” 


“You'll help protect her, right?” Percy asked. Zoë pursed her lips. “Bianca? 
She and Nico are... they’re good kids,” he decided. “Would Artemis really 
turn her over?” She asked. Zoé glanced over her shoulder. Thalia was 
laughing at something Bianca said while Grover and Castor both loudly 
objected with outraged expressions. Percy felt his heart swell a bit at the 
sight of it. Without the weight of the world on them... they just looked like 
normal teenagers. 


“T don’t know,” Zoé finally said. “Artemis made the Hunt to protect women 
in a time of... well, to protect us,” she said with a sigh. “And to take in 
outcasts who might be left to the whims of men who cannot value more 
than their wants,” she added and then shook her head. “But even Artemis 


quails under the threat of the Big Three children. They killed so many good 
hunters, and the one boy almost slaughtered her...” 


Oh no. 
“What boy?” 


“The Hades one,” Zoé grimaced. Yep. Hugo. It must have been Artemis’ 
ichor that covered him in that dream. That had been what Percy was afraid 
of. “So, I’m not sure how she will feel about protecting another child of 
Hades, but I will try my best to look after her while I can,” Zoé said slowly 
and then shook her head. “Percy, there’s something else I need to tell you-“ 
she began but was cut off by a loud bang. 


“A boar!” Grover shouted as the thing crashed into the ground. Boar. That 
seemed like an understatement. The boar in question was about the size of a 
pickup truck with tusks that could have been the length of Percy’s arm. Zoé 
stood up, grabbing her bow. 


“The Erymanthian Boar,” she said. Percy nodded. Great. Now that they had 
its name, it would surely be defeated (silently, he apologized to Zoé for the 
sarcasm). The boar gave a loud squeal before rushing at them. Bianca 
launched an arrow at it, but it bounced uselessly off of its fur. 


“I got it!” Thalia shouted and summoned a lightning bolt as she threw her 
spear. The boar paused at that - turning to her as if indignant that she had 
even tried such a thing. Thalia flipped it off in response. “Any other ideas?” 
she called when the boar turned to trot towards her. Castor brought out his 
sword, looking thoughtfully at it. 


“T could try to trap it with-“ he began but was cut off by Grover gasping. 
The group paused as he scrambled out in front of it. “Grover, be careful!” 
Castor shouted in alarm. Percy looked around. Maybe he could lure it 
towards a cliff or something... 


“He’s a gift!” Grover said excitedly. “A gift from Pan!” 


Silence fell over them as the group looked at each other and then towards 
the boar still roaring behind Grover. 


“That’s a terrible gift,” Bianca finally said. Grover scowled at her. “...sorry,” 
she added with a shrug. Her bow was still raised - eyes narrowed slightly at 
the potential threat. 


“T think it’s here for us to ride,” Grover said. Zoé spluttered. Percy, for 
once, agreed. He wasn’t too enthralled by the idea of riding that thing. Let 
alone having them all ride that thing. Someone would definitely fall off, and 
it looked uncomfortable and- 


They ended up riding the boar. All the way West. Percy was (once again) 
not having a great time. When the thing finally landed after hours (no days, 
no years) later, he flopped to the ground with a small cry of relief. He 
wasn’t a fan of flying as it was. His first summer at camp had consisted of 
Silena forcing him on pegasi at higher and higher levels so that he didn’t 
freak out at much. To be fair, he could tolerate flying on pegasi pretty well. 


The boar, though? Screw that boar. 
“WE LIVED!” 


“Speak for yourself,” Castor said as he slid off. “Did we lose anyone?” He 
asked and did a quick headcount. “Wait - where’s Bianca?” He asked. From 
the ground, Bianca gave a strangled scream. “Ah, found her,” he said, and 
turned to Percy. “You good down there?” 


“The view is good,” Percy grinned up at him. Castor flushed. Aha! 
Percy could flirt. Years of watching Mitchell and Silena work had finally 
paid off. He sat up, perhaps a little too pleased with himself, before 
realizing he wasn’t supposed to be flirting with Castor. Didn’t he already go 
over this? It was wrong just to date someone to blend in. 


...was it blending in if he actually liked him, though? Did Percy like him? 
This was a disaster. 


“Ew,” Thalia said from where she had taken out an apple to bite into. “Get a 
room.” 


Now it was Percy’s turn to flush. 
“I wasn’t-“ 


“Aw,” a voice said, and Percy whirled around with a sense of horror to find 
an IM behind him. Silena’s face was smirking from where she looked to be 
sitting by the lake, dark eyes glittering. “I think that’s the first time I’ve 
seen you flirt,” she said. Percy silently made a vow that he never would 
again. This was the worst thing to have ever happened to him - and yes, he 
said that as a child whose existence warranted execution. Silena switched to 
French, “Castor, huh? I suppose he is blonde-“ 


“I don’t need this right now.” 
“Uh-huh,” Silena scoffed. “I heard Mom is pissed at you. What happened?” 
“How do you even know what?” 


“I, uh, was visiting Olympus recently,” she said, and Percy’s brows raised. 
“Overheard some gods as I was making friends,” she whispered. Crap. That 
was bold of her to do with the security so high. “That perfume you gave me 
really is coming in handy,” she said. 


“Silena, be careful. How many demigods did you get out of that garden?” 


“Four,” she said. “I managed to drape the fleece, so there was a piece over 
different plants-“ 


“Silena.” 


“What do you expect of me, Percy?” she sighed. “You know where I stand 
on this,” she said. Percy looked around. He knew nobody could understand 
them - well, maybe Zoé could (being two thousand years old probably 
meant she knew lots of languages) - but it still left him antsy. He took a 
deep breath. 


“Silena, I think Kronos might be the one behind what happened to the Big 
Three kids,” he said. Silena paused. “I haven’t pieced it all together, but...” 
he trailed off before launching into what happened with Elliott Parker and 
Bianca. Silena pursed her lips as she listened, brows furrowed. “And there 
is still stuff I don’t understand. Luke is hanging out with some guy called 
the General?” He frowned with a shake of his head. “And-“ 


“Atlas.” 
“What?” 


“The General. That’s Atlas,” Silena said as Percy’s brain sputtered out. As 
in the guy who held up the sky? That Atlas? But he was walking around 
with Luke. If he was gallivanting in Percy’s dream, then...? His eyes 
widened. 


“Silena, tell me you don’t know where Artemis is.” 
She closed her eyes. 


“Don’t make me feel guilty,” she muttered as Percy’s jaw dropped. “Why 
not Artemis?! With Atlas free, he can go be general to Kronos’ army. We’re 
working to take down the gods. She’s a god. Why not?” She asked 
defensively. Percy snapped his mouth shut. He didn’t know what to say. In 
theory, he had known what side of the war Silena was on, but now that 
actual progress was being made... he inwardly sighed. As far as anyone was 
aware, Annabeth and Artemis had both been kidnapped. Zoé probably 
didn’t know about this sky business. His stomach curled. 


“And what is Annabeth doing?” He asked, narrowing his eyes. “You said 
you didn’t know if she was safe.” 


“I don’t,” Silena admitted. “But, Percy, look. She’s with Luke. Chances are 
she’s switched sides, or she’s just being held captive. I doubt Luke would 
hurt her, though. It’s Annabeth. He helped raised her. He isn’t going to let 
anything bad happen,” she reassured him. Percy pursed his lips. He 
supposed that was true. His hand went towards her Yankees cap. He wished 


it had at least fell with her down that cliff. If she had it, then maybe she 
could escape herself... 


“T know,” he finally said, and shook his head. “But just so you know... if I 
find Artemis, then I’m going to help save her, too. Zoé isn’t that bad, and 
she says-“ 


“You want Artemis freed when Bianca is in her ranks?” Silena asked 
skeptically. Percy groaned. Why was this so hard? “Percy, I won’t try to 
sway you. I know you’re trying your best with everything, but... if you 
don’t have proof it’s Kronos, then are you better than the gods? I mean, they 
were the ones who jumped to conclusions about the Big Three kids.” 


“The proof was in the dead bodies!” Percy said loudly and paused. Why 
was he defending them so vehemently? What kind of weird, toxic thought 
process was this? To defend the people hunting him? Was he actually right, 
or was he brainwashed? His stomach curdled at the thought. This was all so 
confusing and scary. He wasn’t even sure he knew up from down at this 
point. Silena gave him a pitying look. 


“You might be right,” she said softly. “I’ll look into it. If that happened, 
then I’m not sure I want to help them either,” she said. Percy nodded. “Just 
focus on Annabeth for now... and Castor,” she added with a small smirk. 
Percy made a face at her. “Don’t worry, we’ll work on your flirting later,” 
she added with a wink. Percy gave her a few chosen words under his breath 
before swiping the message away. Somehow, he felt more lost than when he 
first called her. 


Maybe he should talk more to Bianca about all of this. She was a Big Three 
kid too. Maybe she would get it. Except... well, Bianca seemed just as lost 
as him within the midst of everything. He didn’t blame her. She had been 
shoved into the role within a week and was in hiding, just like he was. Hell, 
she knew less than Percy. It felt cruel to keep leaning on her instead of 
backing off to let her adjust. 


“Hey, Tough Guy,” Thalia called as she grabbed her bag and flung it over 
her shoulder. “Artemis Jr. over there says she wants to get moving soon,” 
she said with a jerk of her head towards an exasperated Zoé. “Apparently, 


that junkyard your mom was talking about it that way. Once we get through 
that, then we’ll be good to go grab Annabeth.” 


Percy stared. Well, Bianca wasn’t the only Big Three kid around... and 
Thalia seemed like the only person in his life who actually knew what she 
was doing. He looked around to where the others were eating lunch. 


“Wait... Thalia,” he said and grabbed her arm. She tensed, but didn’t jerk 
away. “There’s something I need to talk to you about,” he said quietly and 
looked around. “It’s about the Big Three kids,” he said, and she slowly 
crossed her arms over her chest, chin jutting out. 


“Pm listening.” 


So Percy explained. The best he could, anyway. He went from the journal to 
his dreams to (vaguely) explaining he had reasons to believe Elliott Parker 
wasn’t a son of Poseidon at all. Thalia was quiet through most of it, 
occasionally nodding as her fingers twitched towards her bracelet. When he 
finally finished, she swallowed and looked at the sky. 


“So,” she began quietly. “It looks as if neither side is looking after my 
kind,” she said, and then a small smile touched her lips. “Other than you, I 
mean,” she said. There was so much defeat in her voice that Percy was a 
little taken aback. In the short year that he had known Thalia... defeat had 
never been a note he had ever heard in her voice. 


“But don’t you see?” Percy said. “If it is Kronos, then we can prove it! 
Show the gods. Then you’ll be free, and it’ll be okay, right?” He asked. 
Thalia gave him a weak smile before moving her hands behind her back. 
Percy was pretty sure it was to keep him from seeing them tremble. 


“Percy,” she said and then looked away before taking another long breath. 
“Tt isn’t that simple. In a way, isn’t it kind of worse?” she asked. He 
blinked. What? Worse? How? “That all those kids were just... victims of 
Kronos somehow, and the gods still killed them? They didn’t bother to 
figure this out themselves? To care enough to see if they could help before 
all of this? For the love of Zeus, they turned unclaimed kids into plants. 


They let demigods kill each other. And for what?” she asked, voice 
breaking. “For what?” 


“I... I mean, they killed lots of people,” Percy said, wringing his hands 
together. “Maybe they tried to figure out to help, and they couldn’t. And 
after Kronos is taken care of, we won’t have to worry about it anymore,” he 
said. Thalia shook her head. 
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“I don’t think it works like that. I’ve only just had this year...” she 
murmured. “This one year of feeling like a damn animal in a zoo. Even if 
they told me that Big Three kids were legal tomorrow, I would never trust a 
single one of them again,” she said. “Not a god. Not a camper. Not... 
anyone. They killed me. They turned me into a tree. They kept me in a 
cage. And now they’re sending me out on errands to beg for my own life,” 
she said and shook her head. “Part of me just wants to head to the titans 
anyway,” she muttered. 


“What? If they did this-?” 


“I don’t know,” Thalia shrugged. “They didn’t do anything to me. Not 
directly, anyway,” she said. Silence fell between them. “Sorry, that’s a 
stupid thing to say. I just... am really tired,” she shrugged. “You wouldn’t 
get it-“ 


“I do,” Percy said. “Thalia, I... I get it. More than you know.” 


Her eyes snapped up. There was a silent buzz between them - almost like 
their powers meeting. 


“You care an awful lot about this,” she said and tilted her head. “Not many 
campers do.” 


“You’re my friend.” 


“Tm not your only friend,” she said, eyes flicking to the rest of the group. 
“Maybe there’s a reason you spend so much time whispering to Bianca,” 
she told him with a slightly raised eyebrow. Bianca. Biting his lip, he 
thought back to Silena’s palm reading. What was it she said? Not to out 


people? He sighed. This wasn’t quite the same as sexuality, but it felt like 
the same rules should still apply. Bianca wasn’t ready for anyone to know. 
She hadn’t had enough practice to handle all of this yet. Besides, Bianca 
didn’t trust Thalia. 


Percy, on the other hand... 
“No,” he said quietly. “Not Bianca.” 


Wordlessly, he brought out his water bottle and took off the cap before 
holding out his hand out to summon some water. It made a small ball in his 
hands before turning into a trident. Thalia’s eyes widened. The wind blew, 
and Percy was pretty sure it was the only thing in the world that moved. 


“no fucking way.” 
Percy smiled wryly. 
“Surprise?” 


“Are you serious?!” she whispered and looked around, batting his hand 
down so that the water fell to the ground. “How did you even-? You know 
what? I don’t think I even have time to know. That is... huh. I’m torn 
between wanting to congratulate you and punch you in the face,” she said 
with a shake of her head. “Does Annabeth know?” She asked. Percy shook 
his head. “Grover?” She asked. He shook his head again. 
“does anyone know?” 


“Silena and my brother, Tyson. He’s a cyclops in Atlantis. And, uh, my dad 
and Rhode. That’s it.” 


“Not even Castor?” Thalia asked, raising an eyebrow. Percy scowled. 
“What? Just saying. Your new boyfriend might not take well to finding out, 
Percy,” she said. 


“He’s not my boyfriend.” 


Thalia laughed before launching herself at him. Percy briefly wondered if 
he was being attacked, but instead, he found himself squeezed into a fierce 


hug that maybe even rivaled Tyson’s. When she let go, her face was 
brighter than he had ever seen it. 


“I knew it,” she grinned. “I knew I wasn’t alone.” 


Percy wanted to cry. He had thought the same thing so many times while 
looking at Thalia and Bianca these past couple of weeks. He was only glad 
he had someone to share it with now. 


“You won’t tell?” 


“Tell?” Thalia said and shook her head. “No, dumbass. Of course, I’m not 
going to tell,” she said and gave a light laugh. “Dude, how did you pull this 
off? Aphrodite? Aphrodite ?” 


“You’re still not allowed to put down my siblings,” he warned her, pointing 
a finger at her. Thalia rolled her eyes. 


“Wouldn’t dream of it,” she said and bit her lip to keep from smiling. 
“You’re going to have to tell me everything. Come on - I’m going to tell 
Zoé that we’re going to scout, okay?” she said and laughed. “Oh, gods. I 
mean, I’m sorry. Obviously, I’m sorry. This is a horrible position to be in, 
and you must be terrified, but we can get through it together, right?” 


Percy felt whatever askance had built in his chest crumble immediately. 


“Yeah,” he agreed. “Together.” 


Gods were annoying. 


Granted, yes, he loved Rhode and... well. Yeah, just Rhode. He was 
annoyed with his father, and Aphrodite was mad at him sooooo.... just 
Rhode. He would give her an offering later and let her know she was the 
only god out there he still liked. He definitely didn’t like the face waiting 
for them in front of Hephaestus’ junkyard. 


“Hey, kiddo,” Ares greeted from where he was lounging against his 
motorcycle. Percy reached for his pen. There wasn’t much water for him 
here to really do much, but he would still give it a valiant effort. “Hey, 
there. Easy,” he grinned as his eyes followed the twitch of Percy’s hand. “I 
heard you and my girl had a bit of a tussle. As a loving stepparent, I had to 
step in.” 


“Uh-huh,” Percy said. “You aren’t technically married to her, and you hate 
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me. 


“Both valid points,” Ares agreed. “Alright, you caught me. Maybe I’m 
trying to win some brownie points with her and give you some godly aid.” 


..would it be wrong to call the God of War a simp? Percy probably 
shouldn’t push his luck. 


“The last time you offered me aid, you framed me,” he pointed out. Ares 
paused. From beside him, Zoë raised her eyebrows before turning to Thalia, 
who merely shrugged. “Besides, my mom already told us what to do. Walk 
through and don’t touch anything,” he said and looked around at the others. 
“We can do that, right?” He asked. There was a low murmur of agreement. 
Ares snorted. 


“No, jackass. I’m not talking about the stupid junkyard,” he said with a roll 
of his eyes. From his pocket, he brought out a knife. Or... not a knife, 
exactly. A dagger. It looked fairly ornate, with symbols etched into the side 
of the blade and a red handle. He held it out to Percy, who stared down. “I 
promise it won’t bite,” Ares said dryly. Percy looked up at him suspiciously. 


“no, thank you.” 


“No-? Really?” Ares asked and turned to Castor. “Are you sure you want to 
date him?” he asked. Percy made an outraged noise as Castor turned bright 
red. Thalia merely sighed and muttered something that probably wasn’t nice 
under her breath. “What? Your mom tells me stuff,” he shrugged. “Look, 
this knife is one of the few things that can kill those skeletons that have 
been chasing you across the country,” he said. 


“That can’t be true,” Castor said with a frown. “We saw...” he began and 
suddenly trailed off. Percy felt his anxiety spike. No, no, no- they had all 
seen Bianca kill that one skeleton early in the quest. Zoé must have realized 
what he was thinking, because she suddenly cut in, leaning forward to look 
at the dagger with a wrinkled nose. 


“How do we know it is not cursed?” she asked. Ares shrugged. 


“Call it an act of trust. It has my blessing, little hunter. Worry not,” he said 
with a sly wink. Zoé sneered and gave a slight shake of her head. 


“He cannot accept that,” she decided. Ares’ expression slipped into a scowl. 
“Tf your blessing is really all it needs, then it would be safer for us to watch 
you bless it ourselves,” she said and reached into her bag before pulling out 
a dagger of her own. It was a lot simpler than Ares’. A simple leather 
handle with celestial bronze. Ares looked down at it. Percy half-suspected 
he would just knock it out of her hand before rolling his eyes and accepting 
it. 


“You do realize my blessing is incredibly rare for anyone outside of my 
children?” 


“You volunteered to do this,” Percy said blandly. Ares made a face at him. 


“You are so lucky you’re my girlfriend’s kid,” he muttered and said 
something under his breath. Zoé watched him carefully, leaning in to hear 
the words. “There. Take it, punk,” he said and tossed the knife at him. Percy 
grabbed it before turning to Zoé. She nodded. 


“Tt is a legitimate blessing,” she said and fixed him with a smirk. “That is 
the second blade of mine in your care, Percy Jackson. Try to do well by it,” 
she said. Percy looked down at the weapon. Did all demigods get this many 
magical gifts? Or was it an Aphrodite thing? Ares sneered as he tucked his 
own knife back into his pocket and threw his leg over his motorcycle. 


“You should try a thank you, Jackson,” he said. Percy merely looked at him. 
After a couple seconds of pure silence, Ares’ face twisted into an ugly glare 
as he revved his engine. “Whatever, kid. Just survive so I can tell Aphrodite 


I kept your dumbass alive,” he said with a shake of his head. “And hey, 
maybe offer that pretty coat of yours to her. Might keep her from being so 
pissed off back on Olympus,” he muttered, and with one last roar of the 
motorcycle, disappeared into a wave of dust. 


“Dick,” Percy decided. Grover hit his arm. “You agree with me deep 
down,” he added to him. Grover fixed him with a stern look, but Percy 
could see the amusement underneath it. Shaking his head, he turned to Zoé. 
“Thank you,” he told her. Zoé shrugged. 


“Never accept a gift like that from a god who doesn’t like you. Maybe he’s 
trying to get in your mother’s good graces, but it isn’t like she wouldn’t 
forgive him in a hundred years,” she said. Percy frowned. “Sorry. Um, two 
hundred years?” she asked, and Bianca leaned over to whisper something in 
her ear. “Ah, yes. A thousand years,” she decided. Percy shook his head. 


“Thank you,” he said, trying to keep himself from rolling his eyes. “We 
should probably go through,” he added, looking up at the barren wasteland 
around them and then to the pile of scrapped metal rising above the barbed 
wire gate. “Remember not to take anything,” he added. The group all 
murmured their agreement before bringing out their weapons and stepping 
inside. 


Percy wasn’t sure what to expect when entering, but it wasn’t this. It felt 
like he was surrounded by thousands of half-made treasures. Pieces of 
bronze horses, shields, chariots, weapons, crowns - even an electric guitar 
shaped like Apollo’s lyre. Percy fiercely reminded himself of the very 
solemn lesson he had learned from Aladdin as a child. When Abu didn’t 
listen, they got trapped inside the Cave of Wonders. Percy would not be an 
Abu. 


“I need to talk to you,” Thalia’s voice said in his ear, steering him to the 
side in a vice-like grip. Percy yelped a little at her approach. Couldn’t this 
wait until they were out of the junkyard? It wasn’t really a place to sit and 
chat. “Bianca is one of us.” 


...seriously? Percy pursed his lips. 


“No,” he said. “No, I don’t think she is-“ 


“Ares said that the knife was the only thing that could kill those skeleton 
things, and yet Bianca did it, remember? And Grover said there might be a 
special place she hit it?” Thalia pressed. Percy tried his best to look 
confused. He must have done a terrible job because Thalia’s eyes narrowed. 
“what do you know?” she asked suspiciously. Percy looked at the ground. 
He literally told Thalia his own identity to avoid this. Damn her. “Tell me. 
Tell me, Percy,” Thalia said and hit his arm. 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” 


“Yes! Yes, you do!” she said and pointed a finger at him. “We’re a team, 
remember? If she’s that powerful, she has to be one of us. Maybe even 
Hades, considering it was a skeleton,” she added thoughtfully. Percy shook 
his head. “Tell me, or I’m going to tell Castor that you like him!” 


Percy’s mouth dropped. What kind of threat was that? Before he could 
articulate his outrage, there was a crunch of gravel, and both jumped. 


“What are you guys doing?” Bianca’s voice asked as she squeezed between 
two bronze washing machines to join them. “Zoé says we shouldn’t split 
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up. 
Thalia, being... well... Thalia, didn’t even miss a beat. 


“I think you might be a Big Three kid,” she said. Bianca reared back - 
clearly stunned for a moment. Then she turned to Percy to hit his arm. 


“You told?!” she demanded. Thalia’s mouth dropped before she whirled 
back around to hit Percy’s other arm. 


“You knew?!” 


“...0Ww,” Percy sighed. The blood drained from Bianca’s face as Thalia’s last 
comment settled in. She took a quick step back, accidentally knocking over 
a pile of golden cubes behind her. Instantly, voices shot out - recordings 
playing all at once, overlapping over one another. Percy grabbed her before 


she could fall more, as Thalia suddenly went very still. “Are you okay?” He 
asked her, baffled. She had gone so still that he had to check to make sure 
Medusa hadn’t appeared. 


“Um... yes,” Thalia said slowly, eyes falling between Percy to Bianca to the 
cubes on the ground. He frowned, following her gaze to one cube still 
chattering by their feet. 


“It isn’t working!” a voice was saying. “All it does is record me. It won't 
send any messages. Maybe we should give it back,” it was saying. Thalia’s 
eyes narrowed. 


“Then leave it! We have to hurry before the leopard gets away-“ a girl was 
saying before the message slowly melted away. Weird. He turned back to 
where Bianca was eying Thalia over with wide eyes. 


“Its okay,” Thalia finally said, refocusing back on them. “I’m not your 
enemy. Between you, me, and-“ 


Wait. Shit. Percy cleared his throat. 


“There’s two of you now,” he cut in before Thalia could accidentally reveal 
him. He felt her gaze shift incredulously to him. Maybe Percy should tell 
Bianca too... but not now. Perhaps it was the fact that technically she was a 
1940s kid. He liked Bianca, but there was still that creeping thought in the 
back of his mind. The ‘what if’ that felt so rational and irrational at once. 
“And given that Thalia is older and the only one who can age... it is safe to 
say she is probably the prophecy child,” he said. Thalia grimaced. 


“I am turning sixteen this week,” she said, shoulders slumping. “And the 
gods have done a stellar job keeping me in line,” she muttered and looked at 
Bianca for a long couple of seconds. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure out how to 
keep you safe,” she said, and then her eyes flicked down. “And maybe we 
should start with dropping the action figure,” she said. Bianca jumped. It 
was then that Percy noticed something in her hand. 


“Are you taking something?” 


“No!” Bianca said defensively and shoved the item behind her back. Her 
face fell. “...yes,” she muttered, and Percy threw up her hands. “It’s just a 
toy! I mean, what can it really do?” she asked, hesitantly bringing it out. It 
was a black figurine - probably around the size of her palm. “It’s the only 
one Nico doesn’t have,” she mumbled. Thalia leaned over and plucked it 
from her hand. 


“this is the Hades one, right?” she asked, looking at the bottom. Bianca 
nodded. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. You know, given the parentage 
situation and all. Does Nico know?” she asked. Bianca’s breath hitched for 
a moment before she closed her eyes and shook her head. “It isn’t worth the 
risk. Pm sure we can find another one someplace else,” she reassured her 
and tossed it to the side. Bianca bit her lip. “If we’re going to take 
something, it needs to be... important.” 


“We’re not taking anything!” Percy objected. Thalia grimaced. 


“Yeah. Right. We’re not taking anything,” she agreed. Another clatter 
followed, and this time it was Grover poking his head in. 


“Hi,” he greeted. “Zoé is freaking out about you guys being gone. Can we 
go?” He asked. Percy smiled. 


“Sorry, G-Man,” he said and brushed by the other two to join him. “We’re 
coming.” 


If Percy ever were to write a book about himself and his various adventures 
in life - or, more accurately - if he were to get his mother to write a book - 
then there would be a common sentence. It would go like this: 


Blah, blah, blah, blah. And then everything went wrong! 
So... without further ado... 
And then everything went wrong! 


Talos, a super fun automaton, had decided to come out and play. Imagine a 
giant prototype of a skyscraper-sized man coming at you with a massive 


sword for no goddamn reason other than to be a jerk. Yep. That was the 
situation they were in. Percy had some letters of complaint to write when he 
got back to camp. Needless to say, they were getting their asses kicked. 


“I can slow it down with vines,” Castor suggested as he raised his hands. 
Percy opened his mouth to respond when something caught his eyes. A 
panel was missing from underneath Talos’ foot as he moved around Grover 
(who was valiantly distracting it by growing his own vines). Percy looked 


up. 


“I can get inside,” he said. Castor gave him a startled look. “I can get inside 
and disable it-“ 


“Are you crazy?!” 
“Possibly,” he agreed and shrugged off his backpack. “But I-“ 


“What are you doing?!” Thalia’s voice called when she saw Percy throw the 
bag down. She dodged and weaved as Zoé continued pulling out arrows and 
fearlessly fighting against it. Percy opened his mouth, only to find Bianca 
by his side, too. Looking between them, he quickly explained his plan, a 
little irritated that they were wasting time. Bianca frowned. 


“I have Artemis’ blessing. I can go-“ 
“No, it should be me,” Thalia said, and Percy threw up his hands. 


“We can’t all be the idiot who does it!” He complained with a nervous look 
at Castor, who was starting to wilt a bit with summoning more vines. 
Grover was trying to help where he could, but they were running out of 
time. Percy could hear a clock in the back of his mind - counting down until 
they were all crushed to pieces. Thalia looked over her shoulder and gave a 
long breath. 


“Look at me,” she said, lowering her voice. “The gods know who I am. 
They’re going to try and control me. I won’t do it. I won’t let them. They 
don’t know about either of you. You have a chance to make all of this 


right... I’m so sorry,” she said and grabbed Percy’s hand, stuffing something 
into it. “Promise me when all of this is said and done... you’ ll find him.” 


“Find who?” Percy asked, but before he could process what was happening, 
Thalia shoved him into Bianca, so they both tumbled back. Percy crashed 
into the ground as he tried to detangled himself from where Bianca had 
yelped. No. He shot up just in time to see Thalia sprint underneath Talos’ 
foot - climbing inside. “Shi- THALIA!” He shouted, heart pounding. No. It 
was fine. She would disable it and get out. She was fine. 


Fine, fine, fine- 


The automaton slowed down, joints creaking as the lights behind its eyes 
dimmed. Percy relaxed. Thank the gods. She did it. 


“Yes! Go, Thalia!” Bianca yelled, punching the air. “I- wait-“ she said, eyes 
widening when Talos tripped over a power line. She grabbed Percy’s arm. 


“No, she’s a daughter of Zeus,” he told her. “Electricity won’t kill her.” 


Thank gods it was her, a voice whispered. Anyone else and they would have 
died on the spot. 


“HOW IS SHE GETTING OUT?!” Zoé shouted. Percy’s heart stopped. He 
looked up in horror at Talos starting to break down. Electricity might not 
kill Thalia, but a thousand pounds of celestial bronze might do the trick. He 
sprinted forward just as Castor reached out to yank him back. 


“THALIA!” He shouted, shoving him off. Please. Please, 
no. No. “THALIA!” 


Talos collapsed to the ground in a heap - sending everything around them 
shaking. A small explosion went off, sending Percy straight to the ground 
with a gasp. When he tried to get up again, Castor was there to hold him 
back. 


“Percy...” he said softly. “Percy, it’s over. She’s gone-“ 


“No!” he shouted, almost hysterically. “No, she isn’t! Bianca. Bianca-“ he 
said and had to force himself to watch his tongue. But she would know, 
right? She would know. He turned to her with pleading eyes. Bianca had 
frozen a few feet away, looking more shaken than ever. Her chest was rising 
and falling rapidly before dark eyes finally met his own. Then, slowly, she 
nodded. 


Percy grabbed his hair and screamed. 


Grover had come over, trying to pull him away, but Percy refused to move. 
Why? Why? With a jolt, Percy remembered that Thalia had shoved 
something in his hand. Gods, his stomach shot a burst of nausea through 
him. He closed his eyes to force it away before reaching into his pocket. 
When he looked down, he saw one of the gold cubes that had fallen earlier. 
Why? Why would she take this? Percy shook it, and the recording whirled - 
playing from the beginning. 


“Let’s go, Jason! Bacchus is waiting, and I don’t want to deal with him 
whining how not even the great Jason Grace can't find the damn thing.” 


“But we know Mercury stole it! We just have to send the message!” 
“Then send it!” 


“It isn’t working! All it does is record me. It wont send any messages. 
Maybe we should give it back.” 


“Then leave it! We have to hurry before the leopard gets away-“ 


The voices sputtered away until Percy was left to simply shake it again. 
And again. And again. He wasn’t sure how many times he listened to the 
message - trying to piece it all together. Eventually, it was Zoé who came 
over and pulled him back on his feet with murmurs for him to go. He didn’t 
know how to respond. How to think. Finally, after hours of just shaking the 
damn thing, he put it back into his pocket and collapsed on the ground to 
Stare at the sky. 


Silence followed for a long time. 


“Bianca,” Castor finally said after a solid hour had passed. “That was 
amazing.” 


Percy glanced over at where Zoé and Grover had built a fire, taking turns 
feeding it while Castor and Bianca sat on opposite ends. 


“What?” Bianca asked and frowned. “What was?” 


“Back there. With the vines,” he said, and his eyes danced around them all. 
Percy frowned, propping himself up. “Right, guys?” 


What was this? 
“Um, yeah,” Grover said slowly. “Was that you? Totally awesome.” 


“Absolutely,” Zoé nodded. Bianca stared at them blankly. “Vines are a good 
power to have. Perhaps you are a child of Dionysus yourself. Or maybe 
Demeter,” she said, and Bianca’s eyes widened before she gave a muttered 
response. Percy sat up to turn to Castor with a questioning look. 


“Pm not stupid,” he said quietly. “I know there’s a reason you looked at her 
when you wanted to see if Thalia’s really dead... and you guys don’t 
actually talk that quietly at night,” he told him dryly. Percy flinched. He 
thought to Silena. She had been so amazing at helping him blend in. Percy 
was Clearly not up to par. Every single person on this quest had figured it 
out. How was he supposed to protect Bianca if he couldn’t even fool one 
person? 


“And you’re okay with helping her?” He asked instead. Castor’s lips 
pursed. Then looked back at Bianca warily. 


“I don’t know how much I can actually help,” he said quietly. “It isn’t like 
another god would claim a child that wasn’t theirs - let alone two,” he 
sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “But maybe if people hear about 
them having powers that the Big Three can’t have... “ he shrugged. “It 
would be enough for people to not ask questions. She has a little brother, 
right? At camp, I can maybe play it off like he’s good around plants too,” he 
shrugged. Percy stared. “I know it’s horrible,” Castor added quietly. “Given 


what they are, but... I don’t know. You’re helping her, right?” he asked. 
Percy nodded. “And what if they put her in that garden? I like Bianca. And 
she has Nico. I can’t imagine Pollux and I being in a situation like that,” he 
tried to explain. “I would never want Pollux in a situation like that,” he said, 
shaking his head. “Never. So, yeah. I know it’s dumb, but it’s the only thing 
I can-“ 


Whatever else he was going to say was cut off by Percy leaning forward 
and kissing him. 


.. which was a poor tactical decision, honestly. Aphrodite kids should be 
good at kissing, right? Except - despite all of his training - Percy was still 
an awkward fourteen-year-old who had not kissed anyone up until this 
moment. Imagine if this was what ratted him out? How goddamn 
embarrassing. 


But, also, like... how did kissing even work? He would have to ask Silena 
before trying again. All he really did was lean forward, so their lips met for 
like...three seconds and then pulled away. Was that what it was supposed to 
be? No offense to people who kiss regularly, but it was a little anti-climatic. 


Which was a bold thing to think, with his heart beating as fast as it was. 


“Oh,” Castor said and then nodded. “Huh. I see you approve of dumb 
decisions,” he told him and then smiled a little at his feet before glancing up 
at Percy. “I’ll try to make more of those then,” he said. Percy’s previous 
trepidation melted away at the sight of it. It was really the only highlight for 
the next part of the trip. The shock of Thalia’s death had been a heavy 
overcast alongside the pulsing knowledge of Bianca’s identity that none of 
them dared to say out loud. 


They ended up at Hoover Dam, where more fun skeletons chased them, and 
he ran into the strangest mortal with piercing green eyes and fiery red hair. 
A strange, clearsighted mortal who did not take kindly to almost be 
chopped in half with his sword. 


“She was pretty,” Castor noted a bit wryly as he watched the interaction 
with a slight frown. “You planning on working your Aphrodite charm on 


her, too?” he asked. 


“Unlikely,” Percy snorted as he put his sword back in pen form to exchange 
it for Zoé’s knife. “I’m apparently into blondes,” he said - realizing a 
second too late what he said. Castor blinked. “Oh, I - um, well -“ he said, 
flushing. “Silena did that palm reading thing on me and - damnit,” he 
muttered. Castor’s puzzled expression morphed into an amused smile. 
“Leave me alone,” he groused. 


“I didn’t say anything.” 
“Uh-huh,” Percy muttered. “Stop making fun of me.” 


“T wasn’t! I was just thinking that I’ve always wanted to try one of those 
palm readings Aphrodite kids do,” Castor said and held out his hand. 
“Maybe try mine?” He asked. Percy narrowed his eyes. “Come on. I’m 
curious,” he said. Oh, whatever. Jerk. Percy grabbed his hand. 


“I warn you that I have not yet been properly trained in this yet,” he said 
and looked down. Seriously, how did Aphrodite kids even see this stuff? He 
tilted his head. “Um, let’s see... you like... thousand-year-old hunters with 
dark eyes,” he said. Castor snorted. “Wait, I see something else... 
Interesting... satyrs who play the pipes?” He said and gave Castor a wicked 
grin. “Grover is my best friend, you know. Pll put in a good word.” 


“Thank goodness. I didn’t think I had a shot. Anything else?” 


“Hm... I’m not- wait. I see... a... redheaded mortal who is... clearsighted? 
Yes, definitely clearsighted,” he said solemnly. Castor rolled his eyes. 


“I don’t mean to criticize an expert, but I think you need a little more 
practice.” 


“Really? What did I miss?” He asked innocently. Before Castor could reply, 
there was a crash, and they looked over to see Zoé stabbing a skeleton 
before blasting another with an arrow. 


“ARE YOU TWO SERIOUS RIGHT NOW!?” she shouted. Oh. Uh. Yeah. 
Maybe not the best time. 


“Sorry!” 


Right. Back to the fighting. Percy ended up seeing Bessie again, which was 
very fun. Except not really because apparently, Bessie was a monster who 
could be used for evil? How? She was ridiculously cute? It made no sense? 
According to Dr. Thorn (aka the Manticore who was still bothering them), 
if Bessie’s entrails were burned, it could be a downfall for the gods. 
Luckily, they got a message to camp, where Mr. D bitterly helped them. 
Percy was pretty sure it was only because Castor was with them, but 
whatever. It worked. Grover ended up taking Bessie to Olympus after Percy 
gave up his Nemean lion pelt as an offering (to Rhode, obviously), and 
blah, blah, blah. Look, he would go into more details, but the end result was 
that they visited Annabeth’s dad, got his car, and ended up on top of a 
mountain. 


Now... Percy wasn’t sure what he expected to find, but this wasn’t it. 


1. Artemis was holding up the sky. Fair enough. Silena had warned him 
about that. 


2. Luke was there. Again, sure. Why not? He was on the titan’s side. To be 
expected. 


3. Atlas was also there because apparently he was also invited to join the 
party. Whatever. 


4. Annabeth was bound and gagged with a gray streak in her hair. 


So, um, that. That was the part that was messing Percy up a bit. Annabeth. 
Annabeth was... a prisoner. Not thrilled with that, but Percy was okay with 
grabbing her and leaving. The problem was the gray streak. The one that 
matched Luke’s. Percy was admittedly not always the brightest, but he 
could put the pieces together. They had made her hold up the sky. 


Luke had made her hold up the sky. 


Luke. The one who Silena had said wouldn’t hurt Annabeth. He had raised 
her. They were friends. He would never hurt her. Except he did. He didn’t 
just keep her to appease the titans. He didn’t just try to convince her to join 
him. He had made her hold up the damn sky. That counted as hurting her. 
That definitely counted, and Percy could barely focus with his rage rising. 
His eyes flicked to Artemis. 


He had been back and forth on this decision for a while, but suddenly his 
allegiance felt clear - and, hey. Maybe it would change once Luke was out 
of the picture. Except he was, and he made Annabeth hold the sky. It felt 
abundantly clear to him what he needed to do. 


“Give it to me,” he told Artemis. “Give me the sky.” 
“You won’t be able to hold it.” 

“I will. Give it to me.” 

“Annabeth had a heart of a true huntress-“ 

“Give to him.” 


Percy whipped around. That was charmspeak. Charmspeak that Artemis - 
who was clearly tired and weak from her burden - quelled under. Percy 
barely had a chance to register who had spoken before lunging forward to 
accept the weight. His body screamed at it placed on him, but he held firm 
in the wake of the pain. Through blurry vision, he could see Artemis and 
Atlas fighting as other figures moved around. He could also still hear the 
voice speaking in low, hushed tones. 


“Atlas, lower your weapon,” it said soothingly. “Lower it. Walk back... keep 
walking back. Don’t fight,” it told him. Atlas’ face contorted as he lashed 
out at something else beside Artemis. Zoé. There was a scream. More yells. 
Eventually, the voice spoke again- louder and with more intensity than 
Percy had even heard Silena put into her words. “Retake the weight.” 


And just like that, Percy was on the ground gasping, with Atlas once again 
holding the sky next to him. A foot nudged him. 


“Are you okay?” 


“Drew?” he groaned and sat up, arms wobbly as he looked up - utterly 
bewildered to find Drew Tanaka standing above him with her arms across 
her chest and hair French braided down her back. She gave him what he 
could only be described as a look of affectionate condescension before 
offering him a hand. “How...?” 


“T stole a plane.” 
That left way more questions than answers, quite frankly. 
“Why?” 


Drew’s expression faltered. Then she crossed her arms over her chest, not 
meeting his eyes. 


“Between you and Silena, the new Aphrodite fad is going on quests. I had 
to jump on that,” she shrugged. Percy blinked. “Also... I, um, didn’t want 
our last conversation to be an argument,” she said with a grimace. “You at 
least cared to ask what was wrong,” she said. Percy was a little blown away 
by the development but nodded. 


“And what was wrong?” 


Drew didn’t have a chance to answer because her eyes jerked to where 
Bianca was losing a fight to Luke as Castor untied Annabeth. Drew brought 
out a crossbow from behind her back and aimed it directly at Luke. 


“NO!” Annabeth shrieked, but Drew had already pulled the trigger. The 
arrow zipped out - nailing him in the shoulder so that he stumbled back, and 
Bianca kicked out, sending him down into a chasm below. Annabeth gave a 
sharp gasp of alarm as Artemis’ eyes flicked between the place where Luke 
had stood to Drew. 


“Good aim,” she said calmly, but there was a catch in her throat. Percy was 
about to ask if being aided by a child of Aphrodite was that bad when he 
realized that wasn’t the problem. 


“Zoë,” he said, voice catching as he raced over to where his friend was 
lying in a puddle of blood. Atlas’ hit must have been stronger than he 
thought. “No,” he mumbled. Not again. No more people were allowed to 
die. He gripped her arm. “We can save her, right?” he asked. Nobody 
answered. Zoé coughed up some blood before grabbing his arm and pulling 
him towards her. “You’re going to be okay-“ 


“Shh...” she managed and tightened her hold on him. “Bianca,” she 
managed. Percy nodded. 


“Pll protect her.” 


“More,” Zoé murmured. “I... I didn’t tell... you... everything,” she managed. 
Percy frowned. Tell him what? She grabbed him again, pulling him even 
closer so only he could hear. “Listen to me... Kronos... Kronos wasn’t... he 
planned it... but he... he didn’t... do it... wasn’t powerful... enough... yet... 
had help...” she whispered, and her hands trembled. Percy squeezed back. 
“When I suspected... I tried to... I confronted...” she managed and choked a 
little on her words. “Had... no proof...” she breathed out. “And nobody 
would... believe me over... him... maybe Artemis...” she murmured. Percy 
stared. Maybe Artemis? Who would Artemis place over Zoé? Apollo? 
Zeus? He didn’t understand. “Thought it was revenge,” she murmured. 


“I don’t understand,” Percy said, voice shaking. “You’re not making sense.” 


Zoé didn’t answer. Her eyes were glazed over as she murmured - clearly 
struggling to stay focused as Artemis walked over and knelt next to them. 


“My lady,” Zoé whispered. “I have a request.” 


Artemis closed her eyes but nodded as she gave Percy a small wave - not 
quite a dismissal, but a silent request for them to talk alone. Percy 
swallowed. He didn’t want to. Still, he needed to let Zoé get her last words 
in. He moved back, turning to the others. Annabeth was frozen - tense as 
her eyes stayed focus on where Luke had been standing. Percy walked over 
to her. 


“Hey,” he said softly. “You okay?” 


She didn’t answer. 


“T think it’s shock,” Castor murmured to him. Percy nodded slowly before 
squeezing Annabeth’s arm. Her eyes snapped to him before walking 
forward to hug him. Percy sighed before squeezing her back, unsure of 
what else to do as everyone awkwardly waited for Artemis to finish her 
conversation with Zoé. When Artemis looked back up, they all gathered 
back around. Bianca knelt, holding Zoé’s hand. 


“Thank you,” she told her quietly. Artemis gave a stiff nod as Zoé offered a 
weak smile, going lax as she continued to murmur. 


“Stars. I can see the stars again, m’lady,” she said, and Artemis ran her 
fingers through her hair with a whispered blessing. 


By the end of the night, a new constellation had been added to the sky. 


The trip back to Olympus had been a solemn one. 


Percy had hoped they could all just go back to camp, but apparently, that 
wasn’t the case. Drew had joined them after pulling Artemis to the side and 
having what looked to be a pretty pained conversation with her. 


“What was that about?” Percy asked when she walked back, looking deep 
in thought. Drew’s eyes snapped up. 


“I figured I would ask her something while she was here,” Drew said - 
voice defensive as she glanced behind her to where Artemis was watching 
with impassive eyes. “Pegasi are coming to carry us to Olympus. She’|l 
meet us there,” she told him and then walked away before Percy could 
further question her. True to her word, a small herd of pegasi had appeared 
(led by none other than Blackjack) to fly them back to New York. 


The next thing he knew, they found themselves all in a throne room with 
gods surrounding them and Bessie floating around. It looked as if the 
meeting had already started as they walked in, voices falling silent when the 
doors open. 


“Artemis,” Apollo said sharply, sitting up in his throne. Artemis looked 
around. Wordlessly, she walked her way to the front of the room, and the 
gods all looked at her with unbridled curiosity. “Sister-” 


“T am fine, Apollo,” Artemis greeted and took a deep breath. “These heroes 
have brought me back. I owe thanks to them - and I would like to honor 
Athena, Aphrodite, Demeter, and Dionysus for allowing them on such a 
quest,” she said, though her eyes flicked to Aphrodite. 


“Me?” Demeter asked with a frown. “Why honor me, niece?” 
Artemis frowned. 


“Zoé informed me of Bianca’s triumph in the junkyard. She and Castor 
created vines to hold Talos in place when he attacked,” she said and bowed 
her head. “I sensed she was powerful, so I assumed she must be yours,” she 
said with a note of apology. Demeter tilted her head before giving Bianca a 
curious look. Zeus gave a bitter scoff. 


“Triumph,” he said softly. “Some triumph.” 


Percy flinched. From beside him, Annabeth frowned, leaning towards him 
to whisper in his ear. 


“What did he mean by that?” she asked. Percy felt his heart drop. He tried 
to find the words to answer, but the gods had continued talking, silencing 
any previous conversation. 


“We should perhaps consider the incident a blessing in disguise,” a goddess 
spoke up from one end of the room. Black hair was piled onto her head in 
an enigma of braids with a single curl hanging free. Percy felt his skin 
prickle a bit. He knew exactly who this was. Gray eyes flittered around the 
room, meeting his only for a moment before speaking again. “Though, I 
also feel my father’s disappointment. It was a matter well-controlled, and 
we are now back to square one,” she admitted wryly. Instant dislike swelled 
inside of him. “Besides,” Athena continued as her eyes flicked to Bianca. 
“We never know who is a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” 


That was decidedly not good. 


“For now, we should focus on the more pressing matter,” Hermes said, and 
gestured to Bessie. “This creature. I think we are all in agreement it needs 
to be destroyed?” 


“What?” Percy asked. The gods unanimously turned to him. Whoops. He 
thought back to his mother’s initial letter two years ago. The ‘don’t draw 
attention to yourself’ was a hard one for him. He could feel Poseidon’s 
anxiety spike up. Percy hadn’t dared to look at him to see what form he was 
in. “You want to kill Bessie?” he trudged on. A long pause followed. 


“Bessie?” 


Thus, began the Great Ophiotaurus Debate. Fun. Percy had a hard time 
keeping his mouth shut, but luckily, his friends seemed ready to join him in 
his side of things. 


“We cannot keep it on Olympus,” Zeus objected. “With all the... invasions 
as of recent, I do not trust it will remain untouched.” 


“What about camp?” Castor suggested. “My father can protect it.” 

“No,” Dionysus said helpfully. “I will not.” 

“I could take it to Atlantis,” Poseidon offered slowly. Zeus rolled his eyes. 
“I will not allow that-” 


Percy was beginning to worry over Bessie’s safety when Athena held up 
both of her hands. 


“If it must live, simply keep it where we kept Thalia Grace. Despite the 
recent intrusions, she was well-guarded, was she not? The creature will be 
untouched there,” she said. From beside him, Annabeth frowned - looking 
around the room with narrowed his eyes. Percy swallowed. How should he 
tell her? How could he tell her? His heart was thundering despite the 
grumbled acceptance of Athena’s proposition. Artemis stood back up. 


“There is another matter I wish to address. Zoé is dead,” she said and 
swallowed a bit before taking a long breath. “It is time I have a new 
lieutenant,” she continued, and Percy felt like he had been sucker-punched. 
Annabeth. How did he not see it earlier? She and Artemis had spent time 
together in captivity. “As she died, she asked one request of me... and it was 
to offer the position to the huntress who accepted the quest despite having 
no prior experience in doing so,” she said and turned. “Bianca di Angelo,” 
she smiled weakly. “Zoé asked for you to take her place. Do you accept?” 


Oh. Oh. Percy felt his eyes widened as Bianca stood there shell-shocked. 
Zoé had said she would protect her for as long as she could. Still, Percy felt 
his stomach twist at the turn of events. Nobody would think to question 
Bianca. She would be safe under Artemis’ protection... assuming she could 
fool Artemis. Bianca jutted out her chin. He could still see panic in her 
eyes, but she hid it well as she stepped forward. 


“I do, my lady.” 


Artemis smiled warmly as the group clapped politely. Apollo wolf-whistled 
as his sister shot him an irritated look. 


“And,” Artemis continued, holding up both her hands. “After... recent 
discussions, I would like to extend the offer to join the hunters to Drew 
Tanaka as well,” she said. The room went deathly still. Percy nervously 
glanced at where Drew was standing next to him. Her hands were balled up 
by her sides, chin jutted out as she swallowed. 


“Excuse me?” Aphrodite asked from her throne, shoulders pulling back. 
“Why have you asked this of her? You wish to indoctrinate my daughter 
into your little-” 


“You would not be the first daughter of Aphrodite to join our ranks,” 
Artemis said, ignoring Aphrodite completely. “Of the very few who have 
joined, most, I must admit, do not last long. However, you have proven 
yourself, and I think you just may be an exception to this rule,” Artemis 
said. Percy frowned. He supposed Drew helped her in the fight against 
Atlas... and also shoot Luke. Still, he wondered what made Artemis think 
Drew would ever accept. “However, the choice is completely yours. I will 


not be offended if you say no,” she said, voice softening in a way Percy 
didn’t quite expect or understand. 


Drew looked at her - then to Aphrodite. Slowly, she stepped forward. 


“Mother,” she said and offered a weak smile. “She asks this of me because 
of a conversation she graciously had with me earlier,” she said, and took 
another long breath. “I... confessed to her that I had no romantic interest 
in... anyone,” she said with a small shrug. “Not boys. Not girls. Not... 
anyone,” she said, voice breaking towards the end. “And I - I have tried,” 
she said and looked down for a moment, licking her lips before pulling her 
gaze back up. “I knew most hunters were said to not engage in romantic 
attraction, so I was curious if this was simple... discipline on their part, or a 
natural state of being.” 


“Drew,” Aphrodite said, voice softening. “My darling, you are so very 
young. It is perfectly normal if you don’t-” 


“I know,” Drew said with a nod. “I know that I may wake up tomorrow or 
in many months feeling differently, but I have been waiting for that day 
for... very long, and it has not come. Perhaps it will in the future, but 
something tells me that is unlikely,” she said and twisted her hands together. 
“And with that being said - as honored as I am by Lady Artemis’ offer... I 
must refuse,” she said, and this time looked to Artemis with a small smile. 
“You are right that you and I may be the same, but... I do not think I belong 
in your hunt. I mean, honestly? Hunting monsters and animals every day 
sounds like torture. I think I would only like to be a warrior when there’s 
war. Also, the uniform? It’s... hideous. I- I’m so sorry. I have to be honest. I 
could redesign something for you, but there’s a lot of silver, and not many 
girls can pull that off-” 


“Drew.” 


“Right, sorry,” she said. “And while my brother has grown to like some of 
your hunters...my family is at Camp Half-Blood,” she said with a small 
smile towards Percy. “I have all the freedom and power I dare to have. And, 
most importantly, I wish to be many things in life. However, I hope that if I 
am only known as one thing... it is a daughter of Aphrodite. I risk losing 


that if I join you. I risk losing that as it is, but...” she trailed off again, and 
Percy could tell she was trying to hold back tears. “If I could only be known 
as one thing. That’s what I want to be known as.” 


Artemis nodded before giving her another smile. 
“Very well. I thank-” 


“Wait,” Aphrodite interrupted, holding up a hand. Drew flinched. Silence 
fell over them once more as Aphrodite leaned forward in her throne, placing 
her folded hands against her lips. She looked eerily deep in thought as she 
studied Drew over. “You are thinking of the tale of Hippolytus,” she said. 
Drew closed her eyes. Aphrodite sighed and then looked at Artemis with 
annoyance before leaning back in her throne. “Drew, I would like you to 
answer Artemis again,” she said. Drew looked up, startled. “But before you 
answer, I would like you to remember that whether or not you are a hunter - 
you will always be my daughter first. Every part of you. Even if I am not... 
understanding of it,” she decided. Drew stared - mouth parted for a moment 
before nodding frantically. 


“Thank you,” she said quickly. “I - no,” she added to Artemis 
apologetically. “I really would be so awful at it, and I can kind of be greedy. 
If I win a battle, I kind of want all the credit, sorry,” she said. Artemis gave 
her an indignant look, but seemed to accept this. “But, thank you, mother. 
Truly,” she said. Aphrodite smiled weakly at her. 


“Then you are dismissed.” 


Drew nodded and turned with a long breath. When she saw Percy, she 
paused. He grinned at her and held out his arms. Drew only hesitated for a 
moment before launching herself into them. 


“That was so badass,” he whispered to her. Drew laughed into his shoulder. 
“Really?” 


“Yeah. That was awesome,” he said and held out a hand. Drew high-fived 
him with a grin before going back to her place next to him. From her other 


side, Bianca fixed Drew with a warm smile of her own. “Does this mean 
you’re going to stop being mean?” 


“Hm,” Drew said, and her lips twisted into a wicked grin. “Maybe to other 
people. Not to you.” 


“I can accept this,” he said, and an idea whirled in the back of his mind. 
“Can I ask you to help me with a favor later?” he asked. Drew tilted her 
head but was silenced by Annabeth stepping forward - wringing her hands 
together. Percy felt a wave of concern rise. She had been so off since they 
got her back that he really had no idea what was going on through her mind. 
His heart pounded. 


“My lord and ladies?” she began, and Zeus narrowed his eyes. “I...was 
wondering if before the celebrations start that Thalia might be able to join 
us?” she asked. An awkwardness hung in the air. “The way you spoke made 
it sound like she was no longer in her room, but I assume she is still on 
Olympus?” Annabeth tried. There was a note in her voice - a note of pure 
fear that told Percy she didn’t think she was still on Olympus at all... but 
still hoped. 


“Daughter,” Athena finally answered. “Thalia Grace was on the expedition 
to retrieve you and Lady Artemis.” 


Annabeth’s breath caught. 


“But... I... I didn’t see her,” she said, turned to Percy. “Where is Thalia?” 
she asked. Percy felt everything in him die. He should have figured out a 
way to tell her sooner. It had all just happened so fast, and she seemed so 
out of it. He met her eyes and tried his best to keep his emotions in check. 
“Where is she?” Annabeth repeated, and her voice shook. 


“I am so sorry,” he breathed out. “Annabeth-” 
She stepped back. Something in her eyes snapped. 


“You let her die.” 


“What?” Percy frowned and stared at her. “No. Never. Annabeth-” he 
started, but fell silent when she shoved past him outside of the room. 
“Annabeth!” he called and turned to follow. Aphrodite cleared her throat, 
and he froze. Damnit. Damnit. Part of him wanted to ignore her altogether, 
but he had caused enough damage with her as it was. Now there was Bianca 
to consider. He couldn’t risk a potential reveal that would put her under 
more scrutiny. He turned. 


Aphrodite’s face softened. 


“Lord Zeus, may Perseus be dismissed?” she asked. Zeus didn’t answer. 
“Very well. Percy, go.” 


Part of him was impressed by the casualness she had disregarded Zeus - 
something she might pay for later based on Zeus’ expression, but he didn’t 
have time to be thankful as he bowed and raced outside, spotting Annabeth 
storming through pillars near the cobbled pathway. 


“Annabeth!” 
“Stay away from me-” 


“T’m sorry,” he said, sprinting in front of her. “Annabeth, please. I should 
have told you on the mountain, but there was so much going on!” he said 
and grabbed her arm. She brought out her knife. “You don’t actually think I 
wanted her dead, do you? Thalia was my friend,” he said. Annabeth 
laughed. 


“T don’t know what to believe. You lie all the time, Percy. You can fool 
everyone else, but I know you’re hiding something. I used to think it was 
just that you were on the titan’s side, but...” she shook her head, putting a 
hand to her camp necklace. “Luke and Thalia are both gone and,” she 
began, voice cracking. Percy closed his eyes. “Why didn’t you stop Drew 
from shooting Luke? You can charmspeak too, right?” 


“What?” Percy asked and gave a disbelieving scoff. “Annabeth, 
he hurt you. I see your hair. He made you hold up the sky-” 


“No!” Annabeth shouted and shoved him. “I took it for him. We held it up 
together until Artemis came along.” 


What? 
“They had you tied up and gagged!” 


“Yeah, so-” Annabeth began and looked around, ensuring they were alone 
before lowering her voice. “It was to make sure the Olympians thought I 
was a victim. I was fine, Percy. I tried to contact you, but...” she closed her 
eyes. “I’m sorry. You couldn’t have known,” she said and then looked at the 
ground. “She’s dead,” she whispered and put a hand over her mouth. “I 
didn’t even have more time with her. They kept her here and...” she shook 
her head. “I need time.” 


“Time? Time for what? Annabeth, please let me help - wait! Here!” he said 
desperately and reached into his pocket to bring out a golden cube. “Thalia 
gave this to me. It’s a recording of some sort,” he explained, placing it in 
her hands. “It’s... I think it’s what she died for. I can’t figure out why it’s 
important, but I think you can,” he said. Annabeth stayed silent. Finally, she 
took the cube and inspected it before holding it close to her chest. 


“Leave me alone, Percy,” she said and stalked off. “And don’t follow me 
this time.” 


That stung. Percy watched her go, feeling a sense of...something course 
through him as he watched her go. Absently, he went and touched the streak 
of gray in his own hair. Had Annabeth really taken it for Luke? 


“Don’t dye it,” Drew said, and Percy turned to find her leaning against one 
of the columns. “You pull off battle scars well,” she said and gave him a 
small smile. “Sorry, I heard yelling and was drawn to the drama. You know 
how it is,” she said and, when Percy didn’t answer, sighed. “She’ll come 
around. For now, let’s work on that favor you were asking me about,” she 
said and tilted her head. “Why are we doing that again?” 


“You’ve met Demeter, right?” he asked. Drew raised an eyebrow. “Do you 
think she remembers anything other than cereal and Persephone?” he asked. 


Drew snorted. “Besides, you’re one of the most powerful charmspeakers I 
know. I figured she was more likely to be, um, honest with you,” he said. 


“Fair enough. Nice touch of flattery,” she said and then, without a second of 
hesitation, turned back into the room. Percy glanced back at the direction 
Annabeth went - then back towards the throne room. He sighed. Hopefully, 
Drew was right. He couldn’t focus on Annabeth right now. He walked back 
into the room to find Drew smiling warmly at Demeter beside a long silver 
table. Percy slowly went over to join them. 


“Oh, I wouldn’t have any of the punch,” Demeter was saying. “Try some 
milk instead. Good for the bones,” she told Drew as she put the drink down. 
“You would think they would offer some sort of grain option for the food-” 


“Hm,” Drew said and stepped towards her. “Bianca was saying something 
similar when I spoke to her,” she said with a shrugged. Demeter frowned. “I 
really thought she was yours, my lady. With how well she did with those 
plants... Castor said she was amazing. It’s a shame, though. You probably 
would be so, so proud to have your daughter serving as Artemis’ 
lieutenant,” she drawled out. Demeter blinked a few times - looking a little 
dazed. “Is there maybe a chance you would have forgotten a demigod?” 


“Forgotten?” Demeter snapped indignantly, though Percy heard a note of 
hesitation. “I will say that maybe I could be unsure about one child, but 
two?” she asked. Drew laughed. 


“Ah, yes. I didn’t have a chance to interact too much with the other,” she 
said, and Percy turned away. He had confidence that Drew would come 
through. The second she uttered the words ‘claim them’ Demeter would be 
so unsure that it would only take a few seconds. Feeling more confident, he 
walked towards Bianca and held out his knife. “I think Zoé would want you 
to have this,” he told her. Bianca glanced down at it. “You know, as her 
successor and all,” he smiled and leaned forward. “Might cover up any, uh, 
accidents,” he whispered. Bianca smiled weakly and took it. 


“Thank you, Percy,” she said before looking around. “I’m... a little nervous. 
I’m not sure I can pull this off. Did you see how Athena looked at me?” she 
murmured. Percy grimaced. 


“Yeah,” he agreed. “But you got this. Fake it until you make it. Trust me, it 
works,” he muttered. Bianca didn’t seem sure. “Besides, I was thinking 
about it earlier, and if you are Artemis’ lieutenant, you probably are off 
leading some of the Hunt, while Artemis leads a different part. Zoé 
probably planned for you guys not to interact that mu-” he started, but 
paused when a golden sickle bursting over her head with a flash of light. 
“Will you look at that,” he smiled as Bianca looked up with wide eyes. 


“How?” she whispered. Percy glanced over at where Drew was looking 
smug in the comer. 


“I know powerful demigods,” he said as everyone politely clapped at 
Bianca’s claiming before turning to pay respects to Demeter. “You’re not 
out of the woods yet, though. We’ll need to figure out how to... you’re 
getting an Iris Message,” he said, cutting himself off. Bianca turned, and 
sure enough, mist was gathering with a rainbow overhead. Percy was about 
to wonder who would be contacting her when Camp Half-Blood came into 
view with a very flushed di Angelo jumping up and down in a circle. 


“BIANCA!” Nico shrieked into the Iris Message. “WE... 
ARE... DEMETER!” he screeched. Percy turned to where Bianca had put a 
hand over her face, looking a little alarmed. Nico had to catch his breath. 
Percy was fairly positive he was crying. “We have so many attack points...” 
he whispered. “I can’t believe it. We’re so cool,” he said, voice breaking. 
Percy leaned over to whisper to Bianca. 


“We might not have thought this completely through...” 
“T can fix this,” she said with a nod. “I know how to handle him.” 


“Are you on Olympus?” Nico suddenly gasped. “I see gods! HI GODS! 
MOM! MOM, HI!” 


“Nico, please,” Bianca said as Castor came over to grab Percy’s hand. Percy 
jumped at the action, but it wasn’t unwelcomed. He needed some comfort 
after Annabeth. Nico’s shouting immediately quieted. “Nico?” Bianca 
asked. 


“What are you doing?” Nico asked. They all looked at him blankly until his 
eyes became pointedly focused on Percy and Castor’s intertwined hands. 
Percy looked over at Castor and shrugged. “Are you allowed to do that?” 


“Do what?” Percy asked. Nico continued staring. Something about this 
seemed to blow his mind. 


“hold his hand?” he asked, and then turned to Bianca. “Is he allowed to do 
that?” He repeated. Bianca fixed him with a bemused look. 


“We’re dating, so I think so,” Castor said. “Wait. I didn’t ask you out, did 
I?” he asked Percy. “Is now a good time to ask you out?” he asked, and 
Percy raised an eyebrow. “Maybe Pll wait until my dad and your mom 
aren’t in the room,” he said wisely, and Percy grinned. Yes. That would be 
the big one there. Nico’s eyes widened. 


“Is he allowed to do that?!” 

Oh. Wait. 1940s kid. Right, Percy forgot about that part. 
“Yeah,” he said as Nico’s mouth dropped. “It’s allowed.” 
Nico narrowed his eyes. 


“Are you sure?” he asked. Percy snorted but nodded. “And you can go on 
dates? And when you’re grown up, you’re allowed to kiss?” he asked 
suspiciously. Castor shrugged before also nodding. “Huh... nobody told me 
about this,” Nico murmured. His eyes snapped to Bianca with a look of 
accusation. “How come you never told me about this?” he asked her. 


“Uh, it... never came up?” she asked and tilted her head with a sudden flash 
of something behind her eyes. “But yeah. It’s totally allowed. And super 
cool even,” she said and hit Percy’s arm. What? He gave her a bewildered 
look. 


“Um, yep. Super cool,” he agreed, though he had no idea why they were 
reassuring him. Nico gave them a thoughtful look before looking at Percy 
with critical eyes. 


“and you chose him?” 
“Nico!” 


“Wow,” Castor said and gave a slight pout. “I think I just got roasted by an 
eight-year-old,” he said. Nico gave a slight gasp - vehemently objecting that 
he was not eight (thank you very much!) as a few more gods filtered by. To 
Percy’s absolute horror, Dionysus was there with a beautiful woman on his 
arm. He looked happier than Percy had ever seen him... up until his eyes 
locked with Percy. Scowling, he leaned over to whisper something to the 
pretty woman and walked over. Not good. Percy looked down at his and 
Castor’s intertwined hands and then to Dionysus. Slowly, he let go. 


“Hey!” Castor objected. Percy went ahead and grabbed it again. Dionysus 
narrowed his eyes. Percy let go again. Castor fixed him with a wounded 
look. Percy hesitated and grabbed his hand one more time. Dionysus 
cleared his throat. 


“One of you has to take pity on me,” Percy complained. Dionysus raised an 
eyebrow, and Percy gave Castor a pleading look. 


“Fine,” he said and let go of Percy. “Coward.” 


“Yeah, that’s probably fair,” Percy mumbled as Castor gave him a wicked 
grin. Then, because apparently Percy hadn’t been tortured enough, kissed 
him on the cheek. He felt his face grow hot as he spluttered a bit. It 
probably wasn’t very Aphrodite-like, but luckily, nobody seemed to notice 
since Dionysus started cursing as he went back to his wife (probably to 
complain), and Castor went over to hug Bianca as Nico continued to regale 
her with tales of camp. 


“I suppose congratulations are in order.” 


Ah. Percy’s worse nightmare had arrived. He turned to find Athena looking 
at him. 


“I don’t quite feel as though I should be congratulated,” he admitted and 
looked down at his hands. “Will Annabeth be okay?” he asked quietly. 


Athena said nothing. She was studying him with careful eyes. It was more 
intense than anyone had ever scrutinized before. Part of him was terrified - 
if anyone could figure him out in a room full of gods, it would be her. 


“My daughter is strong,” she finally said as her answer. “I never liked her 
relationship with that girl. Perhaps this will be good for her,” she said, 
though there was doubt in her voice. Percy’s eyes narrowed. “You freed 
Artemis for her,” Athena added. It wasn’t a question. 


“Of course.” 


“Would you have if it hadn’t been Annabeth?” Athena asked bluntly. Percy 
stared at her - momentarily too shocked to answer. “No,” Athena smiled 
wryly. “I didn’t think so. Your loyalty goes to people over causes, doesn’t 
it?” she asked, voice softening. “It is a dangerous thing... to put people over 
the greater good,” she said. Percy chuckled. 


“Yes,” he said, unable to help himself. Maybe it was dumb to tick Athena 
off, but he suddenly saw all too clearly the cold logic that the gods seemed 
to follow in her. “I think there is a garden filled with children to show what 
you prioritize,” he said. Athena’s eyes flashed. 


“Quite a few of those children have gone missing. You wouldn’t know 
anything about that, would you?” 


“Lady Athena,” Percy chuckled. “I was on a quest these past few weeks - 
and with my mother before that. I can assure you that I had no hand in 
whoever stole that fleece,” he promised her. She didn’t look convinced. 
That was probably fair. Percy’s dislike of the goddess wasn’t well hidden. “I 
shouldn’t keep you,” Percy finally said, and bowed his head. “I thank you 
for your time, my lady,” he told her. Just as he was about to turn away, she 
called him back. 


“You should be careful of who you make enemies with, child.” 


And, yes, Percy was terrified of this goddess. The one goddess he knew 
without a doubt he should be terrified of. Athena was the last person in the 
universe he would ever want to be enemies with. He looked at her - 


thinking to Thalia. He wondered how much Athena had a hand in things. If 
her caution had been a whisper in Zeus’ ear when deciding so many fates. 
His fear - still profoundly present - whipped itself into righteous anger, and 
before he could think better of it, he smiled. 


“Of course,” he told her and bowed his head. “I would always do well to 
heed the words of the Goddess of Wisdom,” he said and watched as her 
ruffled feathers seemed to smooth themselves. “I only wish I could offer 
something to you, my lady.” 


Athena’s eyes narrowed. 
“Ts that so?” 


“Absolutely,” Percy said. He was sure that she could hear the feigned 
innocence in his tone. “I guess the best I can do is offer your own advice 
back to you,” he told her with a shrug. “You should be careful of who you 
make enemies with. After all,” he said and reached down to the table next 
to them to pick out one of the custard tarts. When he decided on the one a 
little to the right, he plucked it up and turned to meet her eyes dead-on. 
“You never know who’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing,” he said and took a bite 
of the tart. Licking his lips, he offered one last smile. “Good night, Lady 
Athena.” 


So... yeah. That was really dumb. Silena would probably kill him when he 
told her. 


She would also probably kill him over what he was going to do next. 


“Annabeth?” he called, silently hoping she had stayed on Olympus as he 
exited the throne room. Nothing. He sighed and glanced towards the 
garden. He felt a subtle pull. “Hey, are you in here?” he asked and walked 
inside. Even if she wasn’t there, he felt he should visit. To at least read the 
names of the poor kids who had yet to be freed. His eyes flicked over the 
plants. Some of the golden plates had been peeled off - did that mean they 
were released? His fingers touched a couple of them. 


A twig snapped. Then - without any sort of warning - there was a sound. 
Percy wasn’t really sure how to describe it. He was reminded of the roaring 
of waves, or perhaps what it might sound like if you could hear a storm 
underwater. It was enough to make him step back in alarm as something 
came shooting out between the trees with a flash of gold. Percy held out a 
hand, and the person ran into him. 


“Percy?” 


“Silena?” Percy asked and looked over his shoulder. Damnit. He should 
have known. “Are you insane? The gods are right there-” 


“I didn’t know,” Silena said, eyes wide and alarmed. “I didn’t know, I 
swear-” 


“What are you talking about? You need to hide! If you just freed another 
unclaimed kid, they’re going to find-” 


“Not an unclaimed kid,” Silena breathed out. Percy frowned. “I thought it 
was just a coincidence. I didn’t know. I swear, I... I don’t even know why I 
chose that one. There was just a voice telling me,” she said. Percy felt an 
icy chill at that. A voice? Like the voice Elliott Parker heard? He didn’t 
have a chance to ask, considering at that moment, the entire mountain 
shook. 


“What the-? Go. Run before they catch you,” Percy said and pushed her 
away. Silena looked like she wanted to say more, but another rough shudder 
trembled through them. Someone yelled something out. Percy raced farther 
into the garden. What exactly had Silena released? Another gate greeted 
him - older looking with a broken lock on it. Percy had never been this far 
back before. He shoved the gate open - looking around. There were two 
kids unconscious on the floor, both groaning as they got up. “Are you 
unclaimed?!” He called to them, and they scrambled up. One nodded. “Go! 
Run!” He shouted and sprinted farther inside. A fountain next to him 
exploded. 


So... this was not going well. Percy held up his hand, so the water turned to 
mist. He had planned to leave it there, but out of nowhere, it hardened to 


ice, plunging to the ground beside him. Swearing, he dodged - barely 
avoiding the icicles stabbing him as a sharp gust of went jolted him back 
slightly. There was a flash of bronze, and Percy raised his sword just in time 
to block a hit from above. 


A loud clang echoed over the garden. 


Percy went to disarm his opponent, but it was hard to see with the storm 
around him picking up. He wanted desperately to raise his hand to stop it 
but wasn’t entirely sure who or what he was fighting against. Was it a god? 
Working off of instinct alone, he struck out - managing to catch something 
and feint. There was another flash of bronze that he dodged by diving to the 
side. Another clang sounded as his sword met something. The wind 
faltered. 


The next few minutes passed by in a flash. He couldn’t even process the 
hits he was deflecting as he moved around the garden - desperately trying to 
avoid hurting any of the plants as more bursts of storms came through. He 
hopped up on a branch, trying to see his attacker, when suddenly something 
tangled his legs. He desperately reached for a branch to kick off what 
looked to be a net before swinging down and lashing out when he sensed 
something nearby. 


“T’m not here to hurt you! I want to help you!” He shouted and rolled out of 
the way when something came crashing down next to him. He tried to strike 
out again, but the net came back, tangling with his sword, so he was forced 
to drop it. 


“Liar!” A voice yelled, and Percy rolled again to avoid being hit. “Where is 
he?!” 


“Where is who?!” He asked and felt Riptide return to his pocket. He pulled 
it out just in time to deflect another hit. The storm was dying down, giving 
him a vague outline of his attacker. He launched himself forward, knocking 
them both to the ground. There was a snap, and something cracked against 
Percy’s face, sending him to the ground with a gasp. 


“Poseidon! Where is he?” the person yelled, and there was a hint of 
familiarity there. Percy couldn’t place it, though. Groaning, he raised 
Riptide to block yet another hit. He reached desperately beside him until he 
felt a loose branch beside him and grabbed it with his free hand to strike 
upwards. There was a hiss and another rapid succession of dodging and 
hitting as Percy ducked and feinted before kicking out and sending the 
person onto the floor. 


“He’s in the throne room - what are you doing?” he demanded. “Stop! I can 
help you-” 


“I don’t even know you,” the person growled and kicked out at him. He 
managed to deflect it and spun out to avoid the next hit. 


“Well,” Percy said breathlessly and struck out again. More clangs. They 
echoed so loudly that he could have sworn that was what was shaking 
Olympus. “Maybe we should introduce ourselves,” he said, and the damn 
net tangled around his feet again, sending him tripping backward into a 
bushel of flowers. He spluttered, moving to get up only for a pointed pole to 
touch the base of his throat. The storm died down - or maybe just paused? If 
he didn’t know any better, he would say that he was in the eye of a 
hurricane. With a groan, Percy risked a look up at his attacker. It was a girl. 
He had guessed that much by her voice. He went to move, but she kept her 
weapon firmly in place. “Hi,” he greeted instead. “My name is Percy.” 


The girl looked at him with a slight tilt of the head. There was something 
about her. Something unsettling. Her hair was dark and cropped just below 
her chin, somehow looking perfectly in place and mused at once. Her eyes 
were green - though dimmer than his own. So dark that he was reminded of 
the sea at night. Black water with hints of color underneath that left him 
wondering what lay just underneath the waves. At once, Percy suddenly 
understood who this was. A small smile played at her lips. 


“Hello, Percy,” she said and raised the net over her shoulder. “My name is 
Evelyn.” 


7. Chapter 7 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Heyyyyyyyy so BOTL is gonna be 3 chapters bc I really didn't have 
the endurance to churn out 25,000 words lol. I figured TLO might be 
too so I updated everything to 12. 


It was raining. 


Not too hard. Just enough so that you could tell it was as Percy looked 
around what appeared to be an empty field with two shrouds on it. Both 
looked poorly made with scrapped cloth and hasty sewing jobs. Still, Percy 
could tell what they were. One was a dark blue with a golden lightning bolt, 
while the second was black with a silver helmet. In front of both was 
Evelyn - wearing jeans and a t-shirt - with her knees drawn up to her chest 
as she stared with empty eyes. 


“For your friends?” 


Evelyn looked up to where Luke Castellan was walking up - very much still 
alive. Somehow. Percy wasn’t sure what he was expecting. He looked tired 
but still offered a wry smile as he looked down at where Evelyn was staring 
at the shrouds before nodding. 


“Yes,” she said quietly. “I doubt the gods gave them proper funerals, so... I 
tried to make do,” she said and took a long breath. After a couple of 
seconds of staring at the shrouds, she reached into her pocket and pulled out 
a photo before handing it up to him. Luke took it carefully. 


“Who’s the boy?” Luke asked as he sat down on the ground next to her. 
Evelyn glanced at him warily before pursing her lips. 


“Hugo,” she said and reached out towards the black shroud. Luke stayed 
quiet. “You know he had red hair. We used to say it was made of hellfire,” 
she whispered, voice getting thicker. “He was good,” she said and clenched 
her open palm against the shroud into a fist. “He was so good... And they - 


we were fighting, but the gods came and-” her voice broke off. Luke stared 
at her. 


“You loved him?” 


Evelyn let her hand slip down. She stared for a moment. Then turned to 
Luke. 


“I loved him more than even Aphrodite can love someone. I loved him with 
all of my humanity and none of my divinity. I think if you are to love... you 
should only love the human way. It is the only way to know it is love at all.” 


Luke seemed to consider that as he wiped some droplets from his hair. 


“What about the girl?” he asked her quietly. Evelyn made a noise that might 
have been a sob. “Sorry, it’s just... she looks a little like my friend did. 
Thalia,” he said and reached into his pocket to pull out a photo of his own. 
Percy couldn’t get a good look at it from where he was standing, but he was 
pretty sure it was Thalia and Luke with a much younger Annabeth. Evelyn 
took it slowly. 


“She does look like Vera,” Evelyn said, voice filled with distaste. “Though 
Vera didn’t have freckles, and her hair was dark brown and much longer 
than hers. I don’t know why she let it get that long and unruly. It was 
hideous.” 


“Really?” Luke said, looking down at the photograph Evelyn had given 
him. “She looks pretty here.” 


“She might have been pretty,” Evelyn dismissed. “When she didn’t speak... 
or move. Or breathe. Photographs are perhaps the best medium for her,” she 
said blandly. Luke looked at her - torn between amusement and indignance. 
There was a pause. “I killed her, you know. Vera.” 


Luke jerked his head up. 


“I remember so little. After Hugo was dragged away, we ran. I got us on a 
boat in the Indian Ocean. Then... I don’t know. There was this mark on my 


arm, and Vera panicked. I don’t know what happened. There was pain and 
fear and... something else I can’t quite describe,” she said slowly, brows 
coming together. The gods came for me. I told Vera to run. I was covered in 
blood and wasn’t really sure why...” she trailed off. Luke bit his lip. 


“Then what?” 
Evelyn flinched. 


“I heard a scream. Then... I... my weapon was in her back,” she managed 
and tried to steady her breath. “I don’t... my father was there. He was trying 
to bound my powers but couldn’t seem to do it well. I just remember giving 
up. I mean, if I killed Vera...” she said and closed her eyes. “I didn’t hate 
her. Not truly. Not enough for that.” 


Luke said nothing. After watching the rain fall onto the shrouds, he put a 
light hand on her shoulder. Evelyn stared at it blankly before slowly lifting 
her eyes to meet his. 


“What’s your story?” she asked. Luke let his hand slide off of her. “Why 
have you turned against the gods?” she asked and lifted Luke’s photo. “Was 
it because of this Thalia girl?” she asked him, with a hint of wry 
amusement. Luke gave a sad sort of scoff. 


“They killed her in front of me. In front of Annabeth,” he shrugged. “To 
save her life, Zeus turned her into a tree.” 


“Ah. Been there.” 


“Hm,” Luke smiled. “Well, she got brought back. They kept her trapped in 
Olympus and then released her to retrieve Artemis. I expected to find her 
there. On that mountain. I knew she would join me. She... never made it,” 
he said and shook his head. “My father is Hermes. Not the most... present 
parent,” he said dryly. Evelyn frowned. “My mother was a little... unstable. 
I used to pray to him constantly, but he never answered. Until I pissed him 
off, at least,” he muttered. 


“Did he do that to you?” Evelyn asked with a nod towards the scar on 
Luke’s face. He shook his head. 


“Quest. It was a stupid one. To get an apple from Ladon’s tree,” he said 
with a roll of his eyes. “I thought about refusing, but... I saw an 
opportunity,” he admitted. Evelyn waited. “You’re allowed to bring two 
people on quests. Trios are recommended,” he smiled dryly. Percy watched 
as he looked down at the shroud in front of them before biting his lip. “I 
brought this son of Ares... Shaun,” he said with distaste. “He was the one 
who stabbed Thalia. And I brought the daughter of Apollo who held me 
back when it happened. Unfortunately, both happened to die on that quest,” 
he said with a shrug. Percy’s eyes widened - horrified. Then his mind 
slipped to that dream... the one where he saw Thalia trying to get into 
camp... 


Evelyn hummed. 


“Understandable,” she responded. “I think you and I have the same fatal 
flaw, Luke Castellan. I don’t forgive so easily either,” she said, and right 
then, her eyes snapped to meet Percy’s. He took a step back - a little 
alarmed at being seen. That hadn’t happened before. Not with another 
demigod, anyway. “Do you mind if I have a second alone with them?” she 
asked Luke with a nod towards the shrouds. Luke didn’t even question it. 
He stood up with a wry smile before nodding his respects to the ground and 
marching off in the mud. Evelyn watched him go. Percy wondered if she 
was purposely allowing herself to stay wet, or if her powers were somehow 
different from his own. “Hello, Percy.” 


He didn’t respond. Didn’t really know how to. Evelyn’s gaze flicked back 
to him before she stood. Percy took another quick step back. 


“No need for that,” she said with a scoff. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 
Percy narrowed his eyes. 


“Look,” Evelyn said and took a small step towards him. “I know who you 
are. What you are. It isn’t hard to sense that we’re the same. I knew it when 
we fought on Olympus. Whether or not you realized it, my hurricane should 


have crushed you. Your powers protected you,” she said and stuck her 
thumbs in the pockets of her jeans. It was strange to see her out of the 1940s 
garb he had always associated her with. “Even now. I wouldn’t be able to 
see you if there wasn’t something connecting us. I’m not going to tell 
anyone,” she added. 


“Yeah, I’m sure,” he said suspiciously. Evelyn’s lips twitched. 


“T have no quarrel with you... but we should probably establish what side of 
things we’re on,” she said and took another step forward. Percy stepped 
back. “You’re more than likely the prophecy child-“ 


“What about you?” Percy cut her off. Evelyn paused. “Why wouldn’t it be 
you?” he asked. Evelyn looked older than he was - much older, in fact. She 
looked him over for a moment before shrugging. 


“When that prophecy was made, I was already seventeen. I’m not entirely 
sure how old I am now. Maybe eighteen? Twenty? Still seventeen?” she 
frowned, looking down at her body with a hint of uncertainty. “Either way, 
it isn’t me.” 


“Then why did they bring you back?” 


“That’s a little mean,” Evelyn laughed. “I’m the only one they could bring 
back. As far as I’m aware, they killed every other Big Three child. Father 
did everything he could to keep them from killing me,” she said with a long 
breath. “Because that was such a kindness,” she muttered. The ground 
rumbled. “Oh, do you have something to say about that?” she asked the sky. 
Percy looked around. Did the gods know where Evelyn was? Why not 
attack? Before he could consider it, there was a flash, and suddenly they 
were no longer alone. 


“T should have known you would find him.” 


“Father,” Evelyn greeted - as if she had somehow expected this. Percy 
certainly hadn’t. He was a little alarmed to find his father now also in the 
field. He was in his younger form - looking strikingly like Percy with his 
trident out and glowing amidst the rain. “I was wondering when you were 


going to make an appearance. I thought for sure we would meet on 
Olympus,” she said and then offered a wry smile. “If not for Perseus, here,” 
she said. Percy bit the inside of his cheek, warily looking at where Poseidon 
was watching. He looked more stoic than usual... which said a lot given 
their previous interactions. “Unfortunately, Hecate has protected this 
camp-“ 


“Hecate?” Percy interrupted. “A goddess is on your side?” 
Evelyn frowned at him. 


“Of course. There are plenty of minor gods on our side. Do you think they 
have enjoyed watching their children turned into plants?” 


“Then maybe they should have claimed them,” Poseidon snapped at her 
through gritted teeth. Evelyn crossed her arms over her chest. The previous 
look of politeness was now overcast with a guarded expression of 
something much darker. 


“Could they?” Evelyn asked. “There is no room for them in your camp. You 
haven’t built them a single cabin or place of worship. And, tell me, who 
would you first choose as your martyrs given the chance? Certainly not 
your own children,” she said dryly and raised her hands. “My point being 
that Hecate has used her magic to protect this area. Try and kill me. By the 
time you break the magic, my allies will have arrived.” 


Percy had not anticipated this being a fight. Nope. Not a chance. He looked 
around, a little alarmed. Was there an emergency exit for dreams? If not, 
there should be. Poseidon took a long breath before letting go of his trident 
so that it disappeared into the wind. Evelyn’s jaw clenched. 


“T have no intention of hurting you,” he said and walked over to her. 
“Evelyn... you have a chance to right things,” Poseidon said and reached 
out as if to put a hand on her shoulder but thought better of it. “You weren’t 
in the right state of mind to share your story before, but that has clearly 
changed now. We can help you,” he said gently. Evelyn’s face hardened. 
“Do not become the thing they accuse you of being.” 


Percy could already tell that this was the wrong thing to say. Evelyn’s 
breath caught as she dug her feet deeper into the ground. 


“Oh, no,” she said and crossed her arms over her chest. “I think that’s where 
the confusion is. You and your brethren accuse me of being a crazed, blood- 
lusting killer,” she said and took a step forward. “But I have no intention of 
being a rabid dog for you to put down,” she said, voice lowering into a 
chilling threat. “I am going to be so much worse than that. I want all of you 
to feel what we felt. Once Kronos brings Olympus crumbling to the ground 
and puts all of you in chains, I’m going to start a hunt of my own. We’ll see 
how you like being game,” she told him and offered a wry smile. “Tell me, 
Father... do gods pray?” 


Poseidon said nothing. 


“Well,” Evelyn said and stepped away. “You better learn. I recommend 
starting on your knees.” 


“You will not win this.” 


“No? I believe that is why you favored me so, Lord Poseidon,” she said and 
turned her eyes to Percy. This time, he didn’t step away. Instead, he met her 
eyes and jutted out his chin. Her expression softened a fraction. 


“Evelyn,” he said, keeping his voice firm and reasonable. “I know you’re 
angry, but I don’t think it is completely the gods’ fault. The titans might 
have been the one to do this to you. To all of you-“ 


“And?” 


And? And? Percy felt his previous confidence dwindle. And? How could 
she just throw that out there? Evelyn shrugged, perhaps reading his 
confusion. 


“I assumed they were probably involved. This isn’t our war, Percy. We’re 
just the people who fight it. If both wronged my family, then PI take care 
of both. I don’t care what side I choose first. After all, is said and done, I 


will fight the titans too. I will fight until I am the only one left on the 
battleground. At least then I’ll know for sure that my enemies are dead.” 


There was something about the way she said that... something that told 
Percy it wasn’t anything cocky or peacocking. For the first time, he 
considered what would happen if he fought her. That back-and-forth on 
Olympus had been one thing. Evelyn lashing out after years of confusion 
and Percy trying to calm her. It wasn’t the same. Now he wondered how he 
would fare against her. Rhode said he was powerful - but exactly how 
would he measure up against someone who had his powers? Who actually 
trained with those powers? Who didn’t have to hide and would have been 
able to test their abilities? 


He wouldn’t win. 


“I don’t want us to be enemies,” he said. Evelyn grimaced as she stepped 
back, eyes flicking to the shrouds on the ground and then to where Poseidon 
had been standing completely still - watching with unreadable eyes. 


“You are not my enemy,” she finally said. “I understand whatever you 
choose. I just hope you understand the same of me.” 


“You didn’t use to be like this,’ Poseidon cut in. His voice sounded 
strained. Percy wondered if that was Hecate’s magic at work - pushing him 
away or perhaps seeing his daughter like this was really so painful. “You 
were kind-“ 


“I am still kind,” Evelyn snapped. “Just not to you. Never to you. Don’t 
complain that I became exactly what you made me to be,” she said and 
shook her head. “As fun as this reunion is, I must go,” she added and then 
glance between Poseidon and Percy. “Forgive me if I don’t leave you here 
to talk.” 


Percy wasn’t sure what that meant. He was about to ask when suddenly 
Evelyn’s pole was pointed at his neck. Ah. 


“Don’t worry,” she told him. “It won’t hurt. Stay safe out there. If you ever 
need me then go into the labyrinth. I'll find you.” 


Labyrinth? What labyrinth? He wanted to ask, but it was too late. Just like 
that, she thrust the pole forward, and Percy jolted up in bed. 


The rest of the morning felt like a solemn one. He picked at his food, trying 
to find an appetite as his siblings all engaged in their usual chaos while - oh, 
no. Nico was here to argue with Jaime... again. Percy had been right to be 
concerned about those two. 


“This isn’t even your table!” Jaime was shouting as she slammed her hands 
down. “CHIRON!” 


“Tattletale,’ Nico said solemnly and took the toast right off of her plate. 
Jaime spluttered before turning to tug on Silena’s arm. 


“Percy-“ 


“Yeah, I got it,” Percy said as he stood up. “Hey, Nico. Want to work on 
sword fighting?” he asked. Nico dropped the toast and scrambled up. 


“Yes, please!” he said and practically fell over as he raced after him. “Can I 
use a real sword this time? I promise I won’t accidentally cut someone 
again!” he added as he skipped next to him. “Can you show me what you 
did you that kdtara?” he asked. “Everyone says you fought one all by 
yourself,” he whispered as Percy tiredly looked at him. The night Evelyn 
had come back had been... chaotic, to say the least. The gods had naturally 
come to investigate at the random storm on that mountain, but by that point, 
Evelyn had gone - leaving Percy to try and throw some semblance of a 
story together. 


The current version was that Percy had been viciously attacked by some 
mystery katara (who had not been named, but her identity had been easy 
enough for the gods to figure out), and he barely escaped with his life. It 
gathered him a lot of sympathy from the older kids (“That must have been 
so scary! You poor, poor thing!”) and awe from some younger kids... mostly 
Nico. 


“Well, I think maybe she could have killed me but didn’t,” Percy tried. “So 
there could be nice kdtaras out there,” he reasoned. Nico made a face and 


shook his head. 


“No, they’re all evil,” he said. “When I grow up, I’m going to kill them all 
so that they can’t hurt anyone,” he added, puffing out his chest. Percy 
inwardly grimaced. Great. “Maybe Pll find the one who tried to hurt you,” 
he said. Percy looked around. He wished there weren’t so many wandering 
ears. Maybe then he could gently try to nudge Nico in a different direction. 
As it was, Nico had fed into nearly everything the other campers had told 
him. Percy was a little concerned about it. He wanted to talk to him about it, 
but... well. It was technically Bianca’s call. Not his. Maybe the next time he 
saw her, Percy would bring it up. 


He was so deep in thought, he almost didn’t notice the giant hellhound in 
the arena until Nico gave a delighted gasp. 


“Tt’s a dog!” 


“Nico, get down-“ Percy said, pulling out Riptide as he grabbed the back of 
Nico’s shirt. The hellhound turned to him with dopey eyes, cocking his 
head a bit until a sudden shout made him pause. 


“Whoa, whoa! Easy there,” a voice said as a man appeared to stop Percy’s 
sword from turning the dog into golden dust. “She’s not dangerous!” he 
said, and Percy blinked. A hellhound wasn’t dangerous? He pursed his lips, 
keeping a firm hand on Nico as the dog gave a bright bark, tongue lolling 
out of its mouth as Percy looked between the monster and the man in front 
of him. 


“She’s a hellhound.” 


“A well-behaved hellhound,” the man corrected. “Her name is Mrs. 
O’Leary. Don’t worry. She’s perfectly safe. I trained her myself,” he added, 
jutting a thumb to his chest. Percy slowly lowered his sword. “I’m Quintus, 
by the way,” he said. Huh. Interesting. “Pl be the swordmaster this 
summer,” he added. Percy let go of Nico - though he kept a close eye on the 
hellhound who was curiously moving closer to them as they spoke. When 
she was close enough, she gave Nico’s hand a small sniff. Then barked. 


“she likes me,” Nico whispered, voice full of wonder. Percy felt a stab of 
anxiety at that, but Quintus didn’t seem surprised. On the contrary, Mrs. 
O’Leary walked over and licked Percy’s hand next. 


“You can train a hellhound?” Percy asked skeptically. Quintus nodded, 
putting the flat end of his sword over his shoulder with a bright smile. 


“If you have the talent and patience for it,’ he said and tilted his head. 
“You’re Percy Jackson, right? My mother mentioned you,” he grinned. 
Percy raised an eyebrow. His mother? Before he could ask, Quintus 
continued speaking. “I’m here to help out while Mr. D is on some personal 
business. You know, godly matters and whatnot,” he said with a wave of his 
hand. “Thought I might try to up the training while I’m here. When I was a 
child, we had no summer camps to teach us how to fight,” he mused and 
absently slapped Nico’s hand away when he started to reach for one of the 
many large crates behind him. Nico snapped his hand back - eyes wide with 
betrayal, before a look of utter outrage overtook it. 


“Don’t hit me!” 


“Don’t touch my crate,” Quintus threw back easily. Percy looked away 
before Nico could see the veiled look of amusement on his face. Poor 
Quintus. Little did he know that by just that mere action alone that he had 
made an enemy. Not that Nico was a particularly formidable opponent at 
the moment - he had some jam on his nose and a sparkly band-aid on his 
forehead - but nevertheless. Nico had a streak of obstinate anger that was 
unmatched. Blackjack accidentally nipped his finger once six months ago, 
and Nico still refuses to bring him apples (Blackjack finds this utterly unfair 
considering he brought the other pegasi apples daily). 


However, Percy was a smidge distracted by Quintus’ other comment. Back 
in my day. That was an old person saying. Now that he thought about it, he 
didn’t know many grown-up demigods. The oldest he had seen was Luke - 
and considering the circumstances that could change at any given moment. 
Percy wanted to ask how old he was, but the Silena in the back of his head 
was already loudly threatening him for being so tactless. 


“What are you talking about?” he asked instead. “Camp Half-Blood would 
have been here when you were a child,” he went with. Quintus snorted. 


“Aren’t you sweet? I’m a bit older than Camp Half-Blood.” 


...Percy was pretty sure Chiron said his first student at this camp included 
Aeneas, Jason, and Achilles. A warning bell went off in his head. Immortal. 
How? He didn’t look immortal. He looked like a demigod. Cautiously, 
Percy glanced at where Nico had decided to try and get Mrs. O’Leary to 
sit... which she did. Either Quintus really had trained her well, or Nico had 
some sort of... natural bond with her. His stress levels rose some more. 


“What are the crates for?” Percy asked with a jerk of his head towards 
where five boxes were piled high. Quintus’ eyes sparkled, but they were 
interrupted by the soft clicking of hooves that nearly always signaled 
Chiron was nearby. Percy turned with a polite smile. 


“Ah, good. You have all met,” Chiron greeted. Percy nodded. Chiron also 
didn’t seem alarmed by the presence of the hellhound - or Nico’s immediate 
kinship with it. “I’m afraid I must interrupt, however. Grover may need 
you,” he added to Percy. Grover? Percy felt his concern rise. He had, of 
course, been keeping in touch with Grover regularly but wasn’t sure what 
could be wrong. He capped his sword - pausing when he glanced between 
Nico and Mrs. O’ Leary. 


“I can watch him,” Quintus smiled. Percy pursed his lips. 


“Nico!” he called and watched as Nico spun around towards his voice 
before jogging over. “I have to go see a friend. Are you okay with 
Quintus?” he asked and then reconsidered. “Maybe you can go back to your 
cabin-“ 


“No,” Nico said quickly. Percy frowned at him. “Katie gets mad when I kill 
the plants,” he admitted, kicking the ground. Right. Nico’s ‘Demeter’ 
powers had been slowly but surely giving Percy constant heart attacks. 
Castor often helped to make sure things looked like they grew around Nico 
- though it was a struggle for him when it wasn’t fruit-based. However, 
much to everyone’s surprise, Nico also killed plants with remarkable ease. 


Percy had panicked up until Miranda commented that it wasn’t unheard of. 
After all, Demeter could take away life as well as grant it. Often enough, 
her ire was demonstrated by crops withering at her command. 


Nico thought it was the coolest thing. Katie did not. 


“Right,” he said and ran a hand through his hair. “Well... be careful around 
the hellhound, alright?” he asked and then smiled. “Though, maybe it goes 
to show that there are always exceptions,” he said. Nico tilted his head. “I 
mean, if there are good hellhounds, then there could be other things we 
think are bad that can secretly be good, right?” he tried. 


This seemed to stump him for a moment before he finally shrugged. 


“Yeah, okay,” he said, clearly unimpressed. Percy inwardly groaned before 
straightening up. Maybe he would send Castor after him. Biting his tongue, 
he wandered off to where Chiron was waiting to take him to a glade. Grover 
was there alongside Annabeth, Clarisse, a nymph he hadn’t seen before, and 
(naturally) the Council of Cloven Elders (Percy could not say he was a fan). 


Turns out, Grover now only had a week to find Pan (missing god of the 
wilderness- long story) without his searcher’s license being revoked, which 
was... frustrating. 


“Why? Why give you a time limit?” Percy asked, irritated by the whole 
thing. Politics were annoying in general, but the lack of common sense 
among satyr politics was particularly annoying. “Even if you were lying 
about having heard Pan, what would this prove? It’s stupid,” he said, and 
the nymph (Juniper was her name) cried harder. Grover murmured 
something comforting before fixing Percy with a tired look. “I can 
charmspeak them into another decision,” he added, looking around for 
some water. “I can also make Maron hit himself in the face-“ 


“No,” Grover interrupted. “They gave me a week. I’ll take it,” he said, 
though his voice was far from confident. “I can figure it out.” 


“Tf anyone can, then it would be you!” Juniper said with a fierce nod. Percy 
nodded. Sure. Whatever his new girlfriend said (yeah, Juniper was 


Grover’s girlfriend... Percy would heckle him about that later, for sure). 


“We can help you,” Annabeth said, crossing his arms over her chest. 
“Clarisse and I have some ideas-“ 


Clarisse. Annabeth had been hanging out with Clarisse? Bummer. He 
glanced at her nervously - hoping to meet her eyes, but Annabeth didn’t 
look at him. It had been a little difficult between the two lately. She was 
back at camp. Percy didn’t think for a second that was where loyalties lied, 
though. Silena had said she had seen Annabeth with the titan side a few 
times over the past year or so. He couldn’t fault her for it. Not really. 


Still, he just... he missed her. 


“Annabeth!” Percy called as he jumped over a log after the group had 
dispersed. She kept walking. “Hey. Hi. It’s me,” he said and held out both 
hands as he practically dove out in front of her. “Please talk to me.” 


Annabeth froze - looking a little like a deer caught in headlights before 
schooling her expression. 


“Hi,” she greeted. “It’s you.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Hi.” 

“Hi.” 

An awkward silence fell over them. From somewhere behind them, Clarisse 
and Silena were talking - both passionately discussing something as Percy 
kicked the ground beneath him. 

“T heard you fought a kdtara,” she finally said. “Very brave.” 


Percy narrowed his eyes. 


“Funny,” he threw back. “I would have thought you had more details on 
that particular story,” he said - watching her carefully. Annabeth’s eyes 


narrowed. There. She knew that he knew about what she had chosen. He 
felt his expression softened. “I wouldn’t have hurt her even if I could,” he 
said softly. Annabeth looked away. “I wouldn’t have hurt any of them. 
Ever.” 


“Yeah...” she trailed off and sighed. “Yeah, I heard.” 
“But you’re still mad?” 


“T’m not-“ she began but was cut off by Silena calling his name. “You better 
go,” she decided and patted his arm. “P Il see you around, Percy.” 


“Wait!” he frowned and spun around to grab her elbow. “I- can I talk to you 
later? Maybe you can update me on that cube?” he said, thinking of the 
golden cube Thalia had given her life for. “Did you find something?” he 
asked. Annabeth’s face flickered - a thousand different expressions forming 
over her face at once before she bit her lip. Slowly, she nodded. 


“We can talk later,” she decided and gently pulled away. Percy helplessly 
watched her go before turning to where Silena had finished her 
conversation with Clarisse - patiently waiting for Percy to look back at her. 


“Sorry,” she greeted when he dragged his feet back. “Drew and Lacy are 
staying a bit longer at school - something about a Sadie Kane girl and a 
school dance - so I need your help training today,” she said and then pointed 
a finger at him. “I think you finally might be better than me,” she added 
with an approving nod. Percy gave a weak smile. “Maybe I should teach 
you some knife fighting next.” 


“Why? My sword always comes back to me.” 


“Its smart to always have an extra weapon. Maybe you come across 
someone who isn’t armed, or you need a surprise attack - plus it just looks 
cool,” she added. Percy laughed as he put his hands into his pockets before 
following her towards the weapon shed. “We have a new swordmaster, I 
think. Quintus. We’ll see if he takes us seriously or not,” she added with a 
slight huff. 


“Pm sure he will,” Percy said in his most placating voice. He looked 
around. Nobody was here... Percy and Silena hadn’t had a chance to talk 
much about, um, last year. It was hard to bring up ‘hey, so why did you 
bring back my half-sister from the 1940s?’ in a cabin full of eavesdropping 
Aphrodite kids. “Hey, um, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about the di 
Angelos,” he went with instead. Silena paused. “I’m nervous about Nico’s 
powers popping up. I don’t know what exactly he can do and exactly how 
much people are willing to overlook,” he admitted. Silena paused, taking 
off her boots to try on one of the steel-toed combat shoes with knives in 
them. 


“Yeah, how did you manage that?” she asked with a scoff. “Demeter of all 
people... considering that I watched Nico di Angelo take a literal shot of 
sugar the other day... it wouldn’t have been my first guess.” 


“Was Aphrodite your first guess for me?” he asked, and Silena pointed a 
finger at him. 


“Fair enough,” she said. Then looked at him for a couple seconds - eyes 
suddenly narrowing with suspicion. Oh... that wasn’t good. “What... exactly 
did you do?” Silena asked him, voice measured in a way Percy didn’t like. 
Briefly, he explained the Winter Solstice and Drew’s role in it... something 
he deeply regretted based on the expression Silena was currently making. 


“-but then they got claimed, so everything is fine,” Percy finished. Except 
now, he wasn’t so sure. 


“You didn’t,” Silena said, horrified. “Percy, what did you do?” she 
demanded before taking the nearest thing next to her (which, unfortunately, 
happened to be her boot) and hit him with it. “Are! You! Insane?!” she 
demanded as Percy yelped, dodging the assault between her hits. “You had 
Drew charmspeak her?!” 


“Yeah! I told Drew it was just because Demeter had probably forgotten, so 
it isn’t like she suspected anything-“ 


“Charmspeak is for current situations, Percy! Do you know what that 
means?!” Silena hissed. Percy shook his head, shrinking a little. “It means 


that it isn’t permanent. You know that, right?” she demanded. Percy 
nodded. “So, that means that once Drew finished talking and Bianca and 
Nico were claimed - that it stopped affecting her!” Silena said and hit him 
with the boot again. “And chances are that she knows Drew used 
charmspeak on her because she’s a fucking goddess and knows Drew is 
Aphrodite’s daughter!” Another hit. 


...but yeah. Percy was beginning to see the problem. 
“You think Demeter knows?” 
Silena gave a small scream before launching the boot at his head. 


“T’m going to kill you. I’m going to - how could you not think this through? 
You’re smart. How could you-“ 


“There was a time restraint!” Percy weakly tried to defend himself, though 
anxiety was setting in. “I couldn’t think of any other options-“ 


“What else?” Silena asked. Percy paused. “What other stupid thing did you 
do that night? Tell me,” she said, and when Percy shook his head, she 
narrowed her eyes. “Don’t you dare lie to me. Look me in the eyes and tell 
me if you did something else,” she said. Percy closed his eyes. Damnit. 


“There... maybe... was a conversation...” he began and rubbed the back of 
his neck. “With, um, a.... person. Goddess. You know, like ‘ena.” 


“Who?” Silena asked, and Percy mumbled again. Silena picked up the boot. 


“Athena!” Percy said loudly. Silena looked at him. “It was Athena, alright? 
I got pissed and maybe made some... damning comments.” 


He got whacked with the boot. 


“Oh my gods,” Silena whispered and buried her face in her hands. “I left 
you alone for how long, and you somehow managed this!” 


“T - okay, I messed up,” Percy admitted. “But I’m going to fix it. Nico and 
Bianca are safe. Pll figure out a way to keep them safe and - Drew,” he said 


with a sickening realization. “Will Demeter accuse her of being a 
sympathizer?” he asked. Silena fixed him with a tired look. “I'll figure it 
out too. If I need to, I can come forward. It’s fine. We’re all fine.” 


“You’re not coming forward.” 
“T am if it keeps the rest of them safe. I’m supposed to protect them-“ 


“And I’m supposed to protect you,” Silena said and took a few calming 
breaths. “You know what? It’s fine. I’m going to fix this. You keep your 
head down, okay? Stay - Percy. Percy look me in the eyes. Look - stay out 
of trouble,” she told him. Percy groaned. “Just let me handle it.” 


“Speaking of you handling things, how is Evelyn?” he asked. Silena’s 
previous look of fury dropped. “What happened that night? Why did you 
bring her back?” he asked. Silena opened her mouth before shrugging. 
“Was it because of me?” he asked. Her eyes snapped up. 


“What do you mean?” 


“You’re the only person who knows who I am - and you brought 
back Evelyn. You knew she was a child of Poseidon, too! Did you pick the 
one person who you knew I wouldn’t have a chance against?” he asked. 
Silena shook her head. 


“Of course not. Besides, Evelyn isn’t interested in fighting any demigods. 
She just wants to gods gone. That’s all that matters to her. I just... I saw the 
name in the garden and... I don’t know. She was the only one there aside 
from one other, but...” she trailed off. Percy waited. 


“Was that not who the voice told you to free?” he asked. Silena picked up 
an arrow to examine it. “Look, I don’t know much, but if you’re hearing 
someone in your head ordering you around - that’s not a good sign. Was it 
Kronos?” he asked. Silena’s jaw tightened. Percy thought back to Zoé. “If it 
wasn’t, then tell me who it was,” he said, leaning in. “I think that’s the 
person who made the 1940s kids crazy,” he said. Silena’s eyes jerked up. 


“T don’t know who it was.” 


Percy clicked his tongue. 

“I love you to death, but that was the worst lie I’ve ever heard.” 

“Pm not lying,” Silena told him indignantly and sighed. “I... just... suspect.” 
“Well, who do you suspect? Have you told Evelyn?” 


“I don’t really talk to Evelyn that much. It’s mainly just Luke and her,” 
Silena said. “And don’t worry about it right now - don’t,” she said when 
Percy opened his mouth. “I promise I will tell you everything when I know 
for sure, okay? There are just some things you... you don’t want to accuse 
certain people of without evidence,” she said. Percy frowned. Zoé had 
similar words. That nobody would believe her. Why not? And who was 
Silena scared of telling? Zoé was nervous about going to the gods... was 
Silena nervous about telling Luke? Evelyn? Did she want to go to the gods? 
He once thought he understood her motivations. Now... he wasn’t so sure. 


The rest of the time sorting weapons was done in silence. He could tell 
Silena was deep in thought - probably trying to figure out the best way to 
keep everyone alive. The guilt that had been twisted in the back of his mind 
made its way front and center. How could he not have it together by now? 
He needed to figure out... something. Something that made him being 
alive worth it. 


“Hey there,” he greeted as he slid into one of the picnic benches by the 
beach an hour later. “Which one are you again? All I know is that I’m 
dating the prettier one,” he said and secretly snickered at the look on 
Pollux’s face. 


“Very funny,” he said and flicked a grape at Percy’s face. “You want to 
know how I know that you can tell us apart?” he asked as Percy hunted 
down the launched grape to toss in his mouth. “You can actually flirt with 
me,” he said. The smile vanished from Percy’s face. “Uh-huh,” Pollux said 
smugly. “I’ve seen you. You can sweet-talk Scrooge himself, but around 
your actual boyfriend, you turn into a puddle of awkwardness,” he said with 
a click of his tongue. “So sad.” 


“T’ve never liked you.” 


“Yes, I can tell because you aren’t awkward,” Pollux said solemnly as Percy 
made a face. Whatever. Mitchell had done his best in teaching Percy to flirt 
like a pro. It really was easier to think of it as more... playful banter. Percy 
was generally witty enough to pull it off (when he felt like pretending he 
had confidence), but tragically Pollux was right. He was no good with 
people he actually had any interest in... aka Castor. “You’re lucky you’re 
pretty,” Pollux said. “Because I really don’t know what else my brother sees 
in you.” 


“You’re just mad he beat you here,” Percy said and stuck out his tongue. 
“T’m a joy to be around. Would you like to hear my resumé?” 


“Oh, of course,” Pollux muttered. Percy rolled his eyes. 


“Well, for starters, I can do this,” he said and flicked Pollux off. “Which I 
think is a very compelling quality.” 


“Tt’s true. You don’t find that often.” 


“This again?” Castor asked, making them both jump as he looked between 
them. “It would be nice if we could all have a conversation without you 
quipping at one another,” he said and poked at Percy’s head. “Besides, 
Percy has a new girlfriend, haven’t you heard? He got her number,” he said 
and pulled up Percy’s wrist to show where Rachel Dare’s handwriting still 
hadn’t washed off. He sighed. Apparently, the mortal girl from last year 
went to his school... typical. 


“We did blow some empousai together,” he said and turned to Castor. 
“Would you believe me if I pinky promised that I don’t like her?” 


“I believe you - what I don t believe is that she doesn’t like you. ” 
“She doesn’t know me!” 


“I was there. I saw,” Castor said and put a hand on his forehead as he 
dramatically batted his eyes. “Oh, Percy. Please tell me about these crazy 


things I keep seeing. Here’s my number so that I may hear your wondrous 
voice day and night and be won over by your Aphrodite charm,” he said. 
Pollux snorted. “I can’t believe I had Chiron write me a note to leave camp 
for that.” 


“She seems really nice. I think we can be friends,” Percy said as he stole 
some of Pollux’s grapes. “Not everyone likes me that way, you know.” 


“T don’t.” 
“Thank you, Pollux.” 


“Seriously?” Castor asked. “How do you never notice when people like 
you? Shouldn’t you just... expect it?” he asked and shook his head. “Weird- 
ass Aphrodite kid.” 


“Tt’s called being humble.” 


“Hm 33 


“Don’t ‘hm’ me,” Percy said with a pout. “It’s true. In fact, I bet you’re the 
only person in this entire camp who finds me attractive,” he said - fairly 
confident on this point. Despite, well, everything, he wasn’t actually an 
Aphrodite kid. He was a Percy who fooled people into thinking he was 
something he wasn’t. Just because nobody thought to question anything 
didn’t mean he was actually... you know. Like that. 


“Ten drachmas,” Pollux said. Percy frowned. 


“Twenty,” Castor countered and turned to him. “Flirt with the next camper 
who passes. If you make them blush, then I win. If you can’t, then Pollux 
wins.” 


“so I don’t win at all?” Percy asked. Castor shrugged. “Oh, whatever - 
hey, Pollux-“ he started but was dismissed to instead point him in the 
direction of Katie Gardner. Ugh. Travis would totally fill his bed with 
itching powder. Sighing, he turned to wave brightly. 


“Hey, Katie!” he said and gestured to her. “I like your shirt,” he smiled. 
Katie blinked at him. 


“Tt’s... just a camp t-shirt? You have one too.” 


“Yeah, well, you wear it better,” Percy told her and - much to his surprise - 
watched as her face went a few shades darker. Quickly, she turned away, 
muttering under her breath angrily. He stared before looking down at his 
hands in wonder. “How?” he muttered and then shook his head. “No, she 
was just mad,” he decided. Castor looked at him for a long time. Then 
turned to Pollux. 


“Give me my money.” 
Whatever. Percy turned to Castor, leaning in so he could whisper. 


“I need to talk to you later - it’s about Bianca and Nico,” he said. Castor 
hummed as he grabbed his sword and stood up. 


“Let’s go now,” he suggested and glanced down at Pollux. “Don’t come in 
the cabin. Percy and I are talking.” 


“Gross.” 


“Talking,” Castor scowled at him and grabbed Percy’s hand. “Come on. Is it 
Nico?” he asked lowly as he pulled him away from the beach and towards 
the rest of the cabins. “Because I freaked out when I saw him with a 
hellhound, but turns out it’s the new swordmaster’s pet-“ 


“No,” Percy said. “It’s... a thing,” he sighed and went through everything he 
had gone through with Silena (edited, obviously). “I just don’t know what 
to do.” 


“Talk to Bianca.” 


“T will. Am. I have to call her later,” he said and ran a hand over his face. “I 
just-“ he began but was cut off when the door creaked open, and a pair of 
wide, dark eyes latched onto them. 


“Hi,” Nico greeted and shuffled into the room with his arms full of 
Twinkies. “I brought snacks.” 


Castor and Percy both blinked at him before looking at one another with 
inward groans. Percy had, admittedly, gotten kind of fond of Nico. 
However, he didn’t always have the right energy for the kid. Nico was a 
constant... well. Just a constant. He flopped to the floor and unwrapped a 
Twinkie with a look of wonder before looking at them expectedly. 


“This is my cabin,” Castor pointed out. Nico nodded. 


“I know,” he said and took a bite out of the Twinkie. “Whatcha talking 
about?” 


“Uh...” Castor said and looked at Percy. “Taxes.” 

“What are taxes?” 

“Boring adult stuff.” 

“Oh,” Nico said and held out another Twinkie. Percy snorted and accepted 
it. “You’re not an adult, though,” he said skeptically. “Why are you talking 
about boring adult stuff?” 


“T think I’m kind of like an adult,” Percy said. Nico wrinkled his nose. 


“But adults aren’t fun. You’re very fun,” Nico said and bit into the Twinkie. 
“These taste bad,” he muttered and yet, took another bite. Castor tilted his 
head. 


“Why do you even have those?” 


“Because of my... my, um, oh no,” he grumbled. “It’s happening again,” he 
said and thought for a moment as they waited. Sometimes, Nico tended to 
forget certain English words. Unsurprising given how fast his brain went, 
but eventually he found one - or something that worked for what he was 
trying to saying at least. “From my mortal non-friend,” he decided. 


“Enemy.” 


“Yes! My mortal enemy,” Nico nodded fiercely. “His name is Will. All he 
does is make me mad!” 


“Will Solace?” Percy asked with a frown. “That’s the medic kid, right?” 
he asked Castor, who nodded. Will - who was around Nico’s age - was 
probably one of the smartest kids in camp outside of the Athena cabin. He 
had been training to be a medic, which seemed bewildering for someone so 
young, but was actually pretty adept and super sweet. Percy couldn’t 
imagine what he had done to upset Nico. “What did he do?” 


Nico took a deep breath and dropped the Twinkie. 


“He tried to make me look at a baby!” he said, voice rising. “I don’t want to 
look at a baby. Babies are gross. He was all like, ‘look, it’s a baby satyr, and 
one day I’m going to deliver those’ and I told him that he’s supposed to be a 
medic, not a mailman, and then he laughed at me because he’s mean. So I 
went to the Apollo cabin and told Lee, except Lee told me that maybe I 
misunderstood - which I didn’t - and now I hate him,” Nico huffed. Percy 
blinked a few times - taking this all in. 


“I see,” he said and bit his lip. “Where, um, do the Twinkies come into it?” 
he asked. Nico unwrapped another Twinkie with a grimace. 


“I wanted to get revenge, and so I told him I was going to steal his favorite 
snack,” Nico said and made a face. “He said it was Twinkies, but these are 
SO gross.” 


“Uh, Nico,” Castor said gently. “I don’t think Will has ever even eaten a 
Twinkie,” he said. Nico blinked. “I mean, if you told him you were going to 
steal his favorite snack, then maybe he gave you the wrong snack,” he 
suggested. Nico’s mouth dropped. Percy leaned back - waiting for Nico to 
Start screaming. Instead, Nico opened his mouth to let some of the Twinkie 
fall out, which was kind of gross, but whatever. 


“T can’t believe this.” 


“Hm,” Castor agreed and patted his knee. “Though, I do happen to know he 
likes those strawberry yogurts. Maybe go steal those?” he suggested. Nico 


nodded. 
“Okay!” he said and then didn’t move. “...I have to later, though.” 
“Why?” 


“Because I told Mr. D I would spy on you while he was gone,” Nico 
explained with a shrug. “He said he would give me two whole drachmas for 
it - and he would let me watch do the vine trick,” he said and then look 
Castor up and down critically. “Can you do the vine trick?” he asked. 


“I don’t know. What’s the vine trick?” 


“I knew you couldn’t,” Nico muttered and slumped onto the ground. Castor 
made a noise of offense. “Only Mr. D can do the vine trick.” 


“it might be too late for him,” Castor muttered. “My dad has clearly won 
his loyalty.” 


“I didn’t think your dad liked anyone.” 


“Yeah, that’s the scary part-" 


The next day, Quintus started things with a splash by making a camp game. 
Kind of like tag, except the taggers were trying to maim you - and guess 
who the remaining two left were? 


“Hey,” he said as he bounced over to where Annabeth was squeezing her 
way between two tunnels. “I made you chocolate!” he said brightly and 
pulled out a ziplock back from his pocket. She looked back at him. “See? It 
has almonds,” he said, shaking it in front of her. That got her to pause. 


“Almonds? Wait - stop that!” 


“What? I’m just a sweet Aphrodite kid who is innocently making his 
friends candy with no ulterior motive at all,” he said and shook the bag 
again. Annabeth huffed. “I also have cookies!” he said, bringing out a 
second bag from his other pocket. “My mom’s secret recipe,” he told her 


and watched as Annabeth’s determined look of stoicism faded. “Come on... 
who knows how long we’ll be hiding out here-“ 


“For the record, I know you’re bribing me,” Annabeth snapped and yanked 
the bag from his hands. Then paused. “...thank you,” she said quietly. Percy 
shrugged, stuffing his hands in his pockets as he shuffled awkwardly. 


“Yeah... well... I want us to be okay,” he said and sat down across from her 
on the dirt floor. The scorpions that had been chasing them (fun idea! 
Thanks, Quintus!) were somewhere outside, but it looked like it would be 
awhile before they left the area. “So, what did you find with the cube?” he 
asked. Annabeth handed him a cookie. She went silent as she took a bite of 
her own, deep in thought. 


“Thalia had a brother,” she finally said. “I knew she did. I mean, when I 
was older... I knew about her mother. She was this TV actress, and I got 
curious, so I looked her up. One of the first things that popped up was this 
conspiracy theory blog. Her son disappeared when he was two. I have no 
idea if he was mortal or not. It seems unlikely that she had two children 
with Zeus, but... I don’t know. Maybe that’s why Thalia ran,” she shrugged. 
Percy frowned. 


“But on the recording...” he said slowly. Annabeth nodded. “So her brother 
is alive?” 


“Tt looks that way. I mean, Jason Grace isn’t a super unique name, but... the 
demigod world is smaller. If he’s a demigod. I don’t know. That’s the other 
thing about the recording that was weird. The girl said something about 
Bacchus? That’s Dionysus - except they used his Roman name for some 
reason.” 


“His Roman name?” 


“Yeah, back when Rome took over, there was a whole situation where their 
religion and ours got combined. Technically, they are different gods, but 
they are similar enough that they are like two sides of the same coin,” she 
said and shook her head. “I don’t know. Perhaps there could be other gods 
out there, but... it wouldn’t make sense. Greeks and Romans notoriously 


hate one another. Our gods would be on the constant threat of war. I would 
hate to see what a fight between Jupiter and Zeus looked like,” she 
shuddered. Percy didn’t blame her. They already had one war on their 
hands. It was no use imagining another. 


“Besides,” Percy said. “If there were Roman gods out there, then why 
haven’t our gods asked them to help with the titans?” he asked. Annabeth 
pointed a cookie at him. 


“Exactly... but, I mean, the cube has to mean something. Maybe Jason is 
looking for Thalia. He could just have misunderstood and used Roman 
names instead of Greek?” she said. “Evelyn said-“ 


“Evelyn?” Percy repeated and sat up. “You’ve been talking to Evelyn?” he 
asked. It was a stupid question. Silena said Luke and Evelyn were friends. 
By extension, Annabeth would be part of the group too. Still, something 
about the news felt startling. Annabeth immediately closed up. “Sorry - 
just... still digesting her existence,” he sighed and wrung his hands together. 
“Its hard,” he admitted. 


“What is?” 
Percy stared. He wanted to be honest with her... as honest as he could. 


“T want to join the titans. At least part of me does, but... I think they did 
something to those 1940s kids. Zoë said Kronos organized it and had help. I 
need to figure out who, but... I don’t know. Evelyn doesn’t seem to care. 
She just wants them all gone - if that’s even possible,” he muttered. “But, I 
mean, shouldn’t she care? If they did that to her once, then they could do it 
again. Maybe that’s why they brought her back,” he slumped against the 
wall. “I’m just so confused,” he admitted. Annabeth frowned. Did she think 
Kronos was responsible for that mess? Did she have proof? Was she 
surprised? He couldn’t tell. 


“That’s it?” she asked. Percy looked up at her. “There’s nothing else?” 


“What do you mean?” he asked her. Annabeth’s shoulders slumped. She 
looked down at the cookies in her hand and broke one in half. 


“Nevermind,” she told him. “I just- did you see that?” she asked suddenly, 
sitting up. Percy stiffened. He had. A small, twinkling light had shimmered 
farther to their left. He stood up, pulling out Riptide as he moved into what 
was Clearly becoming a tunnel of some sort. Annabeth followed closely 
behind. He was about to take another step when her hand jerked out to stop 
him. 


“We need to go back,” she said. Percy immediately stepped backward. “I 
think I know what this is - we need to leave,” she said and pulled him a 
little harder. 


“What is it?” 


Annabeth kept walking. She took another three steps before glancing back 
at him with a hint of uncertainty. Then she looked at the passage behind 
them. 


“T think it’s the entrance to the labyrinth,” she finally said. Percy frowned. 
“Like Daedalus’ maze from the story,” she said. “Clarisse was sent to look 
for it last year. Chiron is worried it could serve as another attack point. That 
Luke or someone could sneak in for an invasion,” she explained. Percy 
raised an eyebrow. That must have been what Evelyn was talking about in 
his dream. 


“Would he?” 


“No,” Annabeth said and bit her lip. “Though we could use it to sneak out 
more demigods. If I could figure out how to navigate it...” she murmured 
and shook her head. “We would need Daedalus for that, though,” she said, 
and Percy could see the light at the end of the tunnel as they continued to 
trek their way under stone and dirt. Percy tilted his head. 


“Luke had that passage near the Hermes cabin-“ 


“That’s to get out of camp. It’s a little hard to get them to the titan camp 
with all the monsters and traveling and -“ she glanced at Percy for a 
moment before shaking her head. “This could be easier. Safer. If we could 


figure out how it works,” she murmured as her fingers grazed the wall next 
to her. 


"Doesn't Evelyn know?" he asked cautiously. She did say that if Percy ever 
needed her to go into the maze. Annabeth tilted her head. "Um. Or not. I 
don't know," he said quickly. It wasn't like he could explain and him and his 
secret-sister were dream pals. "Why would it just lead you from this camp 
to the titan camp?" he asked instead. Annabeth watched him for a moment 
before finally turning away again. 


“Technically, it could lead us anywhere,” she said thoughtfully. Percy 
wished he could read her mind. He wanted to know exactly what she was 
thinking. 


Not that he had much of a chance to ask, since they were greeted by a small 
search party when they exited. Apparently, time worked differently in the 
labyrinth too. Chiron had offered Annabeth a quest to find Daedalus so they 
could figure out how to navigate it... Percy wondered if maybe Chiron was 
secretly on the titan’s side. He had to know Annabeth had switched sides? 
Maybe? He had no idea. Percy barely could figure out his own motivations 
- much less anyone else’s. 


“Silena,” Percy groaned the following day. “Stop checking out your 
boyfriend and talk to me,” he said, shoving her shoulder. Beckendorf gave a 
delighted smile at having been so obviously the center of Silena’s attention 
and gave her a shy smile from where he was working on a sword. Silena 
flushed before spinning around to scowl at Percy. “The labyrinth,” he 
prompted. 


“What about it? I - Nico,” she interrupted herself. Percy turned to find Nico 
clambering onto another camper’s back with a solemn look of 
determination. “What are you doing?” Silena asked him warily. “Are you 
hurt?” 


Nico looked up. 


“My arm hurts. Lou Ellen said she would carry me,” he added. The camper 
- Lou Ellen - looked to be around Nico’s size, so really it was a miracle she 


could lift him at all. 


“Why does she need to carry you if it’s your arm that hurts?” Percy asked. 
Nico beamed. “Nevermind. Are you going to the infirmary?” he asked. 
Nico’s expression soured. 


“William Solace might be there,” he said and shook his head. 
“He’s still bothering me,” he added with a huff. “Yesterday, he made fun of 
Mythomagic.” 


“He asked you how to play,” Lou Ellen said, shifting Nico’s weight. “That 
isn’t making fun of you.” 


“Yes, it is,” Nico muttered. “He’s mean.” 


From the Apollo cabin, Will Solace himself peaked out with a concerned 
frown before throwing up his arm to wave at them. 


“HI, NICO!” he called. “ARE YOU OKAY?! WHY IS LOU ELLEN 
CARRYING YOU?!” he shouted. Nico scowled in return before turning to 
Percy. 


“You see what I mean?” 
“T do not.” 


“Maybe you’re too pretty to be bullied,” Nico noted dryly and looked down 
at Lou Ellen. “Can we go to the lake?” 


“Okay, but I’m throwing you in,” Lou Ellen told him blandly. Nico seemed 
to accept this as he let her lead him away - ignoring poor Will as he did so. 
Percy turned back to Silena, who was staring at Beckendorf again. Useless. 
Groaning, he shoved her one last time before going off to find someone 
who would actually listen to him. Luckily, he knew exactly where Pollux 
and Castor tended to navigate in their downtime. 


“I am in a State of distress,” he greeted as he entered the amphitheater. Fun 
fact: Dionysus was also the god of theatre, thus, making Pollux and Castor 
theater nerds. It was probably one of Percy’s favorite things about his 


boyfriend. Get the guy started playwrights, and he would be talking for a 
solid hour. He was a little reminded of his own mom when she talked about 
writing. Nerds. 


“Great,” Pollux said without looking up from a paper. “You can be Lady 
Macbeth.” 


“Bold of you to assume I can act,” Percy said and threw a vicious grin. “I’m 
just here to watch the show,” he said playfully as he leaned in. Pollux still 
didn’t look up. 


“Good job. Now try saying it to Castor.” 


“Damn you,” Percy grumbled. Then looked at where Castor was watching 
with amused eyes. “It isn’t my fault you fluster me,” he said. Castor 
laughed. 


“Aw, that counts,” he said and looked over. “Hey, Annabeth!” he added. 
Percy whipped around to find Annabeth walking over with a folder and pen, 
looking exhausted with her hair tied hastily back and ink smeared on her 
cheek. Had she even slept last night? She gave them all a weak smile before 
collapsing into one of the long blocks of stone. 


“Hi,” she breathed out. “I’ve been looking all over for you,” she added and 
rubbed her eyes. She seemed... awkward for some reason. Probably because 
she refused to meet Percy’s eyes. “I have two other people to ask on my 
quest,” Annabeth explained. “Grover said yes to one spot, and I thought-“ 


“Really?” Percy jerked up. “You want me to come?” he asked, absolutely 
delighted by the tum of events. Huh. Look at that. His first 
real, official quest. His smile faltered when he saw Annabeth’s expression, 
though. Her eyes lowered for a moment before giving him a weak smile. 


“I was going to see if Pollux or Castor would join me,” she said softly. Oh. 
Percy blinked. Right. Yes. Sure. He looked away. “I mean, if you want,” 
Annabeth said quickly as she turned to the other two. “I just thought it 
would make sense, given your stepmother.” 


“Stepmother?” Percy repeated. Ah. Ariadne. Dionysus’ wife, who Castor 
had also informed him, was the goddess of Labyrinths and Paths. In fact, 
she had been known to lead Theseus through the very labyrinth that had 
popped up in camp. “Oh,” he said. “You guys are close with her, right?” he 
asked, trying his best not to sound too disheartened. Castor and Pollux both 
exchanged wary looks before answering. 


“Yeah, Ariadne has always been super cool with our dad’s demigods,” 
Pollux said, tapping his fingers against the table. “I’m sure she would give 
us a blessing or something - ow,” he yelped as a not-discreet-at-all kick 
came from Castor. “But other than that? Nah. Not helpful at all,” Pollux 
rectified with a nasty glare at this brother. Percy sighed. 


“No, it’s fine,” he said and offered Annabeth what he hoped was a 
supportive smile. “That’s a really smart idea,” he told her. Annabeth flushed 
a bit before shrugging, absently playing with the edges of her folder. She 
could have been nervous... or her ADHD was rearing its head. It was hard 
for Percy to get a read on her recently, given the... you know. Distance. 


“When you change from a mortal to demigod, your powers tend to reflect 
your mortal life,” Pollux admitted. “It’s why our dad ended up with wine 
and insanity.” 


“Insanity - Hera, right?” 


“Its always Hera,” Castor sighed. “I lost track of how many people she 
drove to the brink of madness,” he said and turned to Pollux. “Do you want 
to go?” Castor asked his brother. Percy held his breath. He hoped so. 
Without Castor, there would be nobody to cover for Nico when he needed 
to reinforce the Demeter powers. Plus, well... Percy obviously would never 
stop Castor from going, but he maybe secretly preferred it if he didn’t. 
Perhaps Pollux sensed this because he gave a quick glance between the two 
of them before scoffing. 


“Sure. A quest sounds fun,” he said and then fixed Annabeth with a wicked 
grin. “But we better go before my dad gets back. He might have a thing or 
two to say, Miss. Annie Bell,” he told her. Annabeth gave a grin in return 
before turning back to her folder and checking something off. Giving Castor 


a quick kiss ( “Gross.” -Pollux), he jumped away from the bench to make 
his way after her. 


“Annabeth!” he called and was a little surprised when she stopped and 
turned to him. “Hi, again,” he greeted and took a long breath. “Um, is there 
anything you need for the quest? I can grab you stuff. I’m a good packer,” 
he said lightly. Annabeth opened her mouth before letting her folder fall 
down to her side a bit, looking at him with a hint of regret. 


“Pm really not mad at you, Percy.” 
. liar. 


“T can still help either way. I want to help. You’re my friend... right?” he 
asked, hating that his voice sounded a little desperate towards the end. 
Annabeth stared before grabbing his arm and pulling him to the side off 
towards a large oak tree. 


“Look, I... I want to be your friend,” she said. Percy nodded. Good. Good 
start. “But after Thalia, I can’t ignore things anymore. I know you’re hiding 
something.” 


Percy closed his eyes. He wanted to tell her. He did. He thought about it. 
Prayed to Rhode about it. Asked Silena about it. Talked to his (mortal) mom 
about it. He tried to justify it where he could. Percy trusted Annabeth. He 
did. More than almost anyone else in this camp. She had been friends with 
Thalia - she wouldn’t betray him. Hell, Silena had confirmed that over the 
year, she had seen Annabeth at the titan camp. 


So... why not? 


“What makes you think that?” he asked instead. In truth, it didn’t matter 
much. Annabeth was Annabeth. It was hard to believe he had ever fooled 
her. The fact she didn’t know exactly what he was hiding was a miracle in 
itself. Annabeth’s lips pursed. “Look, I...” he began and then closed his 
eyes. He couldn’t do it. For the same reason he couldn’t tell Castor. Even if 
Annabeth was on the titan’s side... that almost felt forgivable. If the gods 
caught her, then she could plead possession or magic or being swayed by 


Luke. Not that she would, but she could. Percy? Percy was pretty sure no 
mercy would be given for hiding Percy. Silena was bad enough, but... he 
just couldn’t stand the thought of someone else in that position. 


“Fine,” Annabeth muttered. “Don’t tell me - but it’s hard to be friends with 
someone who lies to you,” she said and walked away towards the Big 
House. Percy flinched. That wasn’t fair... or maybe it was. He groaned, 
resisting the urge to scream at the sky. He might have if it weren’t for the 
fact some mist was forming next to him. He turned to find Bianca di Angelo 
forming with wide eyes and quick glances over her shoulder. 


“Percy!” she greeted. “Hey, are you busy?” 


“Does self-pity count as busy?” he asked her dryly. Bianca didn’t laugh. 
“Yeah, I’m free. Are you okay? I was going to call you today, actually...” he 
began but trailed off. Bianca only nodded - shoulders relaxing slightly. 


“I was hoping you could come to visit me,” she said slowly. Percy tilted his 
head. 


“Oh. Do you want me to bring Nico-?” 


“Do not bring Nico!” she said loudly enough to make Percy jump. “I - 
sorry, just... just you. Maybe just bring yourself,” she nodded. Interesting. 
Percy looked her over carefully. Bianca had gotten much more confident 
since her latest and greatest promotion, but occasionally he could still see 
glimmers of her old, uncertain self in there. Percy wondered if amongst all 
the Aphrodite-ness instilled in him, if he had retained some of who he 
originally was throughout all of this. 


“Okay,” he said softly - trying his best to sound reassuring. “I need to get 
permission to leave camp, though.” 


“You do?” Bianca asked. Percy gave her a weak smile. He had snuck out of 
camp enough times as it was. Aphrodite didn’t need him pissing her off... 
again. He had promised Silena he would tread carefully. “Okay, well... 
please hurry,” she told him and rattled off her location. Percy nodded. With 


Mr. D gone, it should be easy to get Chiron to agree to a quick visit. He 
might just say he wanted to visit his mother or something. Just to be safe. 


Except his luck was never that good, was it? 
“You’re back.” 


Mr. D looked up from where he was doing something godly with hand 
waving and scowled at him. 


“Unfortunately,” he said and swiped something away. “I heard my son was 
being dragged out of the camp. I suppose you and Annie have worked 
together to torment even more than usual,” he said with a note of 
accusation. Damn. That was quick. Castor once joked his dad had an alert 
system on him and Pollux - now he wondered if it was true. Percy pursed 
his lips. He wasn’t thrilled with the quest decision either, but he also had to 
respect it. 


“Chiron said you were on a mission,” he said instead. Mr. D’s lips thinned. 
“Are you finished?” 


“Finished with tracking down every minor god and ensuring they choose 
our side of the war? No,” he said flatly. “What do you want?” 


“Permission to leave camp.” 
“No 33 

“Please?” 

“No 33 


“And here I thought we were friends,” Percy drawled. “Joking!” he said 
quickly when Mr. D turned with his eyes a bit brighter and more dangerous 
than normal. “I just need to visit a friend. I promise I’ll be fast. Maybe if 
yov’re lucky, Pll get eaten,” he added lightly. There were a couple of 
seconds where Mr. D seemed to seriously consider this for a moment before 
shaking his head. Ugh. “Well, I guess that just means I can go hang out with 
Cas some more-“ 


“Do you think blatantly trying to manipulate me will get you your way?” he 
asked. Percy tilted his head. A little bit, yeah. Dionysus’ form glowed with 
irritation before settling down with something muttered under his breath. 
“Very well,” he relented. Percy blinked. So... it had worked. “If it keeps you 
away from my son, I suppose I should be grateful,” he muttered. 


“Nico said you paid him to spy on us.” 


“And he is truly a terrible spy for revealing such a thing,” Dionysus snorted. 
“Maybe Pll turn him into a bottle of Merlot for that,” he said. Percy didn’t 
believe him for a second. Normally, when Mr. D threatened Percy, there 
was real ire behind the words - naturally accompanied by a faint glow or 
crackle of power. Something told him that he didn’t have the same malice 
for Nico. Percy bowed his head, about to leave it there, when he paused. 


“Sir?” he asked - hesitating by the door. Mr. D rolled his eyes. “Will... will 
your wife help Pollux? In the maze?” he asked. 


“That’s none of your concern.” 


“Castor said they were on good terms,” Percy pressed and then wrung his 
hands. “But I... I just worry because of what you said last year. About how 
she was treated by Theseus...” he trailed off. Dionysus wrinkled his nose. 
He had Castor’s violet eyes - which was a damn shame because Percy much 
preferred them on his boyfriend - that glimmered with something he didn’t 
dare push back against as he tapped his finger on the table. 


“My children are far from the same as Poseidon’s,” he said venomously. 
Percy felt his stomach twist a little at that. “Ariadne knows this - but as for 
what she will do? I cannot say for certain. She doesn’t answer to me,” he 
shrugged. “My job is to ensure Pollux is certain he is willing to undertake 
this ridiculous quest before going back to the minor gods,” he sighed. 
“Where, unfortunately, a child of Poseidon seeks to sway them.” 


“Evelyn.” 


“Hm 33 


A thought occurred to Percy - something he had maybe briefly considered 
before, but now... now he had a bit more reason to suspect. 


“You’re the god of madness, right?” he asked. “Couldn’t you cure her and 
the others? Or did you always have it out for Poseidon's kids?” he asked 
suspiciously. Dionysus snorted, waving his hand, so a new Diet Coke 
appeared in his hand. He seemed to mull over Percy’s words as he took a 


sip. 


“You are in an inquiring mood today,” he said lightly. “How about this? I 
answer, and if you ask another question, I’ll cut out your tongue,” he said. 
Percy shrugged. Fair enough. “I hadn’t yet been confined to this awful 
camp during that time. I had no interaction with those awful miscreants,” he 
said with a curl of his lips. “Poseidon did ask me to try and help that one 
girl after she was captured. It was a... confusing time,” he said slowly, and a 
flicker of uncertainty touched his face. “I did it before they put her in the 
garden,” he added. “I have no idea if it will hold now, though. It is difficult 
to say without knowing what caused it... There were... other antidotes as 
well, I hear. Stranger ones,” he mused. Percy frowned. “Chiron’s blood, for 
instance. The hunter girl suggested it. Zara or whatever. A strange idea, but 
it supposedly worked for a short period of time,” he said with a shake of his 
head. Percy frowned. Um, what? “Normally, centaur’s blood is poisonous, 
but in small doses, it brought them all to sound mind for days at a time,” he 
explained. “But ultimately, their minds returned to the rattled state.” 


“So you knew it wasn’t their fault, then,” he said, and Dionysus raised an 
eyebrow. “That wasn’t a question.” 


“I don’t understand how Aphrodite ended up with a child so volatile,” he 
muttered. “Perhaps it wasn’t their fault. The bloodshed was the same.” 


Percy shook his head in disgust. Right. It wasn’t like he had used the same 
argument - but there was something in how Dionysus said it... something 
that made his stomach twist. He turned away. 


“What would you have done?” Dionysus called after him. Percy paused. “If 
these monsters came from nowhere to slaughter your children? Would you 
have simply investigated as they mucked about tearing innocents limb from 


limb?” he asked. Percy didn’t answer. “You heroes always think yourself so 
above us in your own little human ways,” he said and shook his head. 
“You’re no different. Even now. You don’t think I see the hesitation in your 
eyes. You want to join the titans, too,” he said. Percy slowly turned - heart 
pounding. Dionysus smiled coyly. “Hm. And why haven’t you?” he asked. 
“Is it because you’re trying to do ‘the right thing’, or is it because you 
follow who you care about?” he asked. Percy stared. “Well, I cared about 
my children. Not Zeus’ or Poseidon’s or Hades’.” 


“Tm not a god.” 


“You don’t know what you are - or even who,” he dismissed. “And you’ll 
die before you figure it out,” he said and shook his head. “Go visit your 
friend. I wish you happy travels,” he said. Percy clenched his jaw before 
slamming the door open - keeping his temper taped down as he marched off 
towards the stables. Blackjack must have sensed his mood because he only 
gave a few comments before jumping off into the sky. Percy made a note to 
give him extra snacks the next time he visited. 


About an hour later, he was over Ohio, circling a small field outside of the 
miles of farmland that went a hundred miles in every direction. He could 
see a spot of silver hiding out among a small cluster of trees that lined the 
area between two properties as he began to make his descent. 


“Okay, I’m here,” Percy called, sliding off of Blackjack with a wave. “I also 
come with bad news.” 


“So do I,” Bianca said from where she was pacing. Percy grimaced. “And I 
think mine is worse.” 


“I somehow doubt that,” Percy told her. Bianca laughed - it sounded a 
smidge hysterical. “But go ahead. What’s up?” he asked. Bianca opened her 
mouth a few times before wringing her hands. She looked... pale. Scared. 
He looked around to see if someone was watching them - a trap? No, 
Bianca would have tried to hint something to him if it was. He frowned at 
her as she wordlessly gestured him to a huge rock by a fallen tree trunk. 
Percy walked over, curiously looking down to see a boot sticking out. 


“You have to let me explain,” Bianca told him. Percy’s eyes widened as he 
leaned over and - yep. There was a body attached to that boot. “She found 
out. I - I was stupid and careless, and she saw me with my powers,” Bianca 
explain quickly, tripping over her words as she looked around anxiously. “I 
tried to reason with her, but she kept trying to stab me! I just wanted to push 
her off, but the knife slipped, and...” she trailed off with a flinch. “I swear, it 
was an accident,” she whispered. 


Percy blinked. 

“Okay,” he said slowly. “Um... so... to clarify... this person is dead?” 
“Yes. Yes, very much so.” 

“You killed her?” 

“By accident.” 


“By accident,” Percy repeated and looked down again. “And I’m here to...? 
Help bury the body?” he guessed. Bianca closed her eyes. “Alright,” he said 
and rolled up his sleeve. “How are we doing this?” 


Bianca’s eyes snapped back open. 


“Um... what?” she asked. Percy tilted his head. “That’s it? No follow-up 
questions?” she asked. Percy considered. He wasn’t really sure what else he 
could ask. He knew Bianca fairly well by this point. She was kind. Fair. 
Honest. If she said it was self-defense, then he believed her. It wasn’t like 
she wanted to draw attention to herself. He shrugged. 


“Was she a hunter?” he asked. Bianca gave him a slight frown before 
nodding. “...will Artemis ask questions? Did anyone see?” he asked. 


“We were alone. Artemis might ask, but I can say she was killed by a 
monster. She won’t suspect much as long as she is given a proper funeral.” 


Percy nodded. 


“Alright, we give her a proper funeral then,” he said and looked around. 
“Do we have shovels or...?” 


Bianca wordlessly snapped her fingers, and the ground gave away to a 
perfect hole. 


“T don’t know why you needed me,” Percy told her flatly. Bianca blinked at 
him a few more times. “Whatever. You grab her legs. I can get her arms,” 
he decided and walked over. Had he seen a dead body before? Thalia’s had 
never been found. His stomach churned at the idea of her corpse left out 
there... forever in a pile of metal. He shuddered a bit before reaching down 
to grab the girl’s arms. 


“Have you done this before?” Bianca finally asked. Percy’s mouth dropped. 
“No, I have not buried a body before!” 
“I don’t know! You’re weirdly calm about this!” 


“Why did you call me then? I - wait, on the count of three,” he said as they 
heaved the body up. “One... two.... three!” he said, and together they tossed 
the hunter into the hole. They both stared down for a moment before he 
reached into his pocket to pull out two drachmas. “Um, do you know how 
Greek funeral rites work?” he asked. Bianca snorted but held out a hand. He 
placed the drachmas in before watching her jump down to do whatever it 
was you did when burying a body. A few minutes later, she popped back up, 
covered in dirt. She gave another snap of her fingers, and the soil fell back 
over the grave. Percy shook his head. “I really don’t know why you needed 
me for this.” 


“I hadn’t expected you to... well, actually help,” Bianca said as she dusted 
off her hands. “I thought you might tell me to turn myself in or something,” 
she said and crossed her arms over her hand. “I don’t know. I’ve never 
killed anyone before. I didn’t know who to call.” 


“And you chose me?” Percy asked with a slight grin. “Aw, B. I’m flattered.” 


Bianca scoffed and looked down at the freshly turned dirt. 


“I didn’t mean to hurt her,” she said, voice going soft. “I... it was an 
accident,” she mumbled and crossed her arms over her chest with a long 
breath. “I almost let her kill me first. It felt easier, almost. If I was dead, 
then no more hiding, right? I just... I couldn’t do that to Nico,” she said, 
running a hand over her braid. “Besides, Zoé did everything she could to 
protect me. I couldn’t let it be in vain.” 


Percy considered. He understood that. He lost track of how often he thought 
that the very thing before thinking of Silena. Nodding, he sat down on the 
ground. 


“Who was she?” 
Bianca sat next to him. 


“Her name was Petra,” Bianca told him and pulled her knees to her chest. 
“She was nice, I guess. A little... full of herself. She was already annoyed I 
got promoted to the highest-ranking position after only a few weeks of 
being in the Hunt,” she said with a wry grin. “Kind of had it out for me. I 
think that’s why she followed when she noticed me heading out by myself. 
She just wanted to catch me doing something dumb. Not...” her voice 
trailed off. Percy stared. He wondered what he would have done in the 
position. Killing monsters was one thing. People? It had to be different. 
Feel different. Percy glanced at the ground. 


“T’m glad you fought back,” he told her quietly. Bianca leaned over, putting 
her head on his shoulder. “No offense to Petra. I hope she finds peace in the 
Underworld,” he added. Bianca hummed. “...though if she tried to kill you 
without waiting for a defense. Eh.” 


Bianca looked up. 
“Eh? You can’t ‘eh’ a dead person.” 
“I can. Just did.” 


“Percy,” Bianca snorted and shook her head, absently waving her hand over 
the mound of dirt. The ground immediately settled. “What was your bad 


news? Did you kill someone too?” 


“No, but I realize now you are the best person to bury bodies with,” Percy 
snorted. Then fell into a state of solemn despair. He closed his eyes. “I 
messed up. Badly. I’m worried you and Nico might pay the price,” he said 
quietly. Bianca frowned and leaned back. “Bianca, I am so sorry,” he said 
and turned to her before explaining the situation with Demeter. Bianca 
listened quietly, brows furrowed as he did his best to offer what suggestions 
he could. 


“She hasn’t said anything,” Bianca said and then bit her lip. “I mean, it is... 
concerning. I - hey,” she interrupted herself and lightly tapped Percy’s 
forehead. “It’s okay. Stop looking at me like that. We’re not dead yet.” 


“Bianca, you can be mad at me.” 


“But Pm not,” she said and turned to him. “I’ve never had many friends, 
you know. Not that I can remember. It’s always just been Nico and me. 
You... you might actually be the first,” she smiled wryly. “And given that 
you’re one of the few people who know who I am... you might be my only. 
I know you’ve done nothing but try to help me. How can I be angry at 
you?” she asked. Percy stared. He wanted to tell her. He wanted to tell 
her so badly. They were in this together... 


...but he had told Thalia. He told Thalia for the same reasons, and look what 
happened. Silena had told him that his reveal had nothing to do with her 
death, but he disagreed. She went in there, knowing that he could carry on 
the prophecy. Knowing he couldn’t be controlled by the gods. Would she 
had gone otherwise? He swallowed and looked down. He couldn’t lose 
anyone else. 


“T’m glad you’re my friend.” 
Bianca smiled. 


“Pm glad you’re my friend, too. We’ll figure the Demeter thing out. 
Somehow. Someway. She hasn’t said or done anything yet. Who knows? 


Maybe she’s convinced. Drew is pretty powerful,” she reasoned. “Her 
charmspeak could work differently.” 


Percy hadn’t considered that. Of all their siblings - Silena included - Drew 
was the most powerful. He couldn’t imagine what someone who 
was stronger than her in charmspeak would look like. He relaxed a little. 


“You think?” 


“T’ll do some thinking on it,” Bianca told him. “If Nico and I need to run, 
then we can run. I just think that would be too damning if we disappeared 
now. Maybe... if worse comes to worst, he and I can go to the Underworld,” 
she said. Percy gave her a startled look. “I know. I was a little nervous at the 
idea too, but... it is our home. Technically. In a way,” she shrugged. “I think 
my father would protect us.” 


Percy wondered. Hades didn’t seem like the most nurturing parent, but 
Percy also didn’t know him well. 


“If you need help, I can take you there,” he said with a grimace. “I went 
there when I was twelve.” 


“Yeah?” 


“Your dad is not a fan of me,” he grinned. Bianca laughed. “Hey...” he 
added and then turned, so he and Bianca were face-to-face. With a grimace, 
Percy grabbed her hands and squeezed. “I know it isn’t my place, but I want 
to talk about Nico,” he said slowly. Bianca frowned. “He’s fine,” Percy 
added quickly, before she could grow concerned. “For now, anyway. I’m... a 
little worried about him. He has really taken to the, um, camp beliefs?” he 
explained weakly. Bianca’s frown deepened. “He hates kdtaras a lot. He’s 
really sold on how awful and dangerous they are.” 


“Ah.” 


“Yeah,” Percy said. “Look, I know he’s a kid, but he has absolutely no idea 
what he is. I mean, it’s already dangerous with him not knowing. One day 
he’s going to accidentally stumble into powers that we can’t explain away 


or somehow slip up without even knowing. Just because he’s claimed won’t 
make people blind,” he said softly. Bianca bit her lip. “More importantly, 
though, is that he’s going to hate himself once he learns the truth. Everyone 
else is already going to hate him. I just... think it would be worse if you 
wait,” he said gently. “It seems cruel to let him think he’s something he’s 
not.” 


Bianca went quiet. Wordlessly, she pulled out Zoé’s knife and ran her 
fingers over the blade. Percy waited. 


“You’re right,” she finally sighed. “I just wish there was another way. He 
loves camp so much,” she sighed, shaking her head. “I don’t want him to 
have to feel scared there.” 


Percy nodded. He wished there was something he could say that was semi- 
reassuring. Still, there was nothing he could offer that Bianca didn’t already 
know. After a couple more minutes of silent deliberation, she stood up. He 
jumped to join her. 


“Pll talk to him when I see him next week,” she decided. “I already told 
Artemis I’m spending the day with him. Pll take the time to explain it all 
properly. We can out and do something. That’ll help ease the blow,” she 
decided. Percy smiled. Yeah. That would work. Maybe if they stuffed some 
Mythomagic cards in front of him, the pain would be numbed enough for 
him not to immediately fold under the shock. “He’s... um, doing alright, 
though? Other than that?” 


“Yeah,” Percy snorted. “He’s made a mortal enemy,” he told her, picking up 
his bag and slinging it over his shoulder. “I’m pretty sure the poor kid just 
wants to be his friend, but Nico had already decided,” he told her. Bianca’s 
lips twitched at that. “Also, he’s somehow befriended Mr. D,” he added 
with a roll of his eyes. “Apparently, Nico is paid to spy on Castor and me,” 
he said and wrinkled his nose. “Nico takes his job very seriously.” 


“Oh, I bet,” Bianca laughed. “Good. I’m glad he’s happy,” she smiled. “Has 
he actually made a friend? Other than you and Mr. D?” 


“Nobody consistent,” Percy said. “Sometimes he just talks to himself if 
nobody else is around. He adores everyone in the Demeter cabin, though. 
I’m pretty sure he has Miranda Gardiner wrapped around his finger,” he 
said. Bianca frowned. Huh. It occurred to him that... well, Nico thought 
Miranda was his sister, too. He wondered how that made Bianca feel. Based 
on her guarded expression - not thrilled. “He misses you,” Percy added. 
“And tells everyone who will listen that his sister is a goddess,” he said. 
They had explained to him many (many) times that the Hunt wasn’t a bunch 
of goddesses, but Nico wasn’t entirely convinced yet. “According to him, 
you would have infinite attack points in Mythomagic.” 


“Hm,” Bianca said as she straightened her bows over her shoulder as they 
approached Blackjack. “Funnily enough, he said the same about you. Castor 
has two points.” 


“Ouch. Why does he hate him so much?” 


“Hate is a strong word,” Bianca said. There was a hint of amusement in her 
voice, though. “But I have some theories. PII tell you them whenever we 
bury the next body.” 


“Oh, planning your next murder so soon?” 


“Nah. It’s your turn. My guess is that you’re going to kill a god somehow,” 
she said as Percy lifted a leg over Blackjack. Percy considered - not entirely 
put off by the idea - before leaning around the pegasus’ neck to give her a 
two-finger salute. 


“Don’t be too hard on yourself. You’re doing awesome - and you’re a good 
sister, Bianca.” 


Bianca’s eyes softened. 
“Thanks, Percy.” 


And with that, he urged Blackjack into the air. Fully intending to get back to 
camp and resolve at least one out of his two hundred and sixty-three 
problems at hand. 


Except... about four days later... those two hundred and sixty-three 
problems didn’t matter. Not right now. Not compared to the one problem... 
the one that had him panicked and... and... 


“Castor!” he whispered, pounding on the door to the Dionysus cabin. He hit 
it harder. “Open up!” 


It was the middle of the night, and the sky was hauntingly clear. Normally, 
he might find comfort in the constellations, but right now, all he could think 
of is the dire stories they told and whispers of the death that hung over 
them. He had a bag slung over one shoulder and a very scared Nico di 
Angelo behind him - eyes wide with fear and confusion. The door creaked 
open to reveal Castor looking exhausted, with shadows under his eyes. He 
opened it all the way when he saw Percy. 


“You heard.” 


“Heard what?” Percy asked and looked around before shoving himself and 
Nico inside. “Castor, we have to - are you going somewhere?” he 
interrupted himself, looking around the cabin. Clothes and weapons were 
flung about with an open bag on the ground filled with supplies. Castor 
glanced at him and then to Nico. 


“You haven’t heard,” he said slowly. “Percy, Annabeth is back.” 


“Back?” Percy frowned. “She’s only been gone for like a week,” he said, 
and a sense of cold fear hit him. “Is she alright? Where’s Grover?” 


“Yeah,” Castor said quietly. “Chiron said she should recover. Unconscious, 
but... she’ll be fine. We don’t know what happened for sure. She just 
appeared. They’ll have to wait until she wakes up to get answers...” he 
trailed off. Percy’s brows creased. Wait. 


“Pollux?” he asked. Castor shook his head. “What about Grover?” 


“Neither of them has shown up,” he said. Percy closed his eyes. Of course 
not. Damnit. Grover... “I can’t leave my brother in that maze, Percy. I’m 


going after him,” Castor said. Percy’s eyes fell back to the bag. Then to 
Nico. He felt as though life was at a tipping point. He had waited long 
enough. Hid long enough. Soon, it would be time to make decisions. He 
swallowed. 


“Okay,” he whispered and closed his eyes. “Nico and I have to leave.” 
“What? Why?” Castor asked sharply. “What happened?” 


“Percy, it’s okay,” Nico cut in, voice a little higher than usual. “The ghost 
said it’s normal.” 


“Ghost?” Castor repeated as Percy closed his eyes. “What ghost?” 


“The one in camp,” Nico said, looking between them nervously. “He says 
I’m the only one who can see him, but I know that’s probably him playing a 
trick on me,” he explained. “All demigods can see ghosts,” he said. Percy 
was going to throw up. Gods, he was going to throw up. “But this one talks 
to me a lot. He asks me lots of questions.” 


Castor stared with wide eyes. 

“Does this ghost have a name?” he asked. Nico nodded uncertainly. 
“Elliott.” 

Silence. 


“Alright,” he finally said. “That’s an issue, but are you sure leaving camp 
is-“ 


“That isn’t the problem, Castor. I think that’s the reason for the problem,” 
he explained quietly. “I need to find Evelyn. I’ve tried getting ahold of 
Bianca, but she isn’t answering, and Silena... she’s off on... on a quest of her 
own,” he said, deciding it was best not to openly admit his sister was on a 
titan mission. “I know Evelyn is in the maze. We’re going to have to find 
her. That or Mr. D as a last resort,” he said. An absolute last resort. He had 
no idea what Mr. D would do... 


Castor stared. Percy could see the moment it clicked. Slowly, he turned to 
where Nico was watching them. Poor, frightened Nico... Percy didn’t know 
what to even say to him. He had to explain this somehow. Wordlessly, 
Castor reached for Nico’s wrist. Percy half-expected Nico might pull away, 
but he didn’t dare move as Castor rolled up his sleeve. 


In the middle of Nico’s arm was a red dot. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


HA! Y'all really thought I was gonna give Nico an easy life RIP. But 
yeah. Hope you enjoyed the rising tension here bc Percy's time in 
postponing decisions has pretty much expired. 


8. Chapter 8 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Pain? Pain. 


Seriously though, this chapter is gonna have a special warning 
because there is one scene (the very first) that is very... intense. Death. 
Lots of death. Graphic death. Emotional death. It was a little hard to 
write and I suspect it is kind of difficult to read. If you can make it 
through that then you should be okay. I am very sorry. Be brave. And, 
uh, enjoy? 


Percy had never been more desperate to get to sleep in his life. 


The hope, in theory, was that he would open his eyes to find Evelyn and let 
her know they were in the labyrinth so she could come to get them. 
However, that was in theory... a theory that did not work because the second 
he slipped off into a dream-like state, he found himself on Olympus. 


“Please - please, I beg you - I don’t know... Father? Father!” 


Percy spun around. That was Evelyn’s voice. Sure enough, Evelyn herself 
was attached to it. He felt a stab of alarm up until he digested she was in an 
old, torn dress and not anything modern. Another flashback, perhaps? He 
inwardly groaned. This was the last thing he needed. Still, he felt unable to 
look away as Evelyn was dragged across the floor - covered head-to-toe in 
blood and trembling. Zeus sat stoically on his throne alongside the other 
Olympians. Hades had also made an appearance, shrouded in the darkness 
as he watched Evelyn sobbing on the ground impassively. 


“This is cruel,” Poseidon said, voice tight. “Dionysus-“ 


“I did what you asked,” Dionysus snapped. “Her mind is restored, though I 
can’t promise it will stay that way for long.” 


“You did not need to bring her here! Not for this!” Poseidon hissed as 
Evelyn sobbed harder between garbled pleas. Percy frowned. Not for what? 
It was then that Percy noticed Evelyn wasn’t alone. “It would have been 
kinder to keep her mind at bay for this,” Poseidon continued, voice sharp 
with disapproval. “Brother, I beg of you to let her go. At least until this part 
is over-“ 


“Am I supposed to show mercy?” Zeus snapped back and pointed to the 
ground beside Evelyn. “After that? Look, child. If you can ask her for 
mercy, then I will gladly grant it,” he said. Percy closed his eyes. He didn’t 
want to see. The dream didn’t seem to allow such a cheat, and the image 
sharpened from behind his eyelids as Evelyn looked down to where Vera’s 
body was splayed in blood with her eyes opened and lifeless. “You are 
aware you are the one who killed her?” Zeus asked dryly when Evelyn tried 
to scramble away with a scream. 


“I didn’t- I didn’t mean- I don’t know w-what happened-" Evelyn 
whispered, shuddering. “Please. Please, I didn’t mean to. I don’t know 
what’s happening to me,” she stuttered out. “Father, please...” she said, and 
Poseidon closed his eyes. 


“Zeus...” he whispered. 


“You are being cruel for allowing this to be drawn out, Poseidon,” another 
goddess spoke. Hera. “Let the matter rest. It’s been agreed upon-“ 


“No!” Evelyn shouted and reached out next to her. “No, you fixed me, 
right? Please. Please, just fix them too,” she said and gestured to the other 
demigods beside her. Percy choked back a gag of horror. Some were dead 
like Vera, yes, but others were very much alive. A few were struggling 
against their bindings, while others stared distantly. 


“Tm sorry, my child,” Apollo frowned. “Dionysus’ aid will not be 
permanent. This is the kinder option-“ 


“No, please. Please, just... We - we can figure something out,” Evelyn 
begged - almost breathlessly as she tried to shield whoever was next to her. 


“Please, don’t do this. Don’t. Father-" she said again, eyes glittering with 
tears. Nobody paid her any mind. 


“Tf you think this is cruel,” Ares said from his throne, leg lazily thrown over 
the side as he ate some grapes. “Kill the brats, and the suffering will end 
sooner. Not that I mind either way,” he said with a wicked grin. Evelyn kept 
shaking her head - begging over and over again. Percy felt goosebumps on 
his skin rise as he realized exactly what was about to happen. He stepped 
away. No. No, he didn’t want to see this. The scene spun around, so it was 
in front of him again. “Janus,” Ares called, and a man sitting off to the side 
glanced over. “Make sure the girl doesn’t try anything.” 


“You’ve made your choice then?” he asked, standing up. Percy felt his eyes 
widened as he turned - revealing two faces. Evelyn screamed and jerked 
forward, but Janus had materialized next to her, forcing her back. Ares 
looked pointedly at Zeus. A beat of silence followed. 


“There are too many dead,” he said tiredly. “To justify any other decision.” 
“No - no, please! Please, I beg of you-" 


“T’m afraid prayers won’t help you now,” Janus told her loftily. “A shame. 
If I was better worshipped, I might be inclined to help-“ 


“Oh, not this again,” Aphrodite muttered. “Janus, do you think now is an 
appropriate time? Poseidon is right. At least have the girl escorted out 
before-“ 


A bolt of lightning flashed. There was a horrible moment of pure silence in 
which the smoke cleared. Evelyn was completely still from where she was 
struggling against Janus’ hold. For a moment, there was only shock as she 
looked down blankly next to her. 


“Clarence?” she whispered and fell back on her knees. Percy felt his heart 
shatter for her. She might have tried to scream, but no noise came out as she 
tried to grab at the boy she had been shielding. 


“Where’s the next?” Zeus asked calmly. This seemed to snap Evelyn back - 
well, to an extent. Her words an incoherent string of pleas and sobs as she 
looked desperately down the line of demigods. Zeus glanced at her with 
absolutely no emotion. 


“No - no, don’t. Please. Please. Please...” she said, and Janus yanked her 
again when she went to move. “I - no,” she managed when Zeus’ eyes fell 
onto the next victim. “Father! Do something,” she said, and Percy shook his 
head. “You can’t - Hades, my lord. You can’t let him - you cant!” she 
screamed hysterically, trying to jerk away from Janus’ grip. “No! Hugo!” 
she shouted and struggled some more. Hugo himself was still covered in the 
ichor he had seen from when he fought Vera and Evelyn. Percy stepped 
back. He had hoped (at the very least) the gods would have killed him 
immediately after he had been caught... apparently not. 


“Brother,” Hades interjected. “Poseidon’s daughter was allowed leniency-“ 


“Perhaps I will allow you one as well,” Zeus interrupted. “But not this one. 
Not after he attempted to slaughter my daughter,” he said, nodding to 
Artemis’ empty throne. 


“He didn’t know!” Evelyn said and managed to escape Janus’ grasp for a 
moment. She raised her hands and froze - looking stunned when her powers 
met resistance. She turned betrayed eyes onto Poseidon, who only looked 
away. “He wouldn’t have - you know that!” 


Hades gave a defeated sigh as his eyes turned regretfully to where Hugo sat 
in a dazed state. At Evelyn’s screams, he blinked a few times. 
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... lyn?” he muttered and coughed, falling onto his hands. Evelyn was 
yanked back. 


“See! See, he’s coming back! You can’t - please, please-” 


Another bolt of lightning. Percy tried to turn away again. He wasn’t 
watching this. Still, nothing could block out Evelyn’s screams. 


“Tt’s strange,” someone said. “This happened over fifty years ago... and yet 
for me, it was last week.” 


Percy turned back around to find another Evelyn next to him - watching 
with a blank face. 


“I... I can barely even watch it,” he told her. Someone else was being 
dragged forward. “I don’t know how you lived through it.” 


“That’s Robert,” Evelyn said, voice completely monotone. “Zeus’ son. 
Watch. He won’t even blink.” 


Another flash of lightning. Percy flinched. 


“He loved baseball. Tried to replace Capture the Flag with it,’ Evelyn 
continued. “It was so dumb, but we always gave in when he wanted to play. 
I remember when he first came to camp. A little younger than me...” she 
said with a weak smile. Percy couldn’t figure out how to respond to that. 
“That’s Kent. He was Hugo’s older brother. I didn’t know him well - never 
really at camp, but Hugo adored him,” she said softly. “I went to his 
birthday, and he cried when I made him some cake. I think people could 
have been kinder to him,” she murmured. Another bolt of lightning. 
“There’s Julia. I think James was already dead at this point. That wasn’t as 
bad as - there she is,” she said, and her voice broke. A little girl who must 
have been maybe eight or nine was next. “Sarah. She was the youngest.” 


“Father,” the other Evelyn tried. “No. No, she’s just a child. Please, she’s 
just a child - please. Let me trade places with her. She’s only a child. I’ve 
lived my life. Please - please-“ 


Poseidon opened his mouth, possibly to relent based on his expression, but 
Zeus had already struck. Evelyn screamed as she collapsed onto the ground, 
hitting it before clutching her hair and going completely silent. 


“How many of you were there?” 


“Twenty-one,” Evelyn said with no hesitation. “Six of us, ten of Zeus’, and 
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five of Hades’,” she said as a girl who looked eerily like Bianca was 


dragged up next. She took a step towards where the past version of her was 
on the floor, pretty much defeated at this point. Janus was watching her with 
an air of annoyance. 


“You made your choice, child,” he said to her. “I could have helped you 
with your choices... if only you had thought to pray.” 


“Gods,” Percy muttered. Evelyn laughed. It sounded hollow. 


“Some minor gods are upset they haven’t been properly worshipped... then 
there are gods like Janus who are... a different breed,” she said distastefully. 
“Wait. Here comes my favorite part,” she said bitterly. Percy turned as 
Poseidon ignored something Zeus said to shrink down into his smaller 
form, reappearing in front of her. 


“T want her outside,” he said firmly. “Enough of this.” 


“If you insist,” Janus said and stepped aside. “She is your monster. Not 
mine,” he then stepped back when Poseidon turned to him. “I mean no 
offense,” he murmured as Poseidon helped Evelyn up. She looked 
completely detached. “If you survive, little demigod, perhaps rethink your 
choices,” he called as Evelyn stumbled. “Maybe try a few more prayers - I 
recommend starting on your knees!” 


“Ignore him,” Poseidon said darkly. “Soon enough, you won’t remember 
any of this - and I will make him pay later.” 


“Yes, I will...” Evelyn murmured faintly. Shock. Definitely shock. “...dead,” 
she murmured. The Evelyn beside Percy shook her head in disgust. “Oh... 
gods...” she said and fell forward again. “No. No, no, no-“ 


“Pm sorry,” Evelyn said, turning to Percy. “I didn’t choose to show you 
this. My mind just... can’t seem to let go of that night.” 


“T wonder why,” Percy said. He felt shaken. Everything until this point had 
been... hypothetical? A ‘what if’? Something unreal? Except now, he saw 
the very real consequences of what they were up against. “They’re 
monsters,” he whispered. Evelyn nodded. “I... I need your help,” he told 


her, trying to force himself past the nightmare. “Nico di Angelo,” he said 
and waved Evelyn’s surprise away. “I don’t have time to explain. He has a 
marking, Evelyn. The one Hugo had. The one you probably had. He has it, 
and I don’t know what to do,” he said, voice shaking. “You’re the only 
person who I could think that...” he trailed off. Nico was so young. He 
couldn’t imagine something so awful happening to him so quickly. Evelyn 
went quiet. 


“Nico di Angelo,” she repeated and sighed. Another bolt of lightning 
flashed behind them. “A son of Hades, right? Hugo’s little brother,” she 
said and ran a hand through her hair. “I guess he’s out of that hotel we left 
him in,” she mused. “There was another. Bianca?” 


“Yes. I think she’s okay - in Artemis’ Hunt,” he said quickly. “There isn’t a 
lot of time for Nico,” he prompted. Evelyn nodded, biting her lip. 


“T never figured out how the markings worked,” she admitted, and Percy’s 
heart sped up. “We tried everything, trust me. Vera cut off Minnie’s arm at 
one point. It was horrible,” she shuddered. “James...” she trailed off and 
then bit her lip. “Nevermind. He, um, didn’t make it,” she said and wrung 
her hands together. “The only thing that seemed to keep it away for any 
length of time was poison.” 


“Centaur’s blood,” Percy agreed. “I know-“ 
“And you didn’t go to Chiron?” 


“Chiron... doesn’t know about Nico,” he said and wrung his hands. “He 
thinks he’s Demeter’s kid. Long story,” he added when Evelyn frowned. “I 
couldn’t risk Chiron turning him over. Grover told me in the very beginning 
he never would, but... I honestly don’t know who to trust at this point,” he 
said and took a deep breath. “You might be his only hope,” he said. Evelyn 
bit her lip. 


“We have a centaur at the titan camp,” she said slowly, and Percy’s brows 
raised. “His name is Pholus. He’s an augur, so sometimes he says strange 
things, but nice enough. I’m sure he would give his blood. He has a soft 


spot for anyone wounded,” she added with a roll of her eyes. “At the very 
least, it will keep it away for a bit. Until we find something permanent.” 


“TIl take it,” Percy said. “We’re in the labyrinth. Can you find us?” 


“Luke has the thread of Ariadne,” Evelyn confirmed. “Pll get to you. Just 
make sure to keep moving so that the monsters can’t catch up,” she said. 
Percy nodded. Right. They could do that. 


“Grover and Pollux... do those names mean anything to you?” he asked. 
Evelyn shook her head. “They’re missing. I need to find them,” he said, 
wringing his hands together. Another flash of lightning made them both 
jump. “Grover is a satyr and Pollux is a son of Dionysus. If you could keep 
an eye out for them, I would be grateful,” he said. Evelyn nodded as her 
eyes slipped back to the massacre behind them. “...can I ask you one other 
thing?” Percy asked as an afterthought. Possibly because he was curious or 
perhaps to try his best to ignore Evelyn’s screams. 


“Hm?” 


“Annabeth went into the maze to try and find Daedalus. So you guys can 
navigate it... but you already have the string. Why would you risk her life 
like that?” he asked. Evelyn’s eyes turned to him. He couldn’t imagine what 
was going through her mind. Slowly, she grabbed his hand between her 
own and squeezed. 


“Luke asked me the same thing,” she said and looked over her shoulder to 
where Vera was still lying. She swallowed. “Sometimes we don’t know 
what we truly believe or think or feel - and by the time we figure it out, 
we’ve already changed,” she said and smiled weakly. “Annabeth may not 
be a traitor, but she is not truly on our side,” she told him gently and 
touched his cheek. “And I cannot risk anything by playing along,” she said 
and let go. 


Percy pursed his lips. He wanted to argue with that - it was Annabeth - but 
he also couldn’t piss off the person who had agreed to help Nico. 


“Evelyn?” he called her when she let go and stood over Vera, staring down 
with a strange glint in her eyes. She turned back to look at him. “I’m sorry 
they hurt you.” 


Silence. 


“You know, you’re the first who has said to me...” she said and crossed her 
arms over her chest. Percy smiled weakly. “I’ll see you soon, Percy,” she 
said and went back to staring at the body in front of her. Percy still didn’t 
leave. He just watched. For what? He wasn’t sure. 


“I read your journal,” he blurted out. Evelyn didn’t respond. “It always 
sounded like you never liked her much,” he said with a nod to Vera. It was a 
dumb thing to say. No matter how much you disliked someone, very rarely 
you wish for them to die at your own hands during a bout of insanity. 
Evelyn’s eyes closed. “Sorry-“ 


“Tt’s like I said,” she told him and knelt down with her hand hovering over 
Vera’s eyes - as if to close them. “We don’t know what we truly believe or 
think or feel,” she said and let her hand fall away. “I’m not in the position to 
be offering much advice. However, I must caution you against searching for 
yourself. Sometimes you end up even more lost,” she said and looked back 
up at the gods. “Or we find ourselves in every evil,” she murmured. Percy 
nodded. He wasn’t sure he understood, but it felt like poor taste to question 
whatever state she was in. 


When Percy’s eyes opened again, it was to find himself lying on the dirt 
ground of the labyrinth. He sat up, finding Castor asleep next to him and 
Nico playing with a stick - jamming it into the ground as he looked around. 
Percy rubbed the sleep from his eyes and sat up. 


“Hey, there.” 
Nico’s eyes snapped to him. 


“Hi,” he said and reached into one of the bags they had thrown together. 
“Hungry?” he asked and pulled out a sandwich. Percy smiled and accepted. 
He glanced down at Castor - figuring he would give him a few minutes of 


rest - before pulling out a water bottle to accompany the meal. “Percy?” 
Nico asked when he brought his own sandwich. “Did you know the ghost? 
Elliott?” he asked. Percy swallowed the bite of his sandwich. He looked so 
tired and miserable. No kid should look like that. Sighing, he put his food 
down and shrugged. 


“Not while he was alive.” 
“Why did you get scared?” 


Percy considered. When he couldn’t decide what to say, he looked back at 
where Nico was waiting with hopeful eyes. 


“Because... back when Elliott was alive, he worked for the titans,” Percy 
explained. Nico’s eyes widened. “And I think he still does and told the 
titans who you are, which is why you have that mark on you,” he explained 
softly. Nico’s hand went to his arm with a frown. “But we’re going to get it 
fixed. I have a friend who can help.” 


“What’s wrong with my arm?” 


“Tt... just is going to make you a little sick. We’re going to fix it, though, 
okay?” he said. Nico bit his lip. Percy decided not to tell him that his 
‘friend’ was also on the titan side. It seemed too early to get into the 
nuances of everything with him. Wordlessly, Percy took Nico’s arm to 
examine it. He had only seen the marking in dreams or briefly when Nico 
showed him. Now that he saw it up close... he ran his thumb over it. It 
wasn’t a perfect circle. It almost looked like a scar. A battle wound of some 
sort. 


“T thought he was my friend,” Nico mumbled. “I’m sorry.” 


“No! Nico, it isn’t your fault,” he said with a shake of his head. “There are 
things... we haven’t told you. Bianca will explain them soon, okay? Just...” 
he began but fell silent when grass started to grow around them - springing 
up in all directions. Huh. Nico’s eyes fell to the ground and jerked up. It 
was creating a small path - turning the comer as a sort of trail to lure them 
to... wherever. Percy narrowed his eyes. 


“T think we should follow it,” Nico said, clumsily getting up. “Castor!” he 
added, kicking Percy’s poor boyfriend awake. “There’s magic grass!” 


“what?” Castor groaned and sat up. “I - oh, this looks like fun,” he said, 
studying the grass. “We’re not following that, are we?” 


“No,” Percy said. 


“Yes!” Nico cried and punched the air. “It’s my powers trying to lead the 
way! DEMETER STUFF!” he shouted as both Percy and Castor tried to 
shush him. This only lasted a moment, considering Nico was already 
yanking his bag up to follow the trail. Percy groaned. Maybe he would just 
tie Nico up and haul him around in a wagon or something. Just as he and 
Castor caught up, he tried to pull him to the side - maybe to just carry him 
away - but a wooden door had appeared in front. 


All three of them stared. 
“should we open it?” Castor asked. Nico shook his head. 


“No, that’s rude,” he told him and then knocked. Percy wasn’t sure how 
Bianca put up with this for so many years. Except... the door did open. It 
flew back with a pop, making all three of them jump. Nico beamed before 
peering inside. “Look!” he gasped. “It’s beautiful!” 


“T don’t trust beautiful things... with the exception of you,” Castor said, 
turning to Percy. He glared in return. “What?” 


“Tf I suck at flirting with you, then you have to also suck.” 
“No.” 
“Nico, take my side.” 


“You’re a terrible person,” Nico told Castor and then walked through the 
door. Percy sighed before following him. It was beautiful inside the... 
room? No, not a room. Definitely not a room. It was a field. A wheat field 
with a setting sun dousing everything in gold and a large oak tree in the 
distance. Percy pulled out Riptide - a little nervous by the lack of water. 


That was never a good sign for him. Cautiously, he walked to where Nico 
was spinning around with big eyes. 


“Whoa,” he whispered and knelt to touch the ground. “Lots of people died 
here.” 


“What?” Castor asked. Nico shrugged. “I don’t want to know how you 
know that-“ 


“This was a battleground during the Revolutionary War,” someone said. 
Percy grabbed Nico. “Not many of my children can sense the Earth so 
well,” the person continued. Percy’s eyes widened. Damnit. A woman had 
appeared in front of him. Percy had seen her before, he was sure, but this 
was different. No longer was this stranger in a room full of beautiful gods to 
dilute her effect. Here, Percy could only focus on her. Her power seemed to 
fill the air - making him oddly hungry and full at once. Her hair was golden, 
cascading down her back with eyes the color of rich soil. Nico waved. 


“Hi, Mom!” 


“Nico,” Demeter greeted with a warm smile. “I heard you had disappeared 
from camp,” she mused, and her eyes snapped to Percy. “I had wondered 
why...” 


“Oh,” Nico said, and Percy was about to panic when Nico gave a bright 
smile. “Mr. D told me to!” 


Wait. What? 


“Dionysus told you to leave camp?” Demeter asked with heavy surprise. 
Nico laughed. 


“Well... not exactly. He said he would give me two drachmas if I spied on 
Castor and Percy. Only Percy and Castor left to find Pollux and Grover, but 
I can’t spy on them if they aren’t at camp, so I followed,” he said. Percy had 
to fight not to show his surprise. Clever, clever, clever Nico. The kid had no 
idea what was going on but somehow had the survival instincts to keep 
them out of trouble. Outstanding. 


“Hm,” Demeter said and waved her hand. “Why don’t you sit down and eat, 
hon. I need to speak to your friends.” 


“Okay!” Nico said and then frowned at the cereal set out. He looked 
around. “Um... do you have Captain Crunch?” he asked hopefully. Demeter 
blinked. 


“Do I-? That’s full of sugar. Try this instead. It’s whole-grain and much 
healthier,” she said with a nod towards the bowl. Nico looked down at it 
with a frown. 


“but Captain Crunch has a pirate on it.” 
“I don’t think that’s a pirate,” Castor said. “He looks like a naval officer-” 


“Nobody asked you, Castor,” Nico said loudly and scowled. “You sound 
like William,” he added under his breath. Demeter tilted her head. 


“Who is William?” 


“My mortal enemy. He tricked me into eating a Twinkie,” Nico said 
solemnly. “Could you destroy him?” he asked, voice with way too much 
hope for someone who just asked for destruction. Demeter didn’t appear to 
know what to say to that (Percy didn’t blame her), so instead, she merely 
kissed his head and then turned to where Percy and Castor were. 


“Walk with me,” she instructed them and led them down one of the paths 
between the stalks of wheat. Percy and Castor hesitantly followed. “You 
know,” she began, smoothing out her dress. “In the past, I’ve been accused 
of being absent-minded. They say that is how I lost Persephone, after all,” 
she told them darkly, and her eyes glittered with a danger that made Percy 
nervous. “But it serves me well. I tend to be forgotten for what I truly am. 
For the power I truly wield,” she said. Percy jutted out his chin. 


“Why have you come here, Lady Demeter?” 


Demeter smiled tightly. 


“I am said to be absent-minded,” she repeated, fingers running over some 
wheat beside her. “So I understand why you and your sister used... heavy- 
handed methods with Bianca and Nico,” she explained softly. “If they are, 
indeed, my children.” 


“You’re not sure?” Percy asked dryly. He was trying for lofty and uncaring, 
rather than the pure panic he felt. Demeter smiled. “I suppose you really 
have been preoccupied with Persephone all these years.” 


“Well, you seem very sure for me,” she said and looked through the plants, 
back to where Nico was frowning at some wheat withered lifelessly next to 
him. “He appears to be a child of my darker form,” she mused. Then pursed 
her lips. “I am not a fool, Percy Jackson,” she said quietly. “Though I play it 
well. Do you know what the line in the prophecy actually is?” she asked 
him. Percy glanced at Castor, who only shook his head. “A half-blood of 
the eldest gods,” she recited and chuckled. “My brothers are always so 
limited in their sight. They think only of themselves,” she said with a shake 
of her head. “Was I not born before Hades, Poseidon, or Zeus?” she asked. 
Percy stared. “But nobody thinks of me, do they? Not with my absent- 
minded nature...” she hummed and offered a wry smile. “I saw what they 
did to their own children when they became a threat. I could not allow them 
to do the same to mine.” 


“Do you think it could be one of your children who is the prophecy child?” 
Castor asked. Nico was now trying to make himself a wheat crown of some 
sort but was getting irritated by the plants dying at his touch. Demeter 
waved her hand, and they sprung back to life. She gave Percy and Castor a 
bitter smile. 


“I cannot be certain. I would not be surprised if the Fates forgot me too,” 
she said and took a long breath. “I suppose we will find out soon enough, 
won’t we? Though...” she trailed off. Then smiled. “Hm. You’re getting 
older as well, aren’t you?” she asked Percy. He had to fight to make sure the 
blood didn’t drain away from his face. 


“T’m a son of Aphrodite.” 


“Oh, that is most certainly true,” Demeter nodded and clasped her hands 
together. “Did you know Aphrodite predates the Olympians? Of course, 
your brother and sister are sixteen, aren’t they? So the prophecy mustn’t 
mean her,” she said and leaned in as if to hug him. “Perhaps, little hero, the 
prophecy means the half-blood of two of the eldest gods... if you know what 
I mean,” she said - breath surprisingly cool against his neck. Percy felt his 
blood grow just as cold. 


“For someone who pretends to be a fool, you claim to know an awful lot,” 
he managed - voice tight. Demeter chuckled and patted his cheek. 


“T do not agree with killing children. However, I am not the kind of mother 
to put her own children at risk by speaking out of turn,” she said and looked 
back at Nico. “I know what he and his sister are. Still, I claimed them, and 
so they are mine. I will continue to turn a blind eye,” she said and tilted her 
head. “With the understanding that you keep my children alive and well.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“T mean, that if a single drop of blood from my children spills... I will reveal 
all I know,” Demeter said quietly. “And I will use your blood to create a 
lovely round of crops from all of us to feast on,” she said and gripped his 
hand as if this was a benign reassurance. “So, perhaps you would do better 
to stop orchestrating and go back to playing a fool as well. You were much 
better at it,” she said. Percy looked away. Ouch. 


“Have you known all along?” he breathed out, praying only she could hear. 
Demeter chuckled. 


“You would do well to remember Hades suspected you in the beginning, my 
dear. He may have relented after Aphrodite’s insistence, but I kept 
watching,” she said and tapped the end of his nose. “And no. Your pretty 
goddess mother doesn’t know. Neither does any other Olympian. Not for 
certain, anyway. Keep up this recklessness, and that may change, though,” 
she said and stepped back. “Nico!” she called, voice flipping like a switch. 
“T have a gift for you!” she sang and spun around. Nico perked up as he 
scrambled over to her. Demeter’s face softened a bit as a flower appeared in 
her hand. 


“Pretty,” Nico told her. Demeter’s eyes lost their edge, and she ran a finger 
over his cheek. 


“You are very sweet, aren’t you?” she sighed and placed the flower in his 
hand. “This flower belongs to your sister. Her name is Persephone,” she 
said and stood back up. “If you need a quick escape... maybe ask her for 
help,” she said and looked over at where Percy was still standing. Then to 
where Castor had gone very, very quiet... almost too quiet. “Be good. Work 
hard. Train well. Listen to Percy and Castor,” she told him and kissed the 
top of his head. 


“Castor too?” Nico asked, unenthused. Percy rolled his eyes, but when he 
turned to Castor, he didn’t seem as exasperated. Instead, he was staring at 
Percy in a way he didn’t like. 


“What?” Percy asked. “Are you okay?” 


“What did she whisper to you?” he asked. Percy blinked. “Just now. She 
whispered something to you.” 


“Oh,” he said and rubbed the back of his neck. “Just threats about what 
would happen if her kids were hurt. Fun goddess stuff,” he said and turned 
when he felt the light dim - taking Demeter as well. Castor nodded slowly 
before turning to where Nico was putting the flower in his backpack and 
walking over. 


“We should go,” he said and then wrinkled his nose. “...I had to lie,” he said 
uncertainly. “About me following you. Was I supposed to do that?” he 
asked. Percy smiled weakly. Now that it was clear how much Demeter 
knew, it didn’t matter much, but he was reassured that Nico had an accurate 
assessment of the situation. 


“You did a great job,” Percy told him and ruffled his hair. “Come on. We 
should keep moving,” he said and led them back through the wooden arch 
behind them. When they walked through again, they were once more in the 
never-ending twists and turns of the labyrinth. A few monsters came for 
them, but they were the run-of-the-mill sort. Nothing too concerning. Not 
compared to Nico’s incessant line of questioning. 


“How are we going to fix my arm?” he asked as Percy stabbed through a 
harpy and continued down a narrowing tunnel before it twisted into 
something much wider. 


“T have a friend,” Percy repeated. He glanced down at his own arm. So... 
they had to know who you are to mark you. Does that mean anyone could 
be marked, and it was simply Big Three kids targeted? Who could do that? 
How? Why? He rubbed his temple before collapsing against a wall to catch 
his breath. Nico knelt beside him as Castor rummaged through their bags to 
hand out water. 


“Are all ghosts bad?” he asked, poking Percy’s knee. “Should I ignore the 
other one trying to talk to me?” he whispered. Percy paused. 


“There’s another ghost trying to talk to you?” he asked. Nico nodded. What 
the actual... He looked up at where Castor had paused in uncapping a water 
bottle. 


“Why is this the first we’re hearing about this?” Castor asked. Nico 
shrugged and looked down at the ground, wringing his hands together. 
“How long has this been going on? Who is it? Where?” he asked, voice 
rising with frustration. Nico muttered a response. Castor threw the water to 
the side - taking a few steps away. Right. Percy inwardly scolded himself. 
He had been so concerned with getting Nico to safety, he had forgotten the 
weighing pressure of Pollux being missing. Grimacing, he reached out to 
put a hand on his shoulder before turning back to Nico. 


“Can you tell it to show itself? I think the ghost will listen to you,” he said, 
trying his best to remain calm. Gods, he wanted Bianca here. Nico frowned 
but looked around the emptiness of the maze before taking a long breath. 


“Why would it listen to me?” he asked, but Percy only gave him an attempt 
at a smile. “Um, okay... Show yourself!” he said - voice surprisingly firm 
and filled with something that had Percy reconsidering exactly how helpless 
Nico really was. The air bubbled for a moment, and there was a wisp of 
white. When Percy looked up again, there was a woman. She looked maybe 
in her twenties - wearing a purple peplos (yes, that is the proper term - he 
was raised in the Aphrodite cabin. He knew the difference between a chiton, 


peplos, and himation, thank you very much) and black hair piled up on the 
back of her hair with gold. She looked washed out - as all ghosts do, but 
Percy could still tell she was absolutely beautiful. 


“My lord,” the ghost greeted and bowed her head. Nico looked over his 
shoulder before realizing she was talking to him. 


“Oh. I’m Nico,” he said and waved. Percy smiled. “Why are you following 
me?” 


“I only wish to help you, little lord.” 


“I am very big, thank you,” Nico said. Percy put his hand on Nico’s 
shoulder as he stepped forward, looking the woman over cautiously. 


“Hi,” he said. “I’m Percy. This is Castor and Nico,” he explained, and the 
woman nodded. “Who are you?” he asked. The woman hesitated. 


“T cannot tell you. Melinoe has joined the side of the titans,” she explained. 
Percy’s brows furrowed. “She is the goddess of ghosts and has forbidden us 
to aid you. I had hoped that perhaps the young lord could overpower her, 
but I fear he doesn’t understand his powers yet,” she said regretfully. Nico 
frowned. “So, for now, I can only give vague warnings,” she said and held 
out her arm. Percy stiffened. 


“You... are a Big Three child?” he asked as he looked down to see a familiar 
marking on her arm. The ghost shook her head. “Then why do you have 
that?” he asked and then looked her up and down. “You’re dressed like 
someone who came from Ancient Greece,” he said. “Why would you have 
that?” he asked her. She lowered her arm, placing a hand over the wound 
because - yes. Percy realized it was, in fact, a wound. He could see blood 
trailing out the longer they spoke. 


“I was the first to bear this mark. There were others. In my neck and heart 
and head,” she said. Nico’s eyes widened. “But this was the first. It struck 
me suddenly and painfully. It became a symbol of sorts. Whatever happens 
in your mortal life is immortalized once you become a god,” she said 
wistfully, repeating Pollux’s earlier words. Percy opened his mouth to ask 


for more details when a sudden click snapped at the back of his mind. He 
thought to Zoé and Silena... and now to this woman. She smiled at him. 


“Why would he do this?” Percy whispered. “I... why?” 


The ghost might have answered but was interrupted by a low rumbling. 
Dust rose from the walls as the walls seemed to shift. Castor grabbed Nico, 
stepping closer to Nico to keep from being separated. A roar sounded off in 
the distance. 


Fun fact about Daedalus’ infamous labyrinth: It sucked. 


It was confusing with shifting its walls, narrowing its passageways, and pop 
out entrances and exits. At one point, they found themselves in Alcatraz 
with Kronos’ prisoners. Percy had to clean some stables (thankfully out of 
the prying eyes of others) for some guy named Geryon. Percy was actually 
a little pleased to have an excuse to dabble in his water powers. They felt so 
much more natural and effortless. However, it was the next trial that 
appeared to be the hardest. 


“Left - no, right,” Castor murmured to him and then narrowed his eyes. 
Janus smiled. It was a cold, horrible smile that reminded Percy too much of 
the version he had seen in his dream. Seeing him holding down Evelyn as 
they murdered those kids... he could barely look at either of his faces. 
“There’s got to be a way to tell, right?” 


“Can we knock?” Nico asked. Janus frowned at him. 


“Um,” he said and then furrowed his brows. “Huh. Nobody has asked that 
before. I don’t see the harm,” he said, though he looked a smidge uncertain. 
Nico beamed and rushed over to knock on the first door. When nothing 
happened, he went to the next door and knocked. This time something 
knocked back. Nico stared - clearly stunned, before turning back to Castor 
and Percy. 


“Is that a good or bad sign?” he asked and then rubbed his arm. “I don’t feel 
good,” he sighed and dragged his feet back over to them. Percy put a hand 


to his forehead. Damnit. He was getting warmer. “My head hurts,” he 
whispered. 


“I know,” Percy said and looked between the two doors again. “We’re going 
to get you some help,” he said, watching Janus carefully. He wasn’t 
suspicious, was he? Nico could be sick by any number of things. “We just 
need to pick,” Percy sighed and looked between the two again. “We’ll go 
with-“ 


The left door opened... which was a little funny because Nico and Castor 
both screamed and jumped behind Janus (who also looked suitably 
alarmed). The door swung back to reveal Evelyn stepping through with a 
blue spool of thread in her hand. 


“Hi,” she greeted and raised the thread. “Sorry, it took so long. This damn 
thing gets tangled constantly,” she grumbled and let her eyes flick over the 
room. “...Janus,” she said and offered a tight smile. “What a lovely 
surprise,” she said and then knelt a little. “Hello, Nico,” she said, stepping 
through the door into the tiled room. Nico peered out from behind Castor. 
“Do you remember me? It’s been a long time.” 


Nico stared. 


“You... you were Hugo’s girlfriend,” he said. Evelyn’s smile widened. “You 
Sang us a song.” 


“That’s right,” she said and held up the thread. “I’ve come to take you 
someplace safe until you feel better,” she said. Nico looked at her 
uncertainly before turning to look at Percy. Right. He only knew her as 
Hugo’s girlfriend. He had no idea she was Poseidon’s daughter. He tried his 
best to smile reassuringly. Janus was spluttering behind them - all four eyes 
bugging out. 


“You can’t-” 


“Nemesis and I need your help with something,” Evelyn interrupted him. 
“Under... certain orders,” she smiled. Percy looked between them. He 
wasn’t sure he liked how she said that but also couldn’t bring himself to 


care, given the circumstances. The maze shook again. “Come on. We have 
to go,” she said and held out her hand. Castor frowned. 


“T need to find my brother,” he said. Evelyn nodded. 


“We’ll look for him as soon as Nico is feeling better,” she said. Castor 
didn’t look thrilled by this but gave a curt nod nevertheless. The room 
shuddered. 


“Evelyn,” Percy called and shoved Nico towards her. “Take him and run. 
Heal him,” he said and looked around. “I know who’s doing this. I need to 
go to the gods. Castor, do you want to-“ 


“To the gods?” Evelyn repeated as she looked around. “Percy, even if you 
did know, that’s dangerous.” 


“Can you take me there?” he asked. Evelyn opened her mouth - perhaps to 
answer, but the maze gave a screech of objection, tilting the entire room. 
Janus disappeared in a poof of mist. Percy reached out to grab something, 
but he found himself slammed against one of the doors. There was a scream 
of some sort as the entire room seemed to crumble into pieces. “CAS?!” he 
shouted, looking around as dust rose. “Evelyn! Nico!” 


Nobody answered. What had happened? A crack sounded, and suddenly 
rocks fell from somewhere, collapsing onto Percy’s leg. He cried out in pain 
before taking a deep breath. They weren’t large - but the pain shooting up 
his side wanted to argue otherwise. Gathering all his strength, he sat up and 
shoved the mini-boulder off of him. 


“CASTOR!” he yelled and stumbled up. He hated this damn maze. Looking 
around, he wiped some blood off his chin before looking around. It looked 
as if he was back in the labyrinth... alone. “NICO!” he tried. Nothing. 
Great. What could he even do? Wander? Bringing out Riptide, he held the 
sword out as he rounded some corners with a new limp. From somewhere 
in the distance, he heard a growl. Not good. Maybe he shouldn’t be going 
around shouting. 


...this was reaffirmed by a roar and flash of gold appearing. Percy sighed. 


“You again?” he asked as the Minotaur snorted, pawing at the ground 
beneath him. “I was just touring your lovely home,” Percy said and lifted 
his sword. “Could you point me to the bathroom?” he asked. 


The Minotaur still did not have a sense of humor. Figures. 


It roared, charging forward with a wild gleam in its eyes. Percy braced 
himself. In the narrowed walls of the labyrinth, there was nowhere to 
dodge. He decided to go with his old trick of sliding underneath since it 
worked so well last time. The Minotaur kicked back, snarling as it ran 
directly into a wall. Dumbass. He regretted the comment when it ripped 
itself out and charged again. This time, Percy jumped up - striking Riptide 
down with a flourish so that he burst into a shower of gold. 


“Bullseye,” he said and snorted. Alright, that one was kind of stupid, but he 
still enjoyed it. Ignoring his leg throbbing, he wiped the dust from his eyes 
and looked curiously at where the hole the Minotaur had put into the wall 
was Slowly righting itself. Figuring he saw no other doors or exits, he raced 
forward to jump through the hole before it could close up. There was a 
sharp hiss of air as he fell, accidentally colliding a bit with the wall, so more 
dust and stone fell with him. 


..ouch. He rubbed his shoulder, standing up to see what corner of Hell he 
ended up in this time. His leg jerked in protest. 


“Next.” 


The DMV. Percy wasn’t sure what he even expected anymore. A few 
mortals were looking at him curiously, but nobody dared to move to get out 
of line. Percy looked behind him to see a good size hole in the wall and 
nodded. Right. Sure. He looked around - expecting police or some sort of 
employee to start freaking out, but it appeared either the mist was hard at 
work or that nobody cared much for their jobs... probably both. 


“Ts this like... a habit for you or something?” 


“Rachel?” Percy blinked. Sure enough, behind a guy wearing a horrifying 
neon suit was Rachel Elizabeth Dare with some paperwork in her hand. 


“What are you doing here?” 


“I just took my driver’s test, so Pm getting my license finalized,” Rachel 
said and looked him up and down and then to the wall he had busted 
through. “Same for you?” 


“Tt’s... kind of a long story,” he said and rubbed the back of his neck. “I do 
you need to the Empire State building, though,” he said, biting his lip. He 
wanted to search for Castor and Nico, but honestly? Taking care of his new 
best friend (and worst enemy) was probably the surest way to help Nico 
stay sane. Rachel nodded, pulling out a piece of gum and offering it to him. 


“Well... do you need a ride?” 


Percy liked Rachel. She thought he was weird as Hell but didn’t ask 
questions. 


Well, she did, but the questions were so casual and matter-of-fact that he 
almost didn’t believe she fully accepted what he was saying. It was kind of 
bewildering to throw a ‘hey, so gods exist’ during a car ride, but... for some 
reason, it was one of the easier things Percy had done in his life. 


“And so you are... part-god?” Rachel frowned as she drummed her hands on 
the steering wheel. New York traffic. Objectively, the worst. “Which god?” 


Percy laughed. Oh, the irony. 
“Aphrodite.” 
Now it was Rachel’s turn to laugh... though Percy wasn’t sure why. 


“Of course you are,” she said. Percy’s brows came together. Was that a jab? 
He couldn’t tell. “That explains some stuff.” 


“What stuff?” Percy asked indignantly. “It explains nothing!” he said. 
Rachel shrugged. “Whatever,” he sighed and ran his hand through his hair. 


“Have you met your mom?” 


“Oh, yeah. The last time I saw her, she was pissed at me,” he said with a 
shake of his head. “I made sure to pray to her twice before entering the 
maze this time... and I’ve given her like four offerings. I haven’t heard 
anything, so that might be a good sign - she’s not someone you want angry 
at you,” he shuddered, thinking of the threat in her eyes when she looked at 
them all last year. “But she’s normally pretty nice. Sometimes she sends me 
stuff,” he said, yanking at the end of his shirt. 


“That’s... so weird. What does she look like?” 


“Changes,” Percy shrugged. “Generally to whatever you think is attractive,” 
he explained and fidgeted some more. “What’s with all the painting 
supplies?” he asked, looking over his shoulder to where canvas and paint 
cans littered the backseat. “Are you making a mural?” 


“Oh, I wish,” Rachel snorted. “No, I’m just painting my room... though a 
mural isn’t a bad idea,” she mused. “Maybe I can put something on the back 
wall...” she said and honked her horn when someone cut her off. “Idiot,” 
she muttered with a roll of her eyes. “You just need me to drop you off, 
right?” 


“Yeah, Olympus is on the top floor,” he said. Rachel slowly turned to him. 
“yeah. I was surprised too,” he said and unlocked the door as she pulled to 
the side. He could see the building from here and got the feeling that it was 
as close as he was going to get with this traffic. “Thank you so much,” he 
added to her. “I owe you one.” 


“Buy me dinner, and we’ Il call it even.” 
Percy paused. 


“do you mean like...?” he began and then narrowed his eyes. “My 
boyfriend says you like me. I can’t tell.” 


“Ts your boyfriend the blonde guy from when we blew up the school?” she 
asked. Percy nodded. “And he could tell that I liked you?” she asked. Not 
upset. Just... amused. Percy shrugged. “But you are unsure?” she clarified. 
Percy shrugged again. “Well, if you have a boyfriend, I amend my dinner 


invitation to instead just hanging out as friends,” she said and reached over 
to pat his arm. “And as a child of Aphrodite, it might be best for you to 
assume everyone likes you to some extent.” 


Percy grumbled. 

“That’s just not true.” 

“Uh-huh. It was nice to see you again, Percy. Good luck with the gods,” she 
said, and Percy opened the door with a sarcastic wave. Rachel laughed. It 
softened him slightly. 

“Thanks again,” he told her. “We should hangout.” 

“Bring your boyfriend,” Rachel said. “I think he and I may get along.” 


“Absolutely not,” Percy decided and closed the door before she could tease 
him more. Right. Nice, relaxing drive with no monsters... that must mean 
his luck was running out. It would be any second before something 
disastrous happened. Taking a deep breath, he marched over to the front 
door and walked inside. The receptionist looked up at him and made a face. 


“Can I help you?” 

“I need to get to Olympus.” 

“No such place-“ 

“Look at me,” Percy interrupted, with a wave up and down. “I’m wearing a 
Camp Half-Blood shirt, my sword is out, I’m covered in blood and monster 


dust - do you think I would believe there is no Olympus?” he asked. The 
receptionist looked at him before shrugging. 


“Do you have an appointment?” 
Percy closed his eyes. 


“funnily enough, I did not have the time to make one. However, I have an 
excellent set of lungs and no pride. I can and will start screaming and 


making a scene until monsters come and cause all sorts of fun chaos,” he 
said. The receptionist considered this for a brief second and then wordlessly 
handed him the key. “Thank you.” 


Jeez. The nerve of some people. 


Percy’s next surprise came shortly after he stepped out of the elevator to see 
a bunch of girls dressed in silver. 


“BIANCA!” he shouted and momentarily forgot why he even came as he 
pushed some people out of the way towards where Bianca was in a serious 
discussion of some sort with a redheaded girl. He reached out and gripped 
her into a tight hug. “Thank gods - where have you been? I tried to message 
you!” he said, pulling away. “Why are you here? How? I -” he started and 
then shook his head. “How?” he repeated. Bianca reared back. 


“What happened to you?” 


“Daedalus’ labyrinth,” he muttered with a shake of his head and pulled her 
to the side to quickly relay everything that had happened - including with 
Nico. “He’s with Evelyn now, so I think he has time, but I need to talk to 
the gods, so they know who it is and how to stop it,” he said. Bianca nodded 
curtly. She looked over her shoulder and then towards the entrance to the 
throne room. 


“Well, you picked a good time,” she said evenly. “Zeus called everyone for 
a meeting about the labyrinth. Lady Artemis says he’s worried Kronos’ 
army may be using it for more than a camp invasion,” she explained. “I 
don’t know what. They won’t let us in. Artemis was going to let us keep 
hunting, but I guess she’s worried that the maze might suck us in or 
something.” 


“It has been acting weird,” Percy agreed. “Annabeth said Daedalus is the 
only one to control it.” 


“He could be on the titans’ side.” 


“That would explain why they’re so worried,” Percy agreed. “Have you 
heard from her at all? Annabeth? The last time I saw her...” he trailed off. 
Bianca shook her head. “Nevermind,” he shook his head before glancing up 
at the door to the throne room. He stared. There was a daunting chill as he 
looked up at it. All he could think about was Evelyn’s memory. The awful, 
horrible things that had gone in those halls. “Come with me?” he asked her. 
Bianca smiled. 


“Sounds better than waiting out here,” she said and then looked over her 
shoulder. “GATHER YOUR WEAPONS! WE’RE GOING INSIDE!” she 
called and turned back to Percy. “...just in case you need witnesses,” she 
added. Percy snorted. Witnesses. He wasn’t sure he needed any. It wasn’t 
like anything could be done if they killed him. Gods weren’t held 
accountable... as much as they should be. 


“Thanks, Bianca,” he said. “And Nico will be okay.” 
Her smile flickered. 


“Well,” she said and then pasted on another, much more forced smile. 
“Hopefully, this will fix everything.” 


Hopefully, it would. Still, he had some doubts as he walked forward and 
knocked on the door. 


“Ah,” someone’s voice said from inside. “Perseus Jackson decided to pay 
us a visit, Father. Shall he enter?” 


There was murmuring. 


“ENTER!” Zeus’ voice called, and the door slammed back. Percy gave 
Bianca one last glance before walking in, bracing himself for whatever 
came next. He needed this to be over quick. He had to find Castor. Grover. 
Pollux. Nico. He had so many people he needed to make sure were safe. 
Maybe the gods would help him with that, too. He stepped inside to find a 
set-up similar to the Winter Solstice meeting. Bianca was right. Whatever 
they were discussing was important enough to have included everyone... 
aside from Hades. 


Percy’s eyes first drifted to Aphrodite. She was wearing a sort of medieval 
gown with trumpet sleeves and golden trim. He offered her a weak smile 
before bowing his head. When he looked back up, she narrowed her eyes 
for a moment before she sighed, though he could see her lips twitched up. 


“Hello, my son,” she spoke first. “I see you’ve been questing once more.” 
“I hope you got my prayers?” 


“I did,” she confirmed and shook her head. “You know, I would be most 
displeased if you died an early death, Perseus. Perhaps try to spend a 
summer without a dangling sword over your head,” she said and then raised 
her hands. “But alas, what do I know? I am but a mere goddess,” she said. 
Percy bit back a smile. 


“What can I say? I follow my heart,” he told her. Aphrodite scoffed, but 
gestured him to the rest of the council. He turned to where Zeus was 
watching him with very clear annoyance. Wordlessly, he knelt. 


“Speak, child. Tell us why you have barged onto Olympus and interrupted 
our conversation with - Artemis, why are they here?” he asked with a nod 
towards Bianca and the others. Artemis pursed her lips. 


“If they wish to stay, they may stay,” she said - voice somewhere between 
calm and annoyed. Zeus fixed her with a stare, to which she returned with 
equal force. Apollo shifted uncomfortably, hand subtly inching towards his 
sister. Percy wondered if they had any feelings about that day. Zeus killed 
his own children so callously... had his immortal children inwardly 
mourned? Feared for themselves? Zeus turned away from her. 


“Speak.” 


Percy stepped forward. The gods all watched him. He couldn’t decide 
which he disliked the most. It felt as though he had seen so many sides to 
all of them... especially the bad. 


“I know what happened to the 1940s children,” he said. There was an 
inaudible murmur. “They were targeted. There is a god out there who 


specifically affects certain heroes and drive them to the brink of sanity,” he 
said. Another murmur. “For immortalized beings. Their mortal life reflects 
their godly powers... and there is only one god who would have control 
over heroes... and sanity,” he said, turning his eyes pointedly to Hera. She 
put a finger over her lips in deep thought before a ghost of a smile hinted. 


“You hear that, husband?” she asked. “I am not the only one who holds ire 
towards your son.” 


Zeus did not look nearly as amused. 


“Speak the name plainly, boy,” he said through gritted teeth. “If you make 
an accusation, then be bold enough to-“ 


“Heracles,” Percy interrupted flatly. “He’s the one who has turned against 
you.” 


“How dare you-” 


“Tt is well-known that Lady Hera drove him insane to kill his own wife and 
children,” Percy continued loudly. He would be heard out if nothing else. 
“As a god of heroes, he would have a certain amount of sway over 
demigods. I met the ghost of Megara myself, and there was the same mark 
on her arm that the other kdtaras had. It is the mark of Heracles’ first arrow 
hitting her. A sign of his insanity-“ 


“Enough,” Zeus said. “I will not hear this blasphemy of my own child.” 


“And what of your other children?” Percy demanded. “The ones he has 
gotten killed-“ 


“Perseus,” Aphrodite cut in with a worried look towards Zeus. She took a 
long breath. “My lord, he does... bring evidence-“ 


“What evidence?” Hera asked. “This is all conjecture. There are none here 
that particularly like Heracles-” 


“Hera...” 


“What?” she asked and gestured around. “Our son has had a quarrel with 
him - so have I. I know Artemis was no fan,” she said and Percy flicked his 
eyes to where Artemis was watching Percy carefully, tapping her fingers 
against the arm of her chair. “But that does not make him bold enough to be 
a traitor - nor as powerful,” she reasoned. Artemis glanced at her. 


“Perhaps you are so resistant to the idea, my queen, because you take pride 
in knowing that you have broken him after these immortal years. Him being 
a traitor negates that.” 


“My son is not a traitor,” Zeus snapped. 


“Zoë had figured it out too-” Percy began but was cut off by a sharp round 
of laughs. 


“Ah, of course,” Ares said. “Artemis” little pet would seek her vengeance 
through false accusations, wouldn’t she?” he asked and pointed a finger at 
Percy. “You almost had me onboard, punk,” he said. “I never liked the guy, 
but Zoé the Nightshade is the opposite of a reliable source,” he scoffed. 
Percy glanced towards where the hunters were standing - impassive until 
this point. A few muttered lowly with glares at Ares, while others 
whispered amongst one another. Artemis shot Ares a dark look. 


“Do not dishonor her memory like that,’ she said, but whatever other 
defense she might have had was cut off by other gods speaking at once. 


“T think this is a cry of attention,” Dionysus said blandly. “Aphrodite, has 
your son not been receiving enough attention? We have no kdtaras in our 
midst, and yet he decides to unravel a mystery that does not pertain to 
him?” 


“Evelyn Laurent is alive and well!” Percy objected. “And she is a powerful 
demigod seeking revenge for what you’ve done to her and her siblings. 
Maybe if you punish the god responsible, then she might forgive you and 
switch away from the titans-“ 


“FORGIVE US?!” Zeus roared and slammed his hand, so the entire room 
shook. “YOU COME HERE AND SLANDER MY SON’S NAME TO 


ASK FOR SOME WHELP’S FORGIVENESS AFTER ALL THE 
WRONG SHE HAS DONE?!” he said. Percy felt his own indignation rise. 
He quickly tempered himself - looking away to keep from snapping back. 
As it was, Zeus was probably about to order his death by the looks of 
things. 


“Easy, brother,” Demeter cut in. “I do not think this demigod would make 
this accusation lightly-” 


“Pm willing to give him a shot,” Apollo interrupted with a quick glance 
towards his father. “Have my brother brought in,” he said and cringed 
slightly when Zeus turned his eyes turn to him. “Father, it is the quickest 
way to lay this to rest,’ he said, voice almost gentle. Percy’s mouth 
dropped. 


“You... are just going to ask him? He’ll lie!” he said, and there was a burst 
beside him. Aphrodite gasped - sitting up, but the bolt of lightning had 
struck beside Percy, leaving a charred space next to him. 


“My lord,” Aphrodite said tightly, and her fingers dug into the arms of her 
throne. “You dare-“ 


“You ought to remember who is king, Aphrodite,” Zeus cut him coolly. “If I 
choose to blast the boy to pieces, then you accept it and perhaps warn your 
children to be better.” 


Poseidon laughed. Percy had almost forgotten him - despite his seat right 
next to Zeus. He also looked tense, though Percy could tell the silence was 
killing him. 


“Ah, brother. Perhaps this is what our father is counting on,” he said and 
tilted his head. “You take such pride in your most renowned child that you 
turn blind that he is bitter and angry,” he said. “Why would he not turn 
against us? After all the pain Hera has caused him? He did not ask to be 
immortal. You did that yourself out of vanity.” 


Ooh. Percy almost took a step back. The room had gone eerily quiet. Zeus’ 
temper was renowned for being short, and Percy was certain that it had 


been crossed. The air crackled with something Percy didn’t care to identify 
as Zeus turned to look at his brother face-on. Before he could respond, there 
was the sound of a door creaking, and the next thing Percy knew, someone 
was next to him. 


“T have been summoned, Father?” 


Percy blanched. The damned devil himself. He turned - not entirely sure 
what to expect when he looked. The god next to him was huge, with 
cropped black hair and a well-trimmed beard. He turned his eyes to Percy - 
the same haunting electric blue Thalia’s had been - and smiled. A wave of 
hatred came over him. That smile alone felt like all the confirmation Percy 
needed as Heracles bowed his head. 


“My son,” Zeus greeted stiffly. “Grave accusations have been risen against 
you. It has been requested you defend yourself.” 


Heracles gave a downright alarmed expression before looking around with 
far too much innocence. 


“What wrong has been accused of me?” 


“I think you know,” Percy said coolly. Heracles turned to him and tilted his 
head. 


“I don’t believe we’ve met, young hero. Though - oh, don’t tell me - I am 
quite good at this...” he snapped his fingers. “Perseus Jackson?” 


“ impressive,” Percy told him (deeply unimpressed). “Should I do you? 
Um,” he said, voice almost mocking as he snapped his fingers. “Heracles?” 


“Hercules, actually,” he corrected. Percy raised an eyebrow. “Heracles is 
my given Greek name. I have... never preferred it,” he said distastefully as 
he looked pointedly at Hera. “It is for my stepmother - who I, of course, 
honor - but I do like how the Romans renamed me,” he smiled pleasantly. 
“Well, Mr. Jackson, I am pleased to make your acquaintance. I am the God 
of Heroes, you know. Perhaps I have aided you in a quest of some sort,” he 
smiled. 


Oh, Percy hated him. 
“Trust me,” Percy said darkly. “I know exactly what you are-“ 


“Enough,” Zeus said coldly. Percy bit his tongue. “My child, you are aware 
of the unfortunate sickness that spread over our children fifty years ago?” 
he asked. Heracles gave a grave nod. “Perseus believes you have something 
to do with it. That it is your mark that bores on them before they are 
brought to the brink of madness and that you have chosen Kronos over your 
own father,” he said with a lot of nerve from someone who literally fought 
his own father. Heracles blinked a few times before frowning. 


“T- no,” he said. “Father, I would never. During my mortal life, I fought 
giants and monsters in honor of the gods-“ 


“You also fought gods, if I remember correctly,” Artemis cut in. “Apollo 
and Ares, among them.” 


cc 


“I won,” Apollo said, and Heracles lifted a brow. “...the second time I 
won,” he murmured. Ares muttered something similar as Heracles gave a 
boisterous laugh. 


“A friendly spar between brothers!” he said loudly. “Surely, you can 
understand craving our father’s approval?” he asked and crossed his arms 
over his chest. Percy glanced at Bianca. Did she see this? Her eyes were 
narrowed - fixed on Heracles with just as much suspicion as he had. Good. 
“Ts this a prank of yours, brother?” he asked, turning to Hermes. “Another 
amusing jibe?” he smiled. Ugh. 


“T’m not sure Hermes’ words on this matter should be heeded,” Hephaestus 
murmured. “His own son being a traitor and all,” he said. Hermes’ eyes 
flashed but said nothing as he looked at him. 


“See?” Zeus asked, looking around. Percy scoffed. He wasn’t serious, was 
he? Before he could voice another (and perhaps his very last) objection, 
Athena cleared her throat. 


“If I may?” she asked. Oh. Great. Percy prepared himself as Athena 
interlaced her fingers together - gray eyes whipping across the room before 
landing on Percy. “I do wonder about Perseus’ role in all of this,” she said, 
voice careful and deliberate. “He was friends with the Thalia Grace girl and 
now concerned himself over Evelyn Laurent,” she said. “However, I don’t 
quite understand his knowledge. How do you know of the markings?” she 
asked. “Thalia Grace never had one. Have you been in touch with Evelyn 
Laurent?” she asked. Percy pursed his lips. 


“No, but I’ve had dreams-“ 


“Dreams?” Athena cut in. “Ah, yes. Is it possible that these dreams could 
hold lies? Kronos can manipulate such things - especially now that 
Dionysus has confirmed that Morpheus may be on the titan side of things,” 
she said. Percy looked away. “So perhaps it is Kronos who seeks to turn us 
against one another - starting with Herac- Hercules,” she corrected herself 
with a nod. Hercules beamed. “However, it is a strange... strange first 
enemy to make...” she said and leaned forward. “And how did you speak to 
this ghost you mentioned? You cannot summon ghosts as a child of 
Aphrodite, can you?” 


Percy closed his eyes. 
“T sought her out.” 
“How?” 


“What ghost?” Heracles cut in. Percy turned to look at him for a few 
seconds. 


“Megara. Your first wife,” he said and offered a wry smile. “She told me 
about how you killed her,” he said quietly. Heracles’ fingers twitched. 


“She would never speak against me,” he said coldly. “Never.” 


“T don’t know, Hercules,” Percy said with a certain amount of malice in the 
name. “People tend to change their tune after their children are murdered.” 


Well... some people, he added to himself silently. Heracles bristled as he 
looked at Percy with the first real hint of irritation in his eyes. Percy felt a 
warmth on his arm. He looked down just in time to see a red mark glimmer 
on the surface for a moment before disappearing again. A warning. Percy’s 
jaw clenched. 


“Why Big Three kids?” he asked as he leaned in. “You can clearly mark any 
hero.” 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 


“Enough!” Zeus called. “There are too many holes in this story. I will not 
condemn my son on the basis of a dead hunter girl’s claim and amateur 
detective work,” he decided. “As it is, I-” he began but fell silent when a 
loud bang went through the hall. Percy glanced around - sure, it had been 
one of the gods, but they all looked at one another with varying levels of 
confusion. Heracles paused - hand raising slightly. 


“T feel a presence,” he said slowly and looked over his shoulder. “Aunt?” he 
asked, turning to Demeter, who slowly nodded. 


“There is someone in the garden.” 
Zeus slammed his hand down. 


“After we have guarded it?!” he hissed and stood up, sending most of the 
room scrambling back. “There is to be a severe punishment for those who 
let another in. As it is, we might have to destroy it-“ 


“Destroy it?” Demeter frowned. “What of all the children who-“ 


“They are posing more of a risk than a benefit at this point,” Zeus said. “It 
is either that, or we release them all. For right now, there is little time to 
debate. All of you. Come. We must catch this intruder and ensure nobody 
else leaves,” he said. Percy said nothing. He was surprised it took Zeus this 
long to think of mass murder, quite frankly. 


“Hades won’t like that,” Poseidon frowned. “You promised you wouldn’t 
touch-“ 


“And I also promised I wouldn’t touch your girl and look at what 
happened!” Zeus snapped. “She is out wreaking havoc and demanding 
apologies!” he said, and his eyes fell onto Percy. Percy stared right back. If 
he was going to kill him... he would look right into his eyes. 


“Zeus,” Aphrodite’s voice spoke - sharp. “I respect your anger and 
authority. You and I have always had a respect for one another,” she added. 
Percy blinked. Had they? He never really thought about it, but... huh. 
Strangely enough, Zeus and Aphrodite were both two of the most renowned 
gods to go about having affairs - with almost everyone. Yet, he wasn’t 
aware of any children they had together. “We made our agreement long 
ago,” Aphrodite continued - ignoring everyone else. “I kept my end of 
things.” 


“Agreement?” Hera asked sharply. “What agreement?” 


“Tt is nothing,” Zeus said without tearing his eyes off of Percy. “We must 
go,” he said, and with a flash, he was gone. Aphrodite breathed deeply. 
Percy looked at her as the others began to zap away but was distracted by 
Athena shrinking down next to him. He jumped when she put a hand on his 
shoulder. 


“Apollo is also the God of Truth,” she told him quietly. “If you are... 
looking for an ally. Just beware. He will sense many lies,” she said 
cryptically before disappearing again. Percy slowly processed that. Was she 
trying to help him? After dismissing him so blatantly? He turned to where 
Aphrodite was still waiting. 


“Mother,” he began and bit his lip. “I... whoever is in the garden-“ 


“Would you happen to know who it is?” she asked, suddenly in front of him 
in her human-sized form. Percy looked at her. Aphrodite pulled out 
something from her dress - the bottle that had once held the perfume she 
had given him two years ago. Percy closed his eyes. “I found this the night 
Poseidon’s girl came back. Only you were with us, so I know it wasn’t 


you,” she said and raised an eyebrow. Percy looked away. “I left an escape 
route,” Aphrodite told him quietly. Percy’s eyes snapped back. 


“What?” 


“I am a creature guided by love,” she said and placed a hand under his chin. 
“And love sometimes makes us fools, but I cannot keep doing this. Long 
ago, I told Zeus I would never defy him in council if he allowed my 
children long and happy lives. You push that agreement, my darling. You 
and Silena both.” 


“You believe me, right? About Heracles?” he asked. Aphrodite closed her 
eyes. “Mom, innocent people are dying. People I love,” he said. “All of you 
- I see it in all of you. Everyone here wants to do the right thing, at least a 
little bit. Everyone but him.” 


“Percy...” she began and leaned forward to kiss his forehead. “I need to go. 
To make sure they don’t find anything. Please, please stay safe,” she said 
and stepped away. Percy opened his mouth to call her back, but she had 
already disappeared in a splash of sparkles. He groaned. Damnit. Damnit. 


Bianca walked over to him. Percy tried to shove away his anger to make 
way for guilt. 


“T am so sorry,” he said. “I’m going to find another way to make this right. I 
don’t know what to do,” he admitted. “Maybe Evelyn has the right idea in 
trying to get rid of all of them,” he said quietly. “I just don’t think she’ll 
win.” 


Bianca looked at him. Technically, he knew she hadn’t physically changed, 
but at the same time... he felt there were differences - as subtle as they were. 
She really did look so much like Nico. Slowly, she looked over her shoulder 
and then drew a long breath before reaching over to grab his hand. 


“That doesn’t matter,” she said and squeezed. Percy looked at her. “I’ve 
hidden long enough, I think. This has made me see...” she trailed off and 
then tugged at her wrist where her archer’s glove sat on her right hand. “It’s 
time.” 


“For... what?” he asked, though part of him already knew. “Bianca, think 
about this-” he began, but Bianca raised her hand, so a piece of stone rose 
from the floor of the throne room for her to climb on top. “Bianca!” 


“T have an announcement!” Bianca called, and the hunters all went silent. 
She waited until the rest all turned to her before speaking again - slowly and 
with so much fear in her voice that she somehow sounded brave to speak at 
all. “You heard what I heard. The gods did not take Percy’s claims 
seriously, but I did,” she said and looked them over. “They’re wrong. They 
were wrong for hurting those children - for hurting unclaimed demigods 
now. For not even humoring that they could be wrong,” she said. A few 
hunters muttered amongst one another. 


“What can we do about it?” Someone called from the back. Bianca gave a 
tight smile. 


“T am Lieutenant of this Hunt,” she said and took a deep breath. “It is an 
honor, but... I cannot lead you while pretending I am something I’m not. I 
cannot lead you while lying. Not anymore. My name is Bianca di Angelo. I 
am a daughter of Hades. My brother Nico’s identity has been compromised, 
and now Hercules has marked him as he marked all those other innocent 
children,” she said. The room went deadly silent. “My kind have been 
hunted and slaughtered for crimes that we did not commit - or were forced 
to,” she said. Percy felt his blood pressure shoot up. “You’ve heard the 
gods. They disrespect Zoé and dismiss Artemis’ inquiries. I do not believe 
after this that Lady Artemis will stand against her father. Not right now,” 
Bianca said. A few were lightly touching their weapons - Percy brought out 
Riptide in return. 


“A katara?” One girl called. “Even one of you isn’t as strong as all of us-“ 


“Shut up, Hanna,” someone called. “What does this change, Bianca? 
Continue hiding. We will not reveal you-“ 


“Speak for yourself! She’s a traitor!” 


“You dare question Lady Artemis’ right hand?” 


“Lady Artemis doesn’t know!” 


“Um,” Bianca cleared her throat. “I have no intention of staying. The gods 
are guilty of many things, but Percy says it is the titans that Hercules works 
for. I cannot choose either side. Instead, I would like to create my own side. 
I plan to take my brother and perhaps Evelyn Laurent. I think there are lots 
of demigods who find both options unappealing,” she said. “I’m not saying 
we will win. I’m not even saying we will survive, but... If you would like to 
follow me there,” she shrugged. “You would be welcomed.” 


Percy stared. It was so stupid. So naive. So... unbelievably... reckless. 
Would Artemis’ blessing hold? Of course not. They would all be mortal and 
abandoned and labeled as traitors by titans and gods. He couldn’t imagine 
something so ridiculous. 


..and yet he could think of absolutely nothing he admired more. 
A redheaded girl stepped forward. 


“Phoebe,” Bianca said softly. “I know how long you’ve been by Artemis’ 
side. I don’t expect you to-” she began, but her voice caught when Phoebe 
walked to her side. She didn’t say a word, but she also didn’t have to. Other 
hunters walked over until they were half and half. Bianca looked absolutely 
stunned. 


“You should leave before they get back,” Percy said. “Go to the labyrinth. I 
can tell Evelyn to find you.” 


“Come with us,” Bianca said and hopped down. A few hunters raised their 
bows at her, but others raised their weapons right back. Bianca glanced 
between the two before swallowing. “Zeus will kill you when he gets back. 
Or Hercules,” she said with a curled lip. 


“If Hercules wants me dead, then I’m screwed, anyway. He can mark me 
just as he can you,” Percy shook his head. He still didn’t know why he 
specifically marked the Big Three kids, but Percy was now certain that he 
could do the same to any hero - which was terrifying. “Evelyn said centaur 
blood heals the mark - at least temporarily. That’s what killed Hercules. I’m 


guessing anything that weakens him would help to heal it. Speaking of 
which, you realize they will tell the gods who you are,” Percy said with a 
nod towards the other Hunters, who were starting to gather around. 
“Hercules will mark you-“ 


“Not if I get to him first,” Bianca said darkly and touched her bow. “Come 
with us,” she repeated. “We can figure it out together-“ 


“I don’t know who is in that garden. If it’s Silena, then I can’t leave her,” 
Percy said with a shake of his head. “Pll be with you soon enough. Go get 
Nico, okay?” he said and hugged her. “You’re the bravest person I know,” 
he said, and Bianca shook her head. 


“I don’t know about that. Stay safe,” she told him and squeezed his arm. 
There were still hunters eyeing Bianca - clearly wishing to strike if it 
weren’t for the weapons leveled on them. One was inching towards the 
door, probably to alert the gods to what was happening. Percy was about to 
go after her himself when there was a sharp crack. 


Then, without any warning, the ground caved in. 


Percy yelped as he slipped across the floor - reaching out to grab something 
as he felt the rocks tumbling down with him. It was useless, though. More 
ground gave away so that he went tumbling down and hit something hard. 
He groaned as the world spun. Everything around him felt hot. Hot with a 
consistent clanging. 


“Well, well, well,” someone above him said. “Look what we have here.” 


“Evelyn?” Percy coughed and blinked. “What...?” he frowned as he looked 
around. “Where am I? Where’s Bianca?” he asked. Evelyn blinked. She was 
in armor - which was a little strange to see - but it was well-fitted and 
clearly worn in. Percy could see where a trident might have once been 
carved in, but it was scratched out now. 


“Bianca?” Evelyn asked. “I don’t know. You just fell in. I think the 
labyrinth is collapsing,” she said with a frown as she looked around warily. 
“Pm not sure why... or what’s controlling it. Daedalus perhaps,” she mused 


and offered him a hand up. “You’re safe here in any case. This technically 
isn’t the labyrinth. You fell through a doorway through the maze,” she 
shrugged. Percy tried to make sense of it, but his head hurt too badly. “Do 
you need ambrosia?” 


“Um,” Percy said and looked around. “Sure. Where are we?” he asked. He 
was mainly concerned with the group of strangest creatures he had ever 
seen. A group of huge seal-like creatures with faces of dogs and human 
hands (though with incredibly sharp claws). They waddled about, growling 
and barking as they eyed Evelyn warily while working in the orange glow 
of lava and fire around them. 


“One of Hephaestus’ forges,” Evelyn shrugged. “We’re borrowing it for 
Kronos’ scythe,” she said, and Percy whipped around with a sense of horror 
to see the dogs-people very much were making a scythe. 
“Telekhines.They’re very talented. Made Zeus’ bolt. Dad’s trident - you 
know. Good resumé and all that,” she said and took a few steps to the side. 
“Nico! Percy’s here!” she called, and Percy’s horror momentarily faded to 
relief when he saw Nico bothering one of the dog-things with endless 
questions. 


“Percy!” he gasped and rushed over. “Look! They’re making weapons,” he 
said and started rambling. Percy nodded, though he was quickly growing 
more restless by the whole situation. Especially as they approached a 
section of the forge that was clearly blocked off. “Oh,” Nico said when he 
realized where they were heading. “Are you going in there?” he asked, 
clearly disappointed. Evelyn gave him an apologetic smile. “Fine. You can 
let me in, though. I could keep a secret,” he grumbled, kicking the ground. 


“T know,” Evelyn told him and pulled back a black sheet. “Don’t think of it 
as a secret. Think of it as a... surprise,” she said. Nico brightened at that 
before giving an eager nod and rushing off back to bother more telekhines. 


“Secret?” Percy asked as he followed her in. Evelyn scoffed. 


“He'll forget about it soon enough and won’t even think to ask,” she said 
and walked over to where a huge bucket was suspended in the air while - 
much to Percy’s horror - Janus was wrapped in golden chains in a hole 


below. “I didn’t think it was appropriate for him to see this, yet,” Evelyn 
continued and reached over towards where a pile of bags were and plucked 
up some trail mix. She offered some to Percy. 


“No, thanks. Um, Evelyn? What is this?” he asked with a pointed look at 
Janus. Evelyn smiled. 


“An experiment,” she said and leaned back against a rock. “Janus, you 
remember Percy, right? I believe you met in the maze,” she smiled. Both of 
Janus’ faces hissed at her. “Ooh. That’s not friendly,” she sang with a click 
of her tongue. “Bad manners.” 


“You stupid little demigod harlot- “ 
“Harlot?” Evelyn snorted. “Is that the best you can do?” 


“Evelyn, what is this?” Percy interrupted again. She glanced at him and 
sighed, placing her trail mix to the side. 


“Janus,” Evelyn said, dusting off her hands. “Has chosen to side with 
Kronos in the upcoming war. I figured he could... help me,” she smiled 
tightly. “After all, I’m sure Kronos would like some ideas on what to do to 
the Olympians once he has them all subdued. I’m brainstorming,” she said. 
Janus shrieked in outrage, yanking against his chains. Evelyn clicked her 
tongue. “Don’t be too upset, Janus. Nemesis was the one who helped me 
trap you here-“ 


“You can’t do this!” he yelled. “Our master will be furious! He will punish 
you both fiercely-” 


“Will he?” Evelyn asked, not sounding at all concerned. She ran a finger 
over her lips, looking deep in through. “I don’t think you should be 
worrying about my punishment right now,” she said softly and then flicked 
her wrist. From the bucket above, a single droplet of black liquid fell down 
and landed directly on Janus’ left face. He screamed - making Percy jump 
at the intensity of it. “Basilisk venom,” she added. 


“Damn you - damn you to Tartarus!” Janus wailed and yanked so hard at 
his chains that the ground moved. 


“This is cruel,” Percy said quietly. “Why are you torturing him?” 


Evelyn frowned. He knew the answer, of course. He had seen the dream. 
Based on her lack of answer, she wasn’t about to point out the obvious 
either. 


“Perhaps you’re right,” she finally said. Janus looked up with clear relief. 
“Maybe... if I received some compensation...” 


“What do you want?” Janus spat at her. “For me to beg? Ask for your 
forgiveness? Give you my power?” he asked. Evelyn let out a sort of 
amused exhale before sitting on one of the smoother rocks, eyes deep in 
thought. “Fine. Pll beg. Please release me. I will give you any reward-“ 


“Say their names,” Evelyn interrupted. There was an awkward pause. “You 
know what names I mean. Say them, and Pll release you. That should be 
simple enough, right?” she asked, turning to Percy with a slight shrug. He 
didn’t know what to say. Janus’ eyes (all four of them) widened. “Go on.” 


“I - all of them?” Janus asked. Evelyn tilted her head. “There was just so 
many of you-“ 


“If I dump this entire bucket on you... you won’t die,” Evelyn said. She 
turned to Percy. “Gods cannot die. Not easily, at any rate. Not quickly, 
either. However, they can feel pain. So why don’t you imagine what would 
happen if I pour this entire vat of venom on you and try again,” she said and 
leaned forward. “Who knows how many years it will be before someone 
pulls you out?” 


“I... I need to talk to you about Heracles,” Percy managed, unable to tear 
himself away from the look of pure fear on Janus’ face. Evelyn raised a 
finger. 


“Um, there... there was... the one girl. Darcy,” Janus said. Evelyn waited. 
“Then... Jules? Julia,” he corrected quickly. “Your sister, right? And then 


James,” he said and swallowed. “The Hugo boy and, um, Sarah? Vera?” he 
tried. Evelyn didn’t respond. “Both, maybe. Sarah and Vera, right?” he 
tried. “Credence-“ 


A drop of venom fell on Janus’ right face, and he wailed. 
“Clarence,” Evelyn corrected quietly. “Maybe start from the beginning.” 


“Tt was Heracles,” Percy said, pushing forward. “He is the one putting 
marks on you. I went to the gods, but they didn’t believe me. I know it’s 
him, though. I’m positive. I think that means we can find a cure somehow,” 
he said. Evelyn stopped - eyes flicking to him for a moment, before moving 
back to Janus. She bit her lip. “He’s working for the titans, too. I’m sure of 
it.” 


“Hm,” Evelyn said and nodded. “It makes sense. And it would be a good 
final trigger, too,” she mused. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Well, Kronos has ensured most Big Three kids are under his control. Fair 
enough. We’re all here - or most of us,” she said with a wry smile. That 
means he’s controlled the prophecy. He also has most of the unclaimed 
demigods on his side - fear being a good motivator. However, they still 
have one card up their sleeve when war comes around," she said and turned 
to look at Percy fully. “Heracles is the god of heroes, right? He can make 
that mark appear on anyone. So what are the Olympians going to do when 
their army wakes up with marks on their arms right before battle?” she 
asked. Percy felt as though she had hit him. “He isn’t a strong god, but he’s 
narrowed down the numbers in Camp Half-Blood enough to pull it off. 
They’ll all freak out and come running to the titans last minute. Those who 
don’t? Well, the gods will be forced to put them down like they did us,” she 
said and then turned to Janus. “Speaking of which... you haven’t finished 
with those names,” she added. Janus made a pathetic whimpering noise. 


“T - I don’t remember,” he said softly. “I’m sorry. I just don’t...” he tried. “I 
am the god of choices, not memory. I don’t know what I can do,” he said. 


Evelyn nodded. Percy watched as she seemed to mull over this, yanking at a 
strand of her hair before answering. 


“Maybe you should have prayed more,” she suggested and clenched her 
hand into a fist. The venom went tumbling down all in one go. Acting 
purely on instinct alone, Percy lunged forward and held out both his hands. 
The venom froze in midair. He stood - momentarily shocked as he looked at 
where Janus was heaving to Evelyn blinking in surprise. 


“Huh,” she said and nodded. “Very good, Percy. That took me years of 
practice. You just did that on your own?” she asked, looking impressed. 
Percy would have answered, but it felt as though he was physically lifting 
something - like he was holding up a piece of furniture over his head. 
“Poison is so much harder to manipulate than ocean water - or even just 
water,” she said and smiled. “You are much more powerful than you look, 
little brother,” she told him. Percy should be annoyed she had so casually 
thrown out his identity to Janus... in the back of his mind, he wondered if 
she did it on purpose. To ensure Percy didn’t try to help him escape. 


“Evelyn, please,” he said. “This isn’t right. I know he’s awful, but...” he 
said - a little breathlessly. “I...you...” 


“Try shifting the weight,” she suggested. “Like how you would balance 
holding it on a tightrope. It’s strange, but the action centers you,” she said 
and made an approving noise when Percy shifted his feet. “And I appreciate 
how kind you are. Even to people who may not deserve it...” she mused and 
looked at Janus. “Unfortunately, I think you have a choice to make - you 
like those, right?” she added to Janus. Both faces glared. 


“What do you mean?” Percy asked her, eyeing the bucket. Could he lift it 
back inside? It felt impossible. 


“You haven’t chosen the titan side?” 


“No,” Percy said. “And you shouldn’t either. Not after what they did. If you 
can’t side with the gods, then go find Bianca-“ 


“And I might,” Evelyn agreed. “But I want the titans and gods to fight. 
They can at least weaken each other while the rest of us come up with a 
plan... so I need that scythe.” 


Percy felt a sudden wave of alarm once the implications of that settled in. 
“You plan to give that to Kronos?” 


“T wasn’t having it made for me,” Evelyn laughed. “Though...” she clicked 
her tongue. “For another time, perhaps. I’m taking Nico with me so he can 
get another round of centaur blood.” 


“Does Kronos know what he is? Does Nico?” Percy asked, sweat trickling 
down his face. Evelyn didn’t answer. Of course, Kronos did. Heracles 
would have told him... even without Heracles, it would be evident that Nico 
was getting cures for the mark. Did any of the other demigods there know? 
They couldn’t. Could they? His mind was too chaotic to make sense of 
anything. “Evelyn, please, don’t.” 


“You can try and stop me,” she said. “But you’d have to drop the venom.” 


Why couldn’t one person make his damn mess of a life easier for just... 
five freaking minutes? 


“Evelyn!” he called as she turned to walk back out. “EVELYN! I - damnit,” 
he whispered and looked up at the venom and them to Janus watching him 
with wide eyes. It said something that he didn’t try to taunt him with his 
choices. Percy groaned - pushing upwards where he could. The venom 
bubbled and moved up only slightly. Please... please... please... “I’m sorry,” 
he said and looked down at Janus. “Could I throw it somewhere else-?” 


“If it touches the fire, then it will evaporate and become a gas to torture us 
all,” Janus said and leaned back. “But, of course, it’s your choice,” he said 
as Percy tried again to heave it up even higher. It went a little closer, but not 
enough. “Whatever you think is easier to live with.” 


“Can you live with your choices?” Percy snapped back and pressed up even 
more - straining. Janus’ right face chuckled. His left face sobbed. Percy 


figured that was answer enough. He was getting closer. Taking a deep 
breath, he pushed again. 


“T am also the god of beginning and endings, you know,” his right face 
informed him. Percy gritted his teeth. Almost... almost... “I even see an end 
to your suffering - or potential endings,” he said. Percy slammed his hands 
down. Janus’ left face shrieked, but the venom had balled up to land neatly 
back in the bucket. He wiped some sweat from his brow. 


“I can’t say I’m interested at the moment,” Percy breathed out and pulled 
out Riptide. “I have things to do but - good luck with that,” he said and 
rushed out past the curtain to where Evelyn was speaking to the telekhines 
with a nod, fingers inching towards the scythe. Once again, working off 
instinct alone, Percy slammed his hand down on the ground and sent 
everyone stumbling. 


“Percy!” Evelyn greeted and pulled out her pole. “You came back. How’s 
Janus?” she asked and readied her net in her opposite end. Percy raised 
Riptide. “Come on, we don’t have to fight,” she frowned. 


“Then walk away from the scythe.” 


“'..1 guess we have to fight then,” she grumbled and glanced over at where 
Nico was staring with wide eyes. “Go over there. Wait.” 


“What’s going on?” he asked. “I thought you were friends? And how did 
you do that?” he asked Percy, gesturing in bafflement to the telekhines on 
the floor. 


“Listen to Evelyn and go somewhere safe,” Percy said - not taking his eyes 
off of her as they began to circle one another. “Keep an eye on your arm.” 


Nico didn’t look thrilled but stepped back towards the edge of the forge. 
There was a brief moment of silence as Evelyn and Percy studied one 
another. Then the scythe between them. A few tense beats fell between 
them before Evelyn launched herself forward, striking first. Percy raised his 
sword and deflected, sending a loud clang echoing throughout the forge. 


Fighting Evelyn was a little like fighting water itself. Every movement was 
fluid and forceful. Still, years of practice and solely depending on his sword 
when Poseidon had bound his powers left him a formidable opponent as 
well. For every strike she had - he had a parry. Percy dodged and weaved - a 
little grateful there was no water near them. She would surely beat him if 
there were. 


As it was, he wasn’t really winning. Sliding underneath her pole, he did a 
sort of limbo to avoid being hit in the head before diving over to where 
other weapons were being melded over various fires. He deflected another 
hit, kicking out before sidestepping out of the way. Evelyn spun out after 
him, throwing her net at his feet. He jumped over it before kicking it behind 
him and pulling one of the knives from the fire - using it to deflect Evelyn’s 
next hit. Orange sparks sprayed everywhere as he spun out, alternating 
between Riptide and the knife as best he could. 


“You know how to use that,” Evelyn noted and ducked when Percy struck 
again. It was almost like holding a shield and a sword, except instead of a 
shield, it was another weapon. “Well, decently,” she rectified as Percy 
kicked out at her before rolling. 


“My sister taught me a few weeks ago,” he said. Gods, had it only been a 
few weeks since he and Silena had spoken in that weapons shed? Evelyn 
jerked her pole up, smashing Percy’s chin so hard that his jaw might have 
split. He hissed and stumbled back before ducking and slamming his 
shoulder into her stomach. She stumbled back before launching again. 
Percy deflected, but his grip loosened. Evelyn dove to the side to grab her 
net as he recovered. 


“Try holding your arm farther back-” she suggested, slinging it over her 
shoulder. 


“Ts now the time?” 


“What? Maybe I’m a little jealous that your cool sister taught you how to 
use a knife,” Evelyn grinned and threw her net out to wrap his sword up 
again. “Is that how you use that word? Cool? Still catching up on the 
modern lingo,” she breathed out and struck again. Her net drifted towards 


the scythe, so Percy closed the hand around his knife into a fist and punched 
her. Grabbing her net arm, he pulled it down - yanking her to the ground. 
She kicked up, heel jamming in his throat. He gasped, also falling to the 
ground. His eyes fell to Evelyn’s bag of food and water. 


Percy wasn’t sure he could overpower her - not like this... but he did have 
an idea on how to get the upper hand. Glancing over his shoulder, he 
crawled over to it, uncapping the water. 


“That won’t help you-” Evelyn began between coughs but was cut off when 
he tossed it in the nearest fire, turning the entire bottle into mist. 
“Interesting approach,” she muttered and waved her hand, so the other 
bottle of water went flying to her. “I can show you a different method.” 


“Maybe next time,” Percy said. Summoning the mist, he closed his eyes and 
took a slow breath. Then focused all of his energy into one small portion of 
himself. When he opened his eyes, Evelyn was looking as if he had watched 
his mind. 


“What are you doing?” she asked him. “I - can I fight you like this?” she 
muttered, looking legitimately concerned. 


“I am so sorry,” Percy told her. Her face grew more puzzled. “I promise I’ ll 
make it up to you.” 


“Make what up to-?” 


“Evelyn!” someone called, and Percy watched with a bit of guilt as the 
color drained from her face. “Evelyn, you came back for us!” A little girl 
called, rushing over to them. She was clearer than the images Percy had 
shown Ares on that beach - years of training under his belt now. She almost 
looked real. 


“Sarah?” Evelyn murmured, and her net dropped. “I... how...?” 


“It’s a long story,” Hugo’s voice said, and she whipped around. “But we 
need to go, okay? Leave the scythe. Let’s run-“ 


“What are you doing? Stop that!” Evelyn said, voice rising. “Stop that!” 


Percy yanked the pole from her hand and slammed the bottom of it on the 
back of her head. She crumbled to the ground. 


“Pm sorry,” Percy whispered to her and rushed over to where Nico was 
waiting - hiding behind a rock with absolute shock written over his features. 
“T’ll explain later, okay?” he told him. “We need to go and-” he turned 
around. Where was the scythe? His concern rose a bit more with the fun 
little dog-beings venturing closer. A few more blocked the exits with 
weapons raised high. Apparently, knocking out Evelyn had identified him 
as an enemy. Figures. Percy looked around, a little concerned. He couldn’t 
fight all of them. A few telekhines growled and snarled, claws out as Percy 
backed up with Nico behind him. What could he do? 


He dug his feet into the ground - trying to think. He could sense 
something... something bubbling inside of him. Could he somehow 
summon water? Or something else? From the ground, Evelyn groaned. He 
needed to do something. Percy closed his eyes, focusing on the pull at the 
base of his stomach. There was no one here binding him. No blanket to 
dampen his powers. Whatever this was... it was raw and his and unhindered. 
He could feel the telekhines coming closer, and Nico’s hands clutched 
tightly in the back of his shirt. 


Three.. two... one... 
He pushed Nico down, diving on top of him right as everything went black. 
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Percy woke to the feeling of sand sticking to his back and the sound of 
waves gently crashing against the shore. He groaned, shifting slightly when 
a hand touched his shoulder. A cloudiness instantly filled his head and 
disappeared a few seconds later. 


“Hey there, champ.” 


“Cas?” Percy murmured and blinked a few times to see a familiar set of 
violet eyes fixed on him. “Cas!” he gasped and sat up, reaching over to kiss 
him as relief settled in. Thank the gods. Percy hadn’t been sure how easy it 
would be to find him. Castor stiffened, and for a second, Percy wondered if 
he did something wrong before slowly pulling away as the pieces came 
together. 


“ew,” he said, and Pollux nodded in agreement. 


“Tm not thrilled with this turn of events either,” he said and shoved Percy 
away. “Maybe just try a pickup line next time,” he said as Percy gagged. 
“That part feels unnecessary.” 


“Castor can never know.” 


“I am absolutely going to tell him and then charge him money as emotional 
compensation,” Pollux informed him gravely as he patted Percy’s knee. 
“How are you?” 


“Pm- wait! You’re here! How are you here? How am I here? Where’s 
Nico?” Percy asked, sitting up. “What happened to you?” he asked. Pollux 
rolled his eyes. 


“Ah, Nico. He is probably talking Cal’s ear off still,” he said. Percy stared. 
Cal? Who was that? Pollux offered him a hand up. “You and Nico just 
appeared on the shore - yes, Nico is fine. You were both a little injured but 
somehow okay. What happened to you?” he asked. Percy wasn’t really 
sure, quite frankly. Pollux rolled his eyes as he led him through the most 
beautiful-looking island Percy had ever seen. It had rolling hills with grass 
that merged into white beaches with crystal waters. The whole thing looked 
like something photoshopped on a postcard. 


“T feel fine now,” he said and then winced as his body decided to make a 
liar of him. “Well, mostly,” he said, hand jerking to his side. “How did you 
get here?” 


“Well,” Pollux said and stretched out as he walked. “Grover heard Pan, so 
naturally, he had to go that way. Annabeth and I followed because we had 
no leads on Daedalus, and it seemed better to stay together, but the damn 
labyrinth separated us pretty quick,” he explained. “There were monsters 
and some other scary stuff, and eventually, I ended up dying from some sort 
of carnivorous flower when Ariadne popped up. The next thing I knew, I 
was here,” he shrugged, putting his hands in his pockets. “I assume she 
brought me here to keep my dad from being upset at me dying within the 
first week of my quest,” he chuckled, kicking the sand. “Cal has been super 
accommodating.” 


“Cal,” Percy repeated. “And who is that exactly?” he said. Pollux smiled 
and pulled back a curtain to some sort of cave overlooking the island. Inside 
was a small kitchen-like area connected to what seemed to be more rooms. 
A girl with caramel hair sat in front of a loom with her hands at work while 
Nico talked to her from the ground. He looked unhurt - thank the gods - 
though his shirt was stained with soot and eyes wild as he picked through 
some grapes while simultaneously trying to move his hands around as he 
spoke. 


“and so I that’s why I stole his shirt,” Nico was saying. “And now he has 
no shirts, so I have won, and he looks stupid,” he finished. The girl who 
was weaving fixed him with a baffled look. 


“Pm afraid I do not completely understand,” she frowned. “You... stole 
your arch nemesis’ shirts for a quest?” 


“And now he has none,” Nico repeated and tapped his temple. “Smart, 
right?” 


Percy stared. Nico had said before they left he had something very 
important to pack... had he gone and stole Will Solace’s clothes? That might 
explain why his shirts were baggy on him. Sighing, he followed Pollux 
inside. He wasn’t sure why he was surprised by that boy anymore. 


“Quite,” the girl said and picked up more thread. “Would it not be easier to 
befriend him?” she asked. Nico rolled his eyes. 


“No. He’s annoying,” Nico said. Pollux shoved him as he walked by. 


“Oh, and you’re so pleasant?” he asked. Nico stuck his tongue out before 
noticing Percy in the doorway. 


“You’re awake!” he shouted and jumped over to him. “Come on! Meet 
Calypso! She’s the oldest person in the world!” 


Calypso didn’t seem too offended by Nico’s analysis as she looked up from 
her weaving to smile warmly at Percy. 


“Good morning - or, perhaps, afternoon,” she said and dusted off her hands 
with a glance towards a cave opening in front of her. “Come sit. I have 
food,” she said. Percy slowly did, a little uncertain of what was happening. 
Nico walked over to stare at him for a second before crossing his arms over 
his chest. 


“Why did you fight Evelyn?” he asked sternly - almost as if scolding him, 
which was a little ridiculous considering it was Nico. “You said she was our 


friend and that she would help my arm, and then you made her see ghosts - 
and you said ghosts were bad!” he added as an afterthought. Percy sighed. 


“No, the ghost you were talking to was bad. Mine weren’t even ghosts. 
They were... magic from mist,” he said. Nico remained unimpressed. “I’m 
sorry, I know you’re confused,” Percy told him gently. “Evelyn and I are 
friends, but... we just... aren’t on the same page right now,” he said. Was she 
alright? Percy figured she would be if he was, but... part of him was a little 
nervous. He never wanted Evelyn hurt. What had he even done, exactly? 
What happened? 


“T think that’s called a frenemy,” Nico informed him solemnly. “I read about 
it in Katie’s diary.” 


“You read Katie’s diary?” 


“We’re not talking about that,” Nico said. “Is Evelyn your frenemy?” he 
asked. Percy shrugged as Calypso returned with an assortment of food that 
had his stomach rumbling. “But she healed my arm - sort of,” he admitted 
and held it out. “See? The dot is almost gone!” he beamed. Pollux frowned 
before leaning over to get a look. 


“Uh-huh... and why was there a dot on your arm again?” 


“I don’t know,” Nico said as he wrinkled his nose. “It apparently made me 
sick. My head hurt a lot, and my heart would beat really fast, but Evelyn 
gave me this drink that tasted kind of spicy, and now I feel a lot better,” he 
beamed. Pollux fixed Nico with a curious look as Percy grimaced. Ah... 
yes. Right. Percy needed to talk to Nico. Bianca’s identity being revealed 
meant Nico’s would be out in the open soon enough, as well. Percy gave 
Pollux a wary look. He seemed to be the primary threat here... outside of 
this strange Calypso girl, of course. Still, Castor knew and didn’t freak out. 
Maybe Pollux would be the same. 


And Percy did try. Over the next few days, as Percy looked for a way off of 
this island and learned a bit more about Calypso, he had attempted to corner 
Nico into a conversation a few times, but the kid was slippery. Part of him 
expected that Nico was avoiding it. Maybe deep down, he knew. 


“He is young,” Calypso told him when she watched Percy fail to get Nico to 
stay still long enough to bring it up. “I’m sure you’! get a chance to tell him 
whatever it is that is on your mind,” she said and offered him some flowers 
she was picking. Percy smiled weakly and accepted. His fingers absently 
began weaving the stems into a flower crown, mind drifting to spending 
time in the meadow with Lacy and Sam. “Are you feeling better?” she 
asked. Percy smiled weakly at her. 


“Yeah, I think I’m healing up pretty nicely,” he said and looked down. “I’m 
sorry we’ ve just barged in on your nice island-“ 


“Barged in?” Calypso asked, brightening. Her smile was gentle. “I’ve never 
had so many visitors at once!” she told him. Percy’s heart crumbled a little 
at how pleased she seemed. He couldn’t imagine being so lonely for so 
many years. “Pll be sad when you all have to go,” she sighed, tugging 
absently at another flower before putting it in her basket. “I’m a little 
surprised at how long Pollux has stayed for,” she mused, looking over her 
shoulder at where Pollux was currently building a sandcastle (to which Nico 
was insisting they needed a moat of piranhas for). 


“Yeah...” Percy said, eyes warily looking at them. He liked Pollux. He did. 
He just hated how much looking at him made him miss Castor. It made him 
think of everyone else he missed. Grover. Annabeth. Silena. Bianca. It felt 
like a pressure he couldn’t quite escape from - even here. “Hey, Pollux said 
that Ariadne brought him here, right?” he asked. Calypso nodded as she 
picked another flower. “Who brought Nico and I here?” 


It was probably Rhode. His father couldn’t do it. Aphrodite, maybe? Rhode 
seemed the most likely. Just as Calypso opened her mouth to answer, her 
eyes widened. 


“Oh. Well... they did,’ she said and gestured to where two figures had 
appeared on the beach. Both were dressed in white clothes that lightly 
fluttered in the wind. “It appears I have new visitors,” Calypso said slowly. 
Percy steeled himself. Visitors, huh? He took a step forward to follow 
Calypso down the sandy pathway towards the ocean. Pollux was shoving 
Nico inside - eyes looking towards the mystery guests with open wariness. 


The newest visitors, as it turned out, were a pair of gods. 


“Lord Apollo?” Calypso asked, clearly stunned. She blinked a few times. 
“I- L-lady Artemis!” she stuttered. Percy did a double-take. He had mainly 
seen Artemis as a 12-year-old. Not now. She looked the same age as 
Apollo, and for the first time, he could very clearly see they were brother 
and sister. Their coloring was still different - Apollo’s hair a glittering gold 
and eyes a blazing yellow while Artemis’ hair was still a dark auburn and 
eyes a softer yellow. Still, they had the same shapes in their faces - even the 
soft sprinkling of freckles glittered over their noses as both approached. 


“Ah, Calypso,” Apollo greeted with a blinding smile as he gave a low bow 
and kissed her hand. “An honor to see you as always, my lady,” he said and 
batted his eyelashes. Artemis made a noise of disgust as she crossed her 
arms over her chest. “Though, um, unfortunately, we are here on business,” 
he said with a regretful sigh. Percy narrowed his eyes. 


“And what business is that?” he asked. Both gods tumed to him in unison. 


“You,” Artemis said and let her eyes flick him over warily. “We heard you 
were alive. To keep you that way, we decided to bring you here. Though, 
admittedly, I must confess some confusion at you having survived such an 
explosion. It is a strange... stroke of luck,” she said. Percy opened his mouth 
to respond when he turned to look at Apollo. His smile was charming, but 
Percy didn’t trust it for a moment. He thought back to what Athena had told 
him in the throne room. God of Truth, huh? Percy mulled over his words 
before speaking. 


“Yes... I don’t have a full understanding of what happened,” he shrugged. 
“No?” Apollo asked. “That’s a shame. What parts can you make sense of?” 
Percy narrowed his eyes. 


“That Evelyn was there,” he said and then smiled. “I once heard children of 
Poseidon were somewhat immune to heat. I wonder if Evelyn is,” he said, 
picking each word like a weapon. Apollo’s eyes brightened. Artemis pursed 
her lips. 


“Oh, clever boy,” Apollo scoffed. “Athena mentioned that she thought you 
were a fox underneath all that pretty little Aphrodite charm,” he said, 
clicking his tongue. “Well, keep your secrets, then,” he said with a wave. 
Percy tilted his head. “We’re here to help you.” 


“Is that so?” Percy asked. Apollo shrugged. 


“I can tell when people lie. Hercules lied,” he said and threw his arm 
around Artemis. She shoved him off. “Artie here isn’t quite a fan of old 
Herc, either,” he added. Artemis slammed her elbow into his chest. 
“Ow, mom told you to stop doing that-” he complained. Artemis sighed and 
stepped forward, studying him intently. 


“T can... feel my Hunters. They’ve split. I don’t understand what’s happened 
fully, but I feel as though there are some who are no longer aligned with 
me.” 


“What a shame.” 


“I am not here to play games, child,” Artemis said, eyes sharpening so that 
they burned brighter. “We are in the midst of war. I now know the truth 
about Bianca. What she is. I managed to find three of my Hunters to explain 
to me what happened that day,” she sighed and brought her brows together. 
“But I still do not know everything. I need to know what she is trying to 
accomplish.” 


Percy looked her over. She didn’t seem... upset. Not truly. Not in the way 
Percy would expect. 


“What are you trying to accomplish?” he asked instead. “Why would you 
suddenly want to help us? You’ve never offered before,” he said. Artemis 
stiffened before glancing back at where Apollo was nervously shifting in 
the sand. 


“ „perhaps, we should speak inside,” Artemis decided and brushed past 
Calypso. Percy turned to apologize for them intruding on her home, but 
Calypso was smiling. 


“I cannot believe I get more visitors!” she beamed and clapped her hands 
together. Percy felt his heart soften. “I’m going to make snacks!” she said 
before sprinting through the sand after Artemis. In the distance, Percy could 
hear Nico gasp upon seeing who had entered. Oh. That maybe wasn’t good. 
Percy followed before he could ask about Bianca. A hand caught his elbow. 


“That was a courageous thing you did back there,” Apollo told him. Percy 
narrowed his eyes. “I know you must not think highly of us at the moment... 
but we do come at great risk to ourselves,” he said slowly. “And we are not 
the only ones. I know whispers of Demeter feeling similarly. Athena may 
hide it better, but I suspect she has some trepidation herself - and 
I know Hermes would try a different way if it meant getting Luke back,” he 
said. Percy stared before pulling his arm back. Apollo started walking 
towards the others. The sand burned into glass where he stepped, leaving 
glittering footprints. 


“Wait,” Percy called, voice almost lost to the wind. “Are you saying there 
are other gods who would help us?” 


“Other gods? We all would, in theory,” Apollo snorted, and Percy jogged to 
keep up. “I’m not sure about my uncles - they’ve always been hard to read - 
but the rest?” he clicked his tongue. “You’ve stumbled into what we call a 
‘delicate political situation’,” Apollo told him, making the quotes with his 
fingers. “Ah, hello, again,” he added when he saw Nico as they entered the 


cave. Nico paused in eating a muffin to glare. 

“You.” 

“Nico,” Pollux said and slapped the back of his head. “Don’t be stupid.” 
Nico threw the muffin at Pollux’s face. 


“You are the father of my mortal enemy,” Nico continued on, ignoring 
Pollux’s groan as Percy pinched the bridge of his nose. Apollo merely 
looked at Nico with thinly veiled interest. “He - what was the word you 
taught me?” Nico muttered to Calypso as she passed out some sort of green 
drink. She whispered something back to him. “Oh, right. He vexes me,” 
Nico told Apollo. 


“Oh, I see,” Apollo said with a very serious frown. “And which child is it 
that vexes you so?” 


“William Solace,” Nico spat out and crossed his arms over his chest. “He 
tried to give me a glittery band-aid once,” he added in absolute disgust. 
Apollo’s mouth dropped. 


“A glittery - not the purple one, right?” he asked, putting a hand over his 
chest. Nico paused. 


“How... how did you know?” 
Apollo sat down dramatically. 


“My child? My Will? He gave you the purple glittery band-aid?” he asked. 
Nico nodded hesitantly. “He told me he wouldn’t - I can’t believe this,” he 
muttered and ran a hand through his hair. Nico leaned in with wide eyes. “I 
told him not to give those band-aids out to just anyone,” he clicked his 
tongue. “I told him - I said ‘William these are magic band-aids so only give 
them to special people you like’ and what does he do? He tries to give one 
to his mortal enemy!” he said and threw his hand up. “Honestly, what am I 
going to do with that boy?” 


Nico stared. Percy wasn’t sure what he had been expecting, but Apollo’s 
words seemed to blow his mind. 


“they were magic band-aids?” he asked, uncertain. Apollo nodded 
forlornly. “Oh.” 


“Did he try to give one to anyone else?” 


“Um, no. Just me,” Nico said and wrung his hands together. “What kind of 
magic? Was it bad magic?” he asked. 


“No, no. The best kind of magic there is,” Apollo said with a wave of his 
hand. “I’m so happy you had the good sense not to accept. He really should 
only give those to people he really, really, really likes,” he explained. Nico 


blinked. Then opened his mouth - then closed his mouth. Percy was pretty 
sure Apollo had somehow broken him. 


“I need to take a walk,” Nico decided and hopped up before wordlessly 
exiting the room. Apollo snorted and turned back to his drink. Pollux 
frowned. 


“Why are you lying to the poor kid?” he asked. Apollo took a sip from his 
glass. 


“T didn’t. I don’t lie... well, I don’t lie often,” he corrected himself. “Will 
has been praying to me for months about that kid. Poor boy just wants to be 
his friend. I’m not sure why. He has plenty of other friends,” Apollo shook 
his head. “I literally gave him the whole magic band-aid thing so that he 
could befriend the boy and stop clogging up my inbox. I love my children, 
but nine prayers a day is a little excessive,” he said with a wave of his hand. 
“I’m honestly a little surprised it didn’t work.” 


“Nico does assume the worst of Will,” Percy admitted. “He’s probably out 
there trying to figure out if Will somehow tried to trick him.” 


“Ah, to be young,” Apollo clicked his tongue. “But let’s not lose focus,” he 
said and glanced to where Artemis was tugging at her braid by the mouth of 
the cave, looking solemnly at the sky outside. “The last thing we want is to 
be caught here. Good ole’ dad would be... most displeased,” he shuddered. 
Percy glanced at Pollux, who looked equally suspicious of this whole thing. 
Really, the only reassurance was that Artemis was also here. Percy knew 
little of the gods, but he was certain Artemis was more trustworthy between 
these two. 


“Why exactly are you here? You keep saying you want to help us, but you 
didn’t even agree with me in the throne room.” 


“What did you expect us to do?” Apollo asked. “Openly defy our father in 
front of everyone? Are you aware of who he is?” he asked. “The man isn’t 
known for his... kind temperament,” he said dryly. Artemis cleared her 
throat. “I know, I know,” Apollo told her. “Look, the, uh, king hasn’t always 
been a fair or just ruler. He isn’t particularly one now-“ 


“Then why not replace him with someone else?” Percy asked impatiently. 
Both twins turned to him. 


“Pm sorry,” Apollo said indignantly. “Have you read myths? Has he read 
myths?” he asked Artemis, who gave a long-suffering sigh. “You do know 
we've tried, right?” he asked as Artemis grimaced. “Do you know that 
story?” he asked bitterly. Percy shook his head. “Hm, well, allow me to 
enlighten you,” he said and propped his feet up on the table. “My darling 
stepmother pointed out our father was a... less than fit ruler. We weren’t 
necessarily planning to overthrow him, either!” he added indignantly. “Hera 
drugged his wine, and Hephaestus trapped him with his magic net. Poseidon 
felt bad and said that we should let him out if he promised to be a better 
ruler - which he didn’t!” Apollo said with a scowl. “How hard would it 
have been to just agree to that?” 


“Apollo,” Artemis said and looked up at the sky again. Apollo winced. 


“Right. So, anyway, Zeu- um, he is let out by some traitor - Briareus or 
whatever - and guess what happens?” he asked. Percy grimaced. “Yeah, it 
wasn’t pretty,” Apollo said and licked his lips. “As most mortals know, 
Poseidon and I were stripped of our powers because we did most of it. He 
had planned to kill Aphrodite’s children over the whole thing, but she 
managed to talk him into some pact in which she would never defy him 
again if he promised her kids could live long, happy lives. Um, Artie, what 
happened to you?” he asked. Artemis gave him a scathing look. 


“He killed a few of my hunters,” she sighed. “Burned down Athena’s 
library, threw Hephaestus off of Olympus - again, that’s where the other 
version of that myth came from - and Ares...” she wrinkled her nose. “What 
did he do to Ares?” 


“Forced him to agree to a hundred years of peace.” 


“Oh, right. He was so whiny over it,” Artemis rolled her eyes. Dionysus 
hadn’t even been born yet. I think Hestia had the throne at that time, and 
she didn’t participate,” she said, tapping her knee with another glance at the 
window. “Who-? Oh, Hermes. Didn’t his feet get chopped off?” 


“Oh, yeah!” 
“What?” Pollux asked. Both shrugged. 


“They grew back pretty fast,” Apollo said. “It was definitely one of the 
lighter punishments,” he said as if cutting off someone’s feet was a common 
occurrence. “Demeter didn’t have anything happen to her, I think. She 
probably forgot what was happening," Apollo snorted. “Our aunt is a little 
absent-minded,” he added. Percy nodded, silently applauding Demeter’s 
commitment to her role. She played it so well that she avoided Zeus’ wrath 
for thousands of years. “But none of that was as bad as... well,” Apollo 
shivered. 


“Hera,” Artemis finished for him. “It was awful. I can still hear her 
screams. The mortals wrote about that one too.” 


“What did he do to her?” Pollux asked. Artemis and Apollo exchanged 
wary looks. 


“Have you ever heard of the Void of Chaos?” Apollo asked. “It is... 
everything and nothing, I guess. It’s where everything came from - 
including the first deities like the giants. If you touch it, then you basically 
dissolve into nothing,” he said. Percy shifted. That was... unfortunate. One 
of the few perks of having Greek mythology exist is that you know where 
things come from and go to. The idea that there was something out there 
that... well, it just didn’t sound very nice. 


“What about it?” Percy asked. Artemis tugged at her braid. 


“Our father hung Hera over it in chains. It was terrifying. Her foot was 
inches away from touching and being dissolved into nothing... the chains 
were tight, too. It made her bleed, so that she was forced to watch her ichor 
disappear in it. Father visited her every day with his master bolt and 
threatened to send her down. He might have left her there, too. It was 
Hephaestus who finally released her.” 


“Brave fool,” Apollo muttered. “I don’t like my stepmother, but that was a 
little harsh-“ 


“Oh, just a little...” Pollux said faintly. 


“And that’s one of many,” Apollo said. “Remember Athena’s mother? Oh, 
right. No, because our father ate her when she was said to bear a child more 
powerful than him. Not that Athena will live up to that prophecy,” he 
muttered. Artemis hit his arm. 


“The prophecy said a son borne between them-“ 


“That’s what Athena says to save her own skin,” Apollo said with a wave of 
his hand. “I am the God of Prophecy, remember? I keep my silence on the 
matter because I like having her on my side - oh! Let’s not forget 
Prometheus getting his liver torn out eternally for giving humanity fire,” he 
said, sidetracking himself with a roll of his eyes. “And here’s another good 
one-“ 


“Apollo.” 


“They need to know,” Apollo said. “Pandora’s box? Well, that poor girl was 
hardly to blame. Our father ‘blessed’ her with curiosity and then handed her 
a box before instructing her not to open it. What did he expect to happen? 
He also tried to kill all of humanity because they annoyed him. He bounded 
Ixion to a burning wheel-“ 


“Txion kind of deserved it,” Artemis dismissed. Apollo’s jaw dropped. “He 
tried to attack his wife-“ 


“As if our father hasn’t assaulted anyone,” Apollo said and then froze, 
perhaps realizing how much he had said. His eyes flicked to the sky before 
taking a long breath. “My point is that he isn’t a good god to disagree with,” 
he said with forced calm. “And, I mean, he used to be pretty reasonable 
back in the day-“ 


“Oh, of course, with the whole tying his wife above a void of nothingness, 
sure,” Percy said. Apollo gave a meager shrug. 


“Say what you will,” Artemis finished for him. “But he was an adept king 
in many ways. Sure, he was harsh, but usually, it balanced out. However, 


after we stopped being actively worshipped, it... began to change. He’s 
gotten... more... well, he finds it hard to adapt to this world. I fear he will 
only grow worse as time continues,” she admitted. “And the truth is, 
everyone in that throne room could stand against him, but it would make 
little difference. Apollo is right. We’ve tried.” 


“Through one rebellion?” 


“Give us more credit than that,” Apollo said and turned to Artemis. 
“Remember the time Hermes tried to be slick with the whole ‘democratic’ 
process?” he snorted. Percy frowned. “The Greeks invented democracy, of 
course - and it should be noted that was the system we planned to 
implement that system one time we wanted to overthrow him - but it never 
stuck. When we came to America, Hermes suggested mimicking their 
government system.” 


Artemis shook her head. 
“Fool.” 
“Please tell me he got to keep his feet this time.” 


“We don’t really know for sure what happened to him. He disappeared for a 
decade and refused to talk about it when he returned,” Apollo shrugged. 
“Like Artemis said. He’s gotten worse over the years.” 


“And so now you want to help us and risk his wrath again?” Percy asked 
skeptically. “I don’t buy it.” 


Apollo hummed, taking his feet off the table so he could lean forward. He 
smelled of laurels and (somehow) sunshine. 


“Tt would be an under-the-table sort of transaction. We can help you, but 
you cannot let him know we’re doing it. We will deny it to the bitter end,” 
Apollo said. Percy considered this. He wasn’t sure how he felt about this 
sudden helping hand. He had been taught to be wary of literally every god 
outside of Rhode. Even Aphrodite was a threat. His hand went towards the 
knife he had taken from Hephaestus’ forge and looked down at it. It really 


was a strange weapon. He hadn’t quite seen anything like it. Almost all the 
weapons he had seen were celestial bronze, with the exception of some 
ropes or other items infused with godly mojo. The blade of this knife was 
pure gold. The word Invicta was carved into the side and the handle a 
polished wood. He wondered who Hephaestus had been making this for. 


Artemis sighed and turned towards them. 


“The war is coming,” she told them quietly. “We need our father to defeat 
the titans. There is no way we can do it ourselves, but... I cannot keep 
standing to the side. Not when Zoé’s name is disgraced, and my hunters are 
scattered across some labyrinth, with no way for me to help them,” she said. 
“If you want Hercules gone, we can help with that.” 


“How?” Percy asked slowly as he looked up from the knife. “And would 
getting rid of Hercules get rid of people already marked?” he asked. There 
was a bit of uncertainty at the last question, but before either twin could 
answer, Calypso cleared her throat. She held out a platter of cheeses before 
sitting down near Artemis. 


“May I offer some insight?” she asked politely. Apollo smiled prettily at 
her. “Hera,” Calypso said with a shrug. Apollo’s smile disappeared. “She 
was Hercules’ greatest enemy, was she not? She would be the goddess to 
heal this ailment for good,” she reasoned. Pollux laughed. Percy was in 
agreement. Good luck with that. 


“Killing him might be easier,” Apollo said distastefully. “But you are right, 
pretty one. I sense that would be a good remedy,” he grimaced with a flex 
of his hand. “She is a wildcard for certain,” he said, running his hand 
through his hair. “But as for killing him?” Apollo humphed. “Yeah, I think 
we can take him. When the Queen Niobe of Thebes insulted our mother, my 
sister and I slaughtered thirteen of her fourteen children,” he said. Percy 
closed his eyes. 


“yes,” he said with a nod. “I can definitely see how you are so much 
better than Zeus.” 


“T said we left one alive,” Apollo said as Percy stood up, grabbing Pollux’s 
arm. “She insulted our mother! I - why does he look upset?” Apollo asked 
as Percy dragged Pollux out of the cave. 


“What are we supposed to do with this?” he asked. Pollux blinked. “I - you 
have an opinion, right?” he asked, pacing. “I mean, are they lying? Are 
they, I mean, I-” he began and threw his hands up. “Do we trust them?” 


“Do... we... have a choice?” Pollux asked. Percy turned. “Look, I’ve been 
on this island for a while now. I might be missing some things, but based on 
what you told me, there are now three sides to this war. One gods, one 
titans, and one... Bianca?” he shrugged. “And, look, I know where you’re 
going to land. You’re stupid and loyal and will follow your friends 
anywhere. Well, my brother is stupid and loyal and will 
follow you anywhere. And Pm stupid and loyal and will 
follow him anywhere. We’re freaking Three Stooges of bad decisions over 
here,’ he said with a roll of his eyes. “And these are 
two Olympians offering to help us. Not some minor gods or deities - these 
are legit powerful gods. How are we supposed to say no?” he asked. 


“Um, with loud voices and shaking fists? Perhaps some of my 
charmspeak?” 


“Castor must really find you pretty,” Pollux said flatly and sighed. “I don’t 
know. I think they’re genuine and... I mean, they might not be the greatest, 
but... I feel kind of bad.” 


“What? Why?” 


“That’s their dad they’re talking about. I mean, don’t get me wrong, my dad 
can be an ass. And he might hurt other people, sure. I’ve always known 
that, but... he would never hurt me. Never hurt Castor. I never thought he 
would or could or would ever want to. I don’t know. I guess I just think it’s 
really sad that they don’t feel the same way. Gods or not,” he said. Percy 
looked away. That was one way to look at it. 


And then he thought of Evelyn. To how they just... sat there... Percy closed 
his eyes. 


There really was no way to make this right, was there? Perhaps the only 
goal at this point was to survive. 


It sounded so morbid, though. He didn’t want to live to survive. He wanted 
to live to... well... you know. Live. He was tired of hiding and running and 
scheming and - just all of it. His eyes flicked back towards Calypso’s cave. 


“Maybe you’re right,” Percy said quietly. “Bianca will need help...” 


“Artemis said she knew what Bianca was,” Pollux said, and Percy 
grimaced. “I always thought it was weird how similar Nico’s powers were 
to Castor’s,” he smiled dryly. “I guess I never thought about it too much. 
Who is it?” he asked. Percy looked away. Then let his shoulders drop as he 
stared out towards the sea. 


“Hades.” 
“Yikes.” 


“They’re good people,” Percy said quietly. Pollux didn’t look too alarmed. 
If anything, he had the calmest reaction Percy had seen on a demigod yet. 
Even Castor had shown some hesitancy. “Nico is a good kid. He deserves a 
good life.” 


“But does he know?” 
Percy laughed. 


“I’m trying to tell him. He doesn’t make it easy,” he muttered. Pollux 
nodded. “I’m worried he won’t take it well.” 


“Yeah, well, there is nothing worse he can be,” Pollux said and then rolled 
his eyes at Percy’s face. “Come on, you know it’s true. Good person or not, 
people aren’t going to look kindly on him. And there’s some truth to what 
they say,” he said. Percy’s scowl deepened. “I’m serious. He’s going to be 
powerful. That doesn’t mean he’s bad or anything, just... powerful. That’s 
scary to powerless people. They’re going to try to control him where they 
can - or get rid of him if they can’t. That’s just kind of the deal,” he said and 


brushed past him, patting his arm. “But, hey. Castor must’ve known, right? 
And he took care of the kid?” he asked. Percy nodded. “Good enough for 
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me. 


And that was it. Percy watched as he marched back to the cave. Unsure of 
what else to do, he followed. The words on the back of his mind felt like 
ping pong balls. Could he really trust them? Gods? Gods? It wasn’t like 
Artemis and Apollo were squeaky clean, either. He waited a couple minutes 
- hoping the breeze might quell his thoughts before heading back inside. 
Dragging his feet, he found Pollux was once again talking to the twins. 


“so you were actually there? The night the 1940s kids were executed?” 
Pollux was saying as both nodded. Calypso walked over with a brush before 
leaning over to whisper something to Artemis. There was a pause in which 
Artemis looked at her suspiciously before wordlessly nodding and undoing 
her hair from its long braid. Calypso merrily went about braiding it. Percy 
wondered how long it had been since Calypso had even talked to another 
woman. It seemed as if all those who were tossed on her island were men... 
Silena would lose her mind. “And he killed them all?” Pollux said. “Even 
his own children?” 


“Um, yes? You seem surprised.” 


“Well... a little,” Pollux said. “My dad seems to like him okay - I mean, his 
punishment is just like an extra-long grounding - do not tell him I said that,” 
he added hastily as Percy fully entered the room. “But Zue- um, 
the king went through all that trouble to protect him. I mean, he sewed him 
into his leg and stuff... and he was a demigod back then! I just thought he 
was a good father,” he explained. 


Apollo turned to ask Calypso if she had wine. 


“Our father? A good one? Would you like more myths?” he said and 
scoffed. “He left most of his demigods to face Hera. Even his favorites. 
Like with Hercules - as you pointed out, she drove him to insanity. Our 
father did nothing. Dionysus he was... eh, decent?” he shrugged. 


“Be kind, Apollo,” Artemis murmured. “Though, I will say that our father 
probably knew Dionysus was destined to become a god. Or perhaps it was 
the fact he was not yet born,” she mused. “At the very least, our father likes 
his children to fight back. Otherwise, it is unfair,” she said. “And he gives 
the occasional blessing if you’re a hero,” she said and fixed Apollo with a 
troubled look. “He wasn’t always heartless.” 


“But you would think as king he would try to spare at least one of his kids 
too, right?” Pollux reasoned. Artemis and Apollo both made identical faces 
that were too cryptic for Percy to get a good read on. 


“He would have spared Vera,” Artemis said. “But she died, so-“ 
“So? Then he could have spared someone else!” 


“Ha,” Apollo said and shook his head. “You misunderstand their intentions. 
The Big Three don’t work like that,” he said and ran a hand through his 
hair. “Not completely, anyway. They could each choose a child to save, in 
theory. Poseidon went with his favorite - whoever he secretly loved the 
most. Fair enough, I suppose. Hades? He went with whoever he thought had 
the best chance of being happy. His children aren’t ever happy, so he’s 
always looking for an exception,” he said with a click of his tongue. “And 
our father?” he clicked his tongue. “He’s always looking for the next 
Hercules,” he said with a note of bitterness. “Vera was his strongest. He 
planned on saving her, but then Evelyn killed her, and he was pissed. Not 
because he liked Vera, but because she lost the fight,” he said with a shake 
of his head. “Poor little demigod. She had worked so hard too.” 


“What do you mean?” Percy asked slowly as he walked towards the table 
and took a piece of Calypso’s cheese to nibble on. 


“Hm? Ah, well. You reap what you sow, I guess. She and Poseidon’s girl 
were always at odds. Vera wanted to please dad, so she became what he 
wanted. Emotionless robot-type. He loved it. Evelyn, though? She 
somehow made that girl emotional as Hell. Vera got pissy over it, and it 
started this whole rivalry thing. I found it hilarious,’ Apollo snorted. 
“That’s what you get for mixing heads and hearts, I suppose.” 


“And the other ten?” Pollux pressed. Artemis sighed. 


“Punishment, I suppose. For being weak enough to succumb to those damn 
markings. That was the appeal of Vera. She was the only one of his children 
who didn’t end up with a mark. Our father was so pleased about it. People 
were dying, and he just kept bringing up that she had shown no signs of 
digressing. It was like watching a horse race or something,” she shrugged. 


“Wait. You said Hades spared someone too? Who?” Pollux interrupted. 


“Nevermind that,” Artemis said impatiently. Her eyes landed on Percy. 
“Come with me,” she said with a nod. “I can show you how to use that 
knife,” she said before turning to softly thank Calypso for her hair. Percy 
blinked down. Oh. Right. He glanced at Apollo - whose eyes seemed to 
laugh at him - before following. 


“Something tells me that I’m going to get beat up,” he said as he walked out 
onto the beach. Artemis kicked his feet out from underneath him. “Hm. 
Yep, this seems about right,” he said. Artemis scoffed and offered him a 
hand up. 


“A strange knife,” she noted. “Where did you get it?” 


“Took it from Hephaestus’ forge,” he said and went silent when she walked 
over to adjust his grip. “I’m a little surprised you want to help me train with 
this,” he added, getting into position. Artemis didn’t answer at first. She 
simply struck with a knife of her own. Percy found it hilarious that she was 
a much gentler teacher than Silena was. He supposed that she had years of 
practice with her hunters. According to Bianca, the rule was they took any 
girl who wished to join - even if they had no training. Technically, Artemis 
had to offer, but she would never say no if asked. 


“Try quality over quantity,” she said. “You’re just trying to land a hit. Focus 
on actually landing a hit on a place that matters. An artery or organ or 
something that can actually do damage,” Artemis told him and offered a 
subtle smirk. “I promise you won’t hurt me.” 


“Maybe not with the knife,” Percy said and tried again. “Zoé said you might 
believe her about Hercules,” he said, and Artemis’ form stiffened. “Would 
you have?” 


“Of course.” 
“She didn’t sound sure.” 
Artemis disarmed him and threw the knife back to try again. 


“She also didn’t sound sure about you knowing the truth about Bianca. She 
said after Hugo, you had no trust of the Big Three kids,” he told her and 
dove in for another attack. Artemis didn’t answer until after she had 
knocked Percy onto the ground. 


“That is true,” she said and looked at him for a long time before placing her 
foot on his throat. “And I admit that... there is a part of me that may have 
secretly wondered about Zoé’s accusations. I would have stood by her, but I 
think I might have wondered if perhaps she was seeing things due to her 
hatred of Hercules,” she sighed and shook her head. “But that was wrong. I 
was wrong.” 


Percy stared up at her. Had a god ever said they were wrong before? 
Artemis’ foot slowly left his throat. 


“Are you wondering the same now?” he asked as he sat up. “About you 
hating your dad?” 


Artemis gave him a startled look. 


“T don’t hate my father,” she said, sounding surprised. “I love my father. I 
do... worry about Apollo. He has never been so vocal before,” she said, eyes 
dancing to the cave. “He always speaks so highly of him, but... now I 
wonder if something has changed or if he hid his true feelings for so long. 
Our father has always been so harsh with him,” she said and stepped back. 
“You know, he exiled him almost immediately,” she smiled wryly. Percy got 
up, brushing his hands free of sand. “Apollo killed the python that chased 


our mother while pregnant for us. He was four days old,” she said. “After 
he succeeded, our father claimed it was a crime and punished him.” 


“he punished a baby?” 


“Godly aging differs greatly from humans. Trust me on that,” she chuckled 
and then looked him over. “Will Bianca accept my help?” she asked. 


Percy tilted his head. This had been the absolute last thing he accepted. 
“I... think so, yes,” he said. “She likes you.” 


Artemis nodded before stooping down to pick up the knife on the ground 
and handing it back to Percy. 


“Good,” she said. “I will protect her - and her brother. Children of Hades or 
not. It is said that Apollo is the protector of children. I am the protector of 
young girls and innocents,” she told him and shook her head. “I think it is 
time we took our duties more seriously. With all that is happening... maybe 
now is the time to right our wrongs,” she said. “If such a thing is possible.” 


Percy didn’t answer. He didn’t know if such a thing was possible. Mulling 
over that, he followed her inside. Apparently, their training session was 
over. 


“Would Evelyn forgive us?” Artemis asked as she walked in. Nico was 
back, staring at the flower Demeter had given him with heavy 
consideration. His eyes only flicked to Percy for a moment before going 
back to it. 


“I can’t say I know Evelyn super well,” Percy sighed, running a hand 
through his hair. “But I know she isn’t going to want to team up with a 
bunch of gods despite whatever justification they have. She isn’t the 
forgiving type at the moment.” 


“She used to be,” Apollo jumped in from where he had pulled out his lyre 
and was showing Pollux how to play a few notes. “Sweetest girl in the 
world, I swear. She once helped me get my bow back. It was the most 


bizarre thing I had ever seen. I was furious that it was gone, so I was about 
to start a plague - as anyone would do, really - and boom! She comes from 
nowhere and offers to help me. Though, get this, she said I had to 
assist her,” he laughed. “Sweet girl. Always full of fun jokes like that.” 


Percy was pretty sure he was having a small aneurysm. 
“Did you help?” 


“I humored her,” Apollo said. “I liked hearing her sing, so I stuck around. 
She loved talking about that Hugo boy,” he clicked his tongue. “Hugo this 
and Hugo that - I think she had a crush on him.” 


“They were dating.” 


“Oh, really? How nice,” Apollo said absently. Percy resisted the urge to 
remind him of how the relationship ended. “Anyway, Pollux and I were just 
talking. We think we might get some reinforcements,” he said as Percy 
pulled out his chair again to sit down. “Now that Hades’ little secrets are 
out, he might be of aid,” he mused. “With Bianca being Artemis’ bestie, he 
might agree - and like I said before, Hermes would do anything to get his 
son on the straight and narrow. My father would probably kill the boy, so...” 


“So you’re offering us four gods?” 


“Five,” Percy said. Everyone turned to him. “I... have an idea on how to get 
Poseidon onboard.” 


“Really? With his daughter being as she is now?” 


“Yes, I think I can figure something out,” he said, unwilling to expand on 
much more than that. He wasn’t going to throw himself under the bus 
completely. “And some minor gods, perhaps. My sister, Rhode, would help 
me...” 


“That’s two of the Big Three,” Pollux said. “If we wanted to even the odds, 
I think that would do it.” 


“Nobody has agreed to anything yet,” Artemis said, adjusting her bow over 
her shoulder. “We’ve stayed here too long as it is. You three need to return 
to your world soon if we have any hopes for this to work. And... the boy...” 
she added to where Nico was sitting. Percy jumped. Wait. Shit, he was still 
there. He had been so quiet with his flower that Percy had completely 
forgotten. Had he heard the comment Apollo made? Gods, he hoped not. 
Artemis turned to him. Does he know this prophecy rests on him? 


Her voice rang clear in his head. Percy looked up, startled. Oh. Right. They 
didn’t know what Percy was. Nico, however... He shook his head. Artemis 
didn’t say another word. In fact, when he looked back up, both were gone. 
Calypso stared at the empty spaces, clearly disappointed. 


Nico got up and walked out. 


“Nico!” Percy called. “Hey, I-” he began but fell silent when Nico kept 
walking towards a tree at the top of a hill right outside the cave. Without a 
word, he collapsed underneath it and buried his face in his arms. “Nico?” 
Percy asked hesitantly as he knelt next to him. When he put a hand on his 
back, he felt him tremble. Percy closed his eyes. “You know,” he said 
quietly. There had been so many obvious clues... and deep down, Percy 
knew Nico wasn’t as clueless as he appeared. Ironically, it was something 
he shared with Demeter. 


“Tt’s not true,” Nico said as he sat up, sniffing away tears. “Right? They 
just... they’re confused. I mean, Demeter claimed me, right?” he asked. 
Percy swallowed. 


“I- Bianca was going to tell you at a better time-” he started, but Nico shook 
his head stubbornly. “Hey, listen. I know what people say, but they’re 
wrong, okay? You’re not-“ 


“You’re a liar,” Nico said as he wiped his eyes. “You’re a liar, and all of 
you are trying to trick me,” he hissed. Percy bit his lip. “I’m not a monster! 
I’m... Pm...” he began, and then his eyes fell towards the grass underneath 
them that was turning a dark brown. He jerked his hand away. “Stop it!” he 
shouted, though Percy wasn’t sure who or what he was addressing. Percy 


reached out for him, but he moved back. “No. No, this isn’t happening-” he 
muttered. 


“Nico, you’re not- where are you going?” Percy asked, frustrated. “Nico, 
we’re trapped on this island! How are you going to avoid me?” he asked as 
he got up to follow. Nico ignored him. “Hey!” he said, a bit sharper as he 
grabbed his arm. Nico tried to jerk away, but Percy kept his hold. “Listen to 
me, okay? I’m not your enemy,” he promised, though the look on his face 
said very, very differently. 


“T thought you were my friend.” 
“I am! 22 


Nico considered that as he studied Percy over. Then, more slowly, he pulled 
himself away. 


“What am I?” he finally asked. Percy looked at him. He had seen Nico 
annoyed, sure. Annoyed or irritable or anxious - but never this mixture of 
fear and anger. It was a little terrifying. His expression was something you 
might see before dying on a battlefield. Like a vengeful angel out to steal 
your soul or something. It made his skin prickle a bit, but underneath it, 
Percy could still see Nico as he always had... an annoying kid who he kind 
of had a soft spot for. 


“You’re a demigod,” Percy said. “And you’re Bianca’s little brother - and 
Will Solace’s mortal enemy, for some reason,” he scoffed. Nico narrowed 
his eyes. “But your mom isn’t Demeter, Nico. I tricked her into claiming 
you. I don’t know who your mother really was, but... your father is Hades,” 
he said. Nico flinched. “And I know that’s scary, and that camp has taught 
you it’s a bad thing to be, but it isn’t-“ 


Nico laughed and collapsed onto the ground. 
“Easy for you to say.” 


“No, actually,” Percy said and lightly kicked his leg. When Nico didn’t 
move, Percy sat down next to him. “I’m the same as you,” he said slowly. 


Nico looked up. “My father isn’t Hades. It’s Poseidon,” he said and looked 
away before he could see the reaction. Silence fell between them. “I know 
how scary this all is. ’ve been in hiding for a long time, too,” he admitted, 
bringing out his knife to absently poke at the ground. “But you- what?” he 
asked when he finally looked over to find Nico staring at him - 
deeply, deeply impressed. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 


“You are not a son of Poseidon,” Nico told him flatly. Percy blinked. 
“Um, what?” 


“You’re not,” Nico snorted. “Thank you for trying to make me feel better, 
but no.” 


...what the Hell was this? 
“What do you mean, no?” 


“Look at you. Obviously, your mom is Aphrodite. You are the most 
Aphrodite person I’ve ever seen in my life with your hair and stupid 
earrings and ridiculous eyes. You even have the love-magic stuff,” he 
snorted and fell back on the ground. “Poseidon,” he scoffed. “Please.” 


“T-” Percy began, but found himself at a loss for words. Firstly, Nico’s 
sarcastic attitude had seemingly come from nowhere. Apparently, the idea 
Percy could be a Big Three kid was so ridiculous that it just...unlocked a 
new part of his personality. Wow. Secondly, what? Of all the things Percy 
expected when coming forward with the truth, never had it crossed his mind 
that someone wouldn’t believe him. 


And Percy perhaps could summon some water and prove his parentage... 
but he was a little taken aback at the moment. 


“But I am,” he found himself saying. Nico sighed. 


“You are one of the kindest people I know,” he said. “There is no way you 
could ever be a kdtara-“ 


“Everything they told you about kdtaras is a lie,” Percy interrupted. 
“Besides, Bianca is also Hades’ kid. Do you think she’s evil?” he asked. 
That seemed to stump him. Percy thought he had found the hack when Nico 
brought his knees to his chest and sighed. When Percy went to put a hand 
on him, he jerked away. “What? What’s wrong?” Percy frowned. 


“T- I thought...” he began and inched away a little. “It didn’t matter when I 
was a Demeter kid because it was just plants,” he said quietly. Percy took a 
moment to try and work that one out. It didn’t matter when I was a Demeter 
kid... his eyes fell to the dying plants around them. Oh. 


“You can touch me.” 
Nico shook his head. 


“You’re not going to hurt me,” Percy said and held out his hand. “It’s okay. 
See?” he said and put a single finger on his knee. Nico flinched away - 
closing his eyes as if he expected Percy to combust on the spot. A second 
later, he cracked an eye open. “Totally fine,” Percy told him and patted his 
leg. “Here, try grabbing my hand,” he coaxed. Nico looked uncertain but 
placed his palm over Percy’s. “Totally fine,” he repeated. “You-” he began 
but was cut off by Nico launching himself forward. Percy almost fell over 
but steadied himself as Nico desperately squeezed him, fingers gripping the 
back of his shirt like a lifeline and his face buried in his shoulder. Percy 
sighed and rubbed his back. 


“Tt’s okay...” he tried, but it was hard to comfort someone over something 
like this. “I’m sorry,” he said as Nico let go. “You should have known 
sooner.” 


Silence. 


“Are they going to try and kill me?” he finally asked. Percy bit his lip. 
“Even Miranda and Katie?” 


“T don’t know,” Percy admitted. Nico dug beside him, fingers picking at the 
dead grass. 


“Lou Ellen won’t want to be my friend anymore,” he said and then went 
still before tugging at his shirt. “Will won’t either.” 


“I thought he was your mortal enemy?” 
Nico deflated, and Percy felt like the worst person in the world. 


“yeah, I guess so,” he said, and just as Percy opened his mouth to take it 
all back, Nico pulled out the flower Demeter had given him. “It hasn’t died 
yet,” he said, holding it out with a sad smile. “Does she know?” he asked. 
Percy figured he meant Demeter, so he nodded. “That’s probably why she's 
sending me to Persephone...” he murmured and looked back down at the 
flower. “Nice of her.” 


“I think she really likes you.” 


“Yeah?” Nico said, though he sounded a little doubtful. “Maybe... this could 
take me to the Underworld. To Persephone...” he noted. Percy felt his blood 
grow cold. Without even thinking, he snatched the flower right out of 
Nico’s hand. 


“Don’t you dare,” he found himself saying. Nico blinked. “You’re staying 
with us. Bianca would kick my ass if I lost you, and we can’t help each 
other if you’re gone,” he pointed out. Then realized he probably shouldn’t 
have just yanked the flower away from him. Hesitantly, he held it back out. 
“Promise?” he asked. Nico reached for it. “Promise?” Percy asked more 
forcefully and only let go when Nico nodded. “Good. Besides, we’re all 
stuck on this island together, right?” he asked. Nico smiled, but it didn’t 
look genuine. In fact, it looked... very adult-like. Percy didn’t like it on 
Nico. Too tired. Too uncertain. 


“Come on,” Percy said after a couple seconds. “We should go back inside. 
Figure out what to do next.” 


“Okay,” Nico said and heaved himself up. Then looked out over the island. 
“Bianca knew?” he asked suddenly. Percy paused. “She knew what we were 
in the beginning?” he asked. Percy hesitated but gave a small shrug. Maybe 


not the very beginning, but pretty soon. Nico’s face hardened. “She left me 
there...” he muttered. 


“She would have gotten you out if she thought it was safer,” Percy told him. 
“She talked about it, but it would have been too suspicious if you both 
disappeared. People would have started hunting you,” he said. Nico’s 
expression didn’t change. “And she didn’t want you to be scared-” he 
began, but Nico had already pushed past him back into the cave. Percy tried 
not to be too alarmed by that. He had a lot to take in. It was a hard situation, 
no matter how you spun it. 


Sighing, he followed. Calypso was waiting for them in the kitchen with a 
sad smile. 


“Hi,” she greeted and held something out. “I made you all some things,” 
she said. Percy looked down in surprise. In her hands was a leather holster. 
“For your knife,” she explained as Percy slowly took it. Huh. Curiously, he 
hooked it around his thigh and put the knife inside. It was a perfect fit. “I 
thought since your sword is that, um, what is it?” she asked. 


“Pen.” 


“Right, pen,” she nodded. “You wouldn’t be used to storing weapons, so...” 
she smiled and then turned to Pollux to hand him and Nico their gifts. Percy 
didn’t get a good look at them. His mind was trying to put the pieces 
together. 


“Calypso, we’re not leaving anytime soon, are we?” he asked. Calypso 
glanced at him with a sad smile. Slowly, she dusted her hands free of the 
silver flower she had given Pollux and stepped back, wringing her hands. 


“The Fates are very... repetitive with my guests,” she said slowly. “Until 
now, at least. Still, I am no fool,” she sighed. Percy tilted his head. 
“Whenever I feel love towards my guests is usually when they are allowed 
to leave,” she explained. Nico made a noise of alarm. They turned to him. 


“Percy has a boyfriend,” Nico said, pointing at him. “And my sister told me 
to call the police if adults said stuff like that to me.” 


Calypso laughed. 


“You know, I always thought it would be that kind of love too,” she said, 
and Percy couldn’t help but notice her eyes flicked to Pollux for a beat 
before tearing them away again. “But I think this time... they wished to 
show me a different kind of love,” she smiled wryly. Percy felt his stomach 
twist. There were so many sad parts of this isolated life that Calypso had 
been forced into, but... this part might have been the saddest now that he 
thought about it. If the Fates only sent her men she was doomed to fall in 
love with, she wouldn’t really know what it was like to have friends or 
family or... any of that. Or even remember what that had been like. 


Gods were cruel. He had known this, of course, but the thought always 
filled him with such sadness. 


“We can come back for you,” Pollux said. Calypso smiled at him. “I’m 
serious. If our conversation with Artemis and Apollo were anything to go 
by... we can do it, right?” he asked. Percy nodded. “I promise. We’ll figure 
out a way to get you or visit or... something,” he said with a shake of his 
head. Calypso hummed, patting the side of Pollux’s face fondly, before 
placing a basket of food on the table. 


“Thank you for trying,” she said quietly and turned away. “The raft is 
outside. It will take you wherever you wish-“ 


“Calypso,” Pollux said and grabbed her wrist. “We’ll see each other again. 
Okay?” he told her. “And given how you said time works here... maybe it 
will be really soon,” he said. Nico nodded as he looked down at his flower 
and then back up at Calypso. 


“or maybe now,” he said. They all turned to him. “Maybe my flower will 
work with you too,” he said. Percy worked to register that. “Demeter gave it 
to me to get to Persephone,” he said slowly. “So maybe it’ll take you to 
her.” 


“T’m not sure,” Calypso said. “Even if it worked, then I’m not sure I would 
be suited to the Underworld...” 


“I could go with you,” Nico suggested. “Maybe we could all go.” 


“No,” Pollux said immediately. “You said the raft can take us anywhere we 
want to go?” he asked Calypso. She nodded. “Then I want to use it to find 
my brother. You three use the flower-“ 


“On second thought... Percy can’t come with us,” Nico said. Percy looked 
between all of them - feeling a little like he was being hit like a tennis ball 
between them as they threw out these plans with an amount of casualness 
he wasn’t sure he could manage. Nico gave him an apologetic smile. 
“Calypso is a goddess, and my... and Hades runs the Underworld. I’m not 
sure what would happen if you went.” 


“T’ve been before.” 


“And how did you get out?” Nico asked. Percy opened his mouth before 
snapping it shut again. Nico was right. Rhode had given him those pearls to 
escape last time. Would he be able again? Nico didn’t know the Underworld 
well enough to navigate him out. Still, the last thing Percy wanted was for 
Nico to separate from the group. He opened his mouth to say so when Nico 
fixed pleading eyes on him. “I want to do something good,” he said quietly. 
“She’s our friend, right?” 


..ugh. Percy rubbed a hand over his face. He turned to look at Calypso. 


“What do you think of all of this?” he asked. Calypso spluttered for a 
moment - mouth opening and closing a few times as she tried to come up 
with a sentence. Finally, she shook her head. 


“T couldn’t put Nico in danger. Besides, the gods would come after me-“ 


“The gods are going to come after me,” Nico told her. Calypso tilted her 
head. “We can run together. It might be safer,” he reasoned. “No gods can 
get you in the Underworld and -” Nico gasped. “You said your dad was 
Atlas, right?” he asked excitedly, hopping up. Calypso gave a slow nod. 
“My sister knew your sister, right? Right?” Nico asked excitedly. Percy 
gave a baffled nod. 


“Um, Zoé,” he said, and Nico beamed. 


“Well, she’s dead now, and if we’re in the Underworld, you could maybe 
see her. I think Bianca said she’s in the stars now, but I’m not sure if that 
means her soul is or not,” he frowned. Calypso gave a breathy laugh. 


“I... are you sure? You would want this?” 


“Do you want this?” Nico asked. “I don’t think it would be as nice as this 
island, but... I mean, how badly do you want your freedom?” he asked and 
looked out of the cave a bit wistfully. “Because I want mine. I’m not sure 
how I’m going to get it yet, but...” he trailed off. Calypso’s face went blank. 
It was a big decision - especially when they weren’t sure if the flower 
would even work for her. What if it just took Nico and he disappeared into 
the Underworld all alone? 


“What do you two think?” Calypso finally asked. Percy bit his lip. Pollux 
looked equally uncertain. 


“Well...” Percy finally said. “If he’s going to the Underworld, I would rather 
it be with you than most other people,” Percy said. “I can send Bianca to 
meet you both down there, too,” he said. Calypso nodded slowly. “But it is 
up to you. And Nico. If you’re sure. You are sure, right?” he asked. A part 
of him hoped the answer was no. Nico didn’t give it to him, though. He 
merely nodded before holding the flower out to Calypso. She took it. 


“You’ll stay with me, right?” she asked him. Nico puffed out his chest. At 
the sight of it, Calypso’s expression softened before turning to Percy. Her 
eyes roamed him over with a silent promise. They would be okay. He 
smiled back, and she turned to grab Nico’s hands. “We will see you soon,” 
she told them both. “And perhaps we can get more gods on the side of this 
war you speak of,” she smiled. Percy chuckled - though it sounded strained 
and nervous. Just as he was about to change his mind and object to the 
whole operation, the petals on the flower fell off. Nico caught one and 
Calypso the other. By the time the stem hit the ground - both were gone. 


Pollux only stared for a moment before grabbing Percy’s arm. 


“Let’s find Castor.” 


“And afterward, we go find Grover,” Percy said firmly. Was Annabeth still 
at camp? Gods, there were so many people to keep track of. He felt his 
anxiety rise. Pollux didn’t object as he heaved their things onto the raft and 
started pushing them out towards the water. Percy hopped on. The island 
grew more distant as they waded out - both silent. Mist rose around them, 
obscuring almost everything for a moment, until all that he could process 
was the white and subtle rocking of the boat. 


Then they hit the shore. 


Well, sort of a shore. Not quite. They were in a cavern of some sort - and 
not a nice little cave like Calypso’s. Not this was... well, if Percy hadn’t 
seen the Underworld himself, he might think this was Hell. It was cold and 
creepy with, um, what were they called? Those little stone icicles? 
Stalagmite? Or was it stalagmite? Well, this place had both, so he supposed 
it didn’t matter. Pollux stepped off of the raft into the small creek of water 
trickling through. 


“This isn’t part of the labyrinth, is it?” Pollux asked as he looked around. 
Percy shrugged. “CASTOR!” he shouted. There was a creaking sound 
behind them. Percy whipped around, bringing out his sword. 


“Real smart to shout,” Percy muttered under his breath. Pollux shot him a 
nasty look. “Definitely won’t attract any monsters.” 


“Shut it.” 


“Percy? Pollux?” Castor’s voice answered. They both froze. “...seriously?” 
he asked, and Percy felt his heart soar when his boyfriend appeared on one 
of the large mounds of rocks. “Figures that I would find you both while 
arguing,” he snorted. 


“We found you,” Percy said, tossing Riptide to the side to greet him. Castor 
laughed. “What happened to you? Are you okay?” 


“I could ask you the same thing,” Castor said and glanced over towards 
Pollux with clear relief. “What happened to you?” he asked and then shook 
his head. “Nevermind, we don’t have a lot of time,” he said and grabbed 
Percy’s hand, pulling him towards a deeper part of the cave. “When we got 
separated, I ran into Grover I - where is Nico?” he said suddenly, stopping. 
Percy almost slammed into his shoulder. 


“Safe,” he answered, steadying himself. “I'll tell you everything later. You 
said you’re with Grover? Is he okay?” Percy asked. Castor gave a nod, but 
it looked slightly regretful as he pointed towards the other end of the 
cavern, where a figure was kneeling. “Gro-? Grover!” Percy called and 
raced over, almost tripping several times to get to where Grover was sitting. 
Grover looked over with a bit of surprise as Percy slid to the ground to hug 
him. “You’re okay!” 


“Percy?” he asked and then gave a light laugh. “You came,” he smiled and 
shook his head. “I mean, I shouldn’t be surprised. He said you would,” he 
said softly. Percy looked around. 


“Who?” 


“Pan,” Grover said and closed his eyes. “Percy, he was here. He was right 
here,” he whispered and reached out as if to touch something in front of 
him. Oh. Percy felt his heart sink. To be that close... his searcher’s license 
was surely revoked by this point. 


“We’ll find him. You can keep looking even if they-” 


“No,” Grover interrupted him gently. “You don’t understand. He... he’s 
gone,” he said and then took a long breath. Percy frowned. He looked as if 
he had been crying. “He’s... I was led to him before, and he asked me to 
spread the word... the...” he choked and then shakily stood up, staring 
forlornly at the surrounding cave before looking at the ground. 


“Grover? What did he ask you to say?” Percy asked, trying to be as gentle 
as possible as he also stood up. Grover closed his eyes before finally 
turning to meet his eyes. 


“That Pan has faded. The Lord of the Wild is dead.” 


It was, understandably, a solemn walk back out of the cave. They at least 
had time to catch up. Percy listened to what happened to Grover during his 
time in the maze and then did his best to catch everyone up on his end of 
things where he could. 


“Hey,” Castor said, pulling Percy a bit off to the side after he was finished. 
“Are you sure you’re Okay?” he asked. Percy looked at him. “You know, 
after the whole... being blown up in a mountain thing?” he said. Ah. Right. 
He tried to keep his expression neutral. 


“Yeah, um, it’s fine-“ 


“Lucky Evelyn was there, huh? She probably saved you and Nico. You 
know, being Poseidon’s kid and all.” 


“Definitely,” Percy agreed. Castor looked him over, absently brushing some 
hair from Percy’s eyes. It had grown out a little bit - the blue tips he had 
once had were gone, but the gray streak stubbornly remained. “You’re 
looking at me weird.” 


“Am I?” Castor asked, lowering his hand. “I just... are you sure there isn't 
something you’re not telling me?” 


That son of a bitch. Percy felt his face morph into a scowl. 


“Pollux told you, didn’t he? I swear, I thought it was you! I woke up on the 
damn island, and he was the first person I saw, and I thought it was you, so 
I kissed him, but look - I realized right away. So-“ 


“I- wait, what?” Castor interrupted. “You kissed my brother?” 


Oh. Percy opened his mouth and then awkwardly rubbed the side of his arm 
as he bit his tongue. 


“no,” he finally said. Castor raised an eyebrow. “I really did think it was 
you,” he said, voice growing small. Castor shook his head, though he 
couldn’t see any sign that he was distraught. Relieved, Percy took a few 
steps after the others when Castor spoke again. 


“I guess that makes us even,” he said. Percy stopped walking. Um, what? “I 
accidentally kissed your sister,” he admitted. Percy turned back to him. 
Um, what? 


“You-? Which one?” he demanded. “Silena has a boyfriend! When? How?” 
“Tt was Evelyn. We ran into each other in the maze.” 


“You did? Her and I don’t even look that much alike! How could you-” he 
began only to falter once he realized the slip-up. Shit. Castor gave a nod of 
triumph. 


“I knew it,” he said, lowering his voice slightly as he glanced at where 
Grover and Pollux were a good few yards away. “I knew it! I thought 
Demeter was being weird with you, and you do look like her-“ 


“Shh! No, no! I- how did this happen? Nico didn’t even believe me!” he 
said, and Castor’s mouth dropped. 


“You told Nico and not me?” he whispered. “Nico?! Nico didn’t even know 
about himself!” 


“Well, I told him about himself, and then I told him about me, but he didn’t 
believe me,” Percy said, wringing his hands. Castor glared. “What was I 
supposed to say? I didn’t want to put you in danger-“ 


“I knew about Bianca! I knew about Nico! Why couldn’t I know about 
my boyfriend?” he asked. Percy flinched. Despite their whispers, the empty 
caves around them seemed to make everything louder. “I can’t believe you 
kept this from me.” 


“T was scared!” 


“You think I would hurt you?” Castor asked, voice rising slightly. “If you 
think I would ever hurt you, then we shouldn’t be dating, Percy. That-“ 


“No, I wasn’t- I wasn’t worried about that. Look, the last... the last person I 
told was Thalia and...” he looked away before shaking his head. “It just 
messed with my head. The only reason I could tell Nico was that he was 
slipping into self-loathing, and I - Castor, I’m sorry,” he whispered. Castor 
shook his head and looked away. “Cas, please. Please?” he tried and 
grabbed his hand. “I know I was in the wrong here, but you were already 
lying to Pollux about stuff and to your dad, and it wasn’t fair. I mean, I 
definitely should have said something, but...” he trailed off, suddenly 
feeling way too tired. “I’m sorry,” he mumbled. Castor’s face kept a 
hardened expression, but he didn’t respond right away. “You... are actually 
taking this really calmly,” he said weakly. There was no pitchfork or 
punching, so... was that considered a win? 


“Oh, am I?” Castor asked coolly. “Well, I suspected for a while but kept 
hoping you would bring it up yourself.” 


“Right...” Percy said and kicked the ground. Dust flew up everywhere. 
“Only Silena knows,” he said quietly. Castor raised an eyebrow. “She 
caught me when I first got to camp and helped me get claimed by 
Aphrodite,” he explained. “But she’s the only one. Well, Evelyn knows, but 
I didn’t tell her. I haven’t actually told anyone other than Thalia and Nico,” 
he said. Castor blinked at that. 


“Wait - what about Bianca?” he asked. Percy shook his head. “Grover? 
Annabeth?” he asked. Percy shook his head again. 


“Oh, I told Tyson,” Percy said as an afterthought. “But then my dad made 
him go down to Atlantis because he was worried about him telling people,” 
he sighed. Castor glanced at where Pollux and Grover were getting closer to 
the mouth of the cave and crossed his arms over his chest. 


“Hm,” he said and then bit his lip. “Well... Pm still annoyed with you,” he 
muttered. Percy looked at the ground. “Oh, don’t- stop that!” 


“Stop what?” 


“Looking like that,” Castor said and flicked the side of his head. “Pathetic.” 


“Pathetic enough to forgive me?” he asked with a bit of hope in his voice. 
Castor looked at him for a couple of seconds before stepping forward. 


“Maybe,” he said, footsteps echoing in the cave. “I’m already putting up 
with you making out with my brother. Give me some time-“ 


“I did not make out with him!” Percy called as he jogged over to keep up. 
“POLLUX! Tell him we didn’t make out!” he shouted, a little unsure if 
Castor’s reaction was a good or bad one. From up front, Pollux turned to 
walk backward, holding out his arms. 


“He stuck his tongue down my throat. It was gross.” 
“I did not!” 


“He tried to make me promise not to tell you,” Pollux added. Tyrants. They 
were all tyrants, and how was this a more stressful situation than his reveal? 


It continued until they got out of the cave. Percy was about to ask how they 
planned to get back when four pegasi landed in front of them. Percy smiled 
when he saw Blackjack leading the pack, trotting over with his head held 
high and tossing his mane slightly. 


Hey, boss, he greeted. The pretty lady asked me to come acquire you. 
“Which one?” Percy asked, walking over to rub his nose. 
The blue one. The Big Bossman’s daughter. 


Rhode. Percy nodded to himself before climbing up on Blackjack’s back, 
rubbing his neck as the others approached. 


“You can always ride with me,” Percy told Castor. Pollux shook his head 
pityingly as Castor stared him down before getting on the other pegasi. 
“Or not.” 


“Tm a decent rider. I mean, I’m not an Aphrodite level, of course, but I 
make do,” he said dryly. Percy closed his eyes. He would not be hearing the 
end of this for a long time. Giving one last pout, he launched himself into 
the air. Turns out, they were in New Mexico, of all places. That meant it 
was a good four hours of flying through arid air before they got back to 
camp. 


..tO an empty camp. 


“Where is everyone?” Pollux asked as he slid off. Percy shook his head, 
looking around. All the training stations were empty, and there was no sign 
of anyone even in the dining pavilion. Castor brought out his sword as 
Grover nervously grabbed his pipes. Percy followed suit. The wind blew 
over the camp, but all that greeted them was the sound of rustling leaves. 


Percy was eerily reminded of Olympus’ Garden. 


“T’ve changed my mind,” Castor said suddenly. Percy looked over. “If 
we’re about to die right now, then I forgive you. Also, I wasn’t going to say 
anything, but I like the thigh holster,” he said with a nod towards Percy’s 
knife over his jeans. 


“Really?” Percy asked. “About the forgiveness part,” he added when Castor 
gave him a wicked grin. “No takebacks,” he said and let his eyes fall to how 
shrouds were all laid out in front of cabins. There were no bodies to suggest 
they were funeral shrouds, but it was almost as if they were prepared for 
that very thing. 


“Well, I need some time to digest everything, but... yeah,” Castor told him 
as they rounded a corner. Nothing. Absolutely nothing. Where was-? 


“PERCY!” someone yelled, and the next thing he knew, he was almost 
tackled to the ground. “Oh, thank the gods! You’re okay!” 


“Hey, Sam,” Percy managed. Mitchell was somewhere behind, jogging up 
with Drew from the woods. Percy looked around for the rest of his siblings, 
but he couldn’t see any. “I- what’s going on?” he asked as Sam pulled back, 
anxiety rising even more. “Is everything okay? Where-?” 


“Calm down,” Sam instructed and put a hand on his arm. Instantly, the 
tension melted away. 


“Don’t do that,” Percy told them, but he felt Sam’s powers still forcefully 
keeping him calm. “Sam.” 


“Tt’s important you don’t freak out,” Sam objected, but he felt their powers 
loosen over him. “Silena is gone,” they explained with a glance at Mitchell 
and Drew. 


“Tt looks like everyone is gone,” Pollux frowned. Mitchell shook his head. 


“Not... quite. Annabeth cracked the labyrinth,” he said. “Sort of. She found 
Daedalus, I think?” he said as if that was any sort of explanation. He 
grabbed Percy’s arm and pulled him towards Zeus’ fist. “There’s a lot to 
explain, but there are three of them now.” 


“Three what?” 


“Three sides,” Drew cut in and looked around before taking a deep breath. 
“Bianca di Angelo? Yeah, she’s a daughter of Hades,” she said. Percy tried 
his best to look surprised. “She’s created this whole... alternative side. For 
those who don’t agree with how the gods run things but don’t want to join 
the titans-“ 


“A stupid thing to do. To follow a katara of all people,’ Mitchell said. 
Drew pursed her lips. Then looked at Percy. He knew what she was 
thinking. She had been part of why Demeter claimed Bianca. She probably 
figured out that he had known the truth. Percy braced himself for the 
confrontation. It didn’t come, though. Instead, Drew turned to Mitchell and 
shook her head. 


“Its my side.” 


Oh... huh. Percy turned to Grover, who looked equally as baffled by this 
reveal. 


“What?” Sam asked. “No, it’s not-“ 


“I’m no traitor,’ Drew said and pulled out her crossbow. “But there’s 
something I need to tell you,” she said and bit her lip. “It’s the reason why 
I... Pm a bit... It’s why I’m more powerful than everyone else,” she said and 
shifted uncomfortably. “Look, my dad was... special.” 


“All of our parents were special, Drew. They attracted gods,” Sam pointed 
out. Drew rolled her eyes and nocked an arrow. 


“Not like that. Look, I know I’m prettier and generally more awesome than 
everyone else, but also, um, my great-great-great-grandfather was a 
demigod,” she said quickly. A long pause followed. That... was a lot to 
unpack. Percy looked around. They were in front of the rock’s entrance 
now. He could hear noises coming from inside the labyrinth but refrained 
from following them in order to make sense of Drew’s words. Demigods 
making it to adulthood were super rare - the oldest Percy had seen was 
Luke and apparently Quintus. He supposed it wasn’t impossible, though. It 
seemed weird to think a demigod could have a kid... and that kid could have 
a kid - and so forth. “I don’t know too many details since my dad died when 
I was really young. He used to tell me there was this... place where 
demigods could be safe-“ 


“Yeah, Camp Half-Blood,” Pollux said. Drew shook her head. 


“No. He said it was somewhere West. A city full of adult demigods. He told 
me it was a secret, though. I always thought he was crazy or something,” 
she said with a frown. “He told me not to tell my mother because it would... 
do something to her,” she said with a frown. “Mess with her head. I don’t 
know. I didn’t understand at the time. He just told me it was a city for 
demigods with houses and a government and stuff like that. He left and 
ended up meeting my mom,” she explained. 


“And what does any of that have to do with following a katara?” Mitchell 
asked. A yell came from inside the labyrinth. Percy looked at Drew. Then at 
the crossbow in her hand. Ah. He nodded. Drew’s expression melted in 
relief. 


Percy knew what was going on (for once). To say it was practically 
revealing what god had betrayed Zeus, but he knew. Apollo. That had to be 


who Drew’s apparent ancestor was. Percy wasn’t sure when, but he must 
have come down and recruited her. It was smart. Drew was powerful, and if 
he was looking to amass an army... she would be one way to do it. Drew 
smiled at him, possibly knowing they were on the same side. She turned 
back to Mitchell. 


“Get our siblings back to camp,” she told him, ignoring his question. “Lacy 
and Troy are back in the cabin, but the others should be there, too. This isn’t 
our fight yet. Daedalus opened this door from the labyrinth to get to 
Olympus, but I’m not sure how long it will last. Okay?” she asked. Mitchell 
hesitated. “Valentina is leading a charge, but it’s no use. We just have to get 
them to safety and try to grab as many unclaimed kids as we can.” 


“Unclaimed kids?” Percy asked. The group turned to him. Castor and 
Pollux looked equally confused, but Grover had something akin to 
suspicion on his face. It made Percy nervous. “Pll send anyone I see back 
here, but I’m going in,” he told her. Drew didn’t argue. He felt a jolt of 
bravery and turned to see Sam smiling weakly at him. “...thank you,” he 
told them. 


“Tt sounds like we don’t have a lot of time,” Pollux said and pulled out his 
sword. Castor mimicked the movement as they all filed into the tunnel. 
Mitchell cursed under his breath - throwing frustrated looks at Drew as he 
did so. 


“What does this even mean, Drew? Are you going with the Hunters?” he 
hissed to her as they entered. The inside was dark and damp - similar to the 
other passages of the labyrinth he had become familiar with over the past 
couple of weeks. “Percy! What are you even doing with all of this?” 
Mitchell asked. Screams sounded some somewhere in the distance, and 
Percy could see various people scrambling in. An explosion shook the 
tunnels, leveling dust everywhere. In the distance was a pinpoint of light. 


“RUN! GO!” someone shouted, and more kids filed in. “GO! THE GODS 
ARE HERE!” 


What was happening? Percy pushed forward. Right as he saw the light at 
the end of the tunnel grow to about the size of his palm, a growl sounded, 


and Percy was slammed against the cave wall. 


“MRS. O’LEARY! DOWN!” someone shouted, and the growling paused. 
Quintus. Only... no. It wasn’t Quintus who was pushed up against him. 


“Annabeth?” 


“Percy!” she gasped and let go. Percy fell forward. “Thank gods, you’re 
okay!” she said and helped him steady himself. She was dressed in armor, 
looking tired and dirty, but otherwise okay. Percy felt a sigh of relief. There. 
Almost everyone accounted for. If only he could just find Silena... 


“What are you doing here?” he asked. Annabeth laughed. 


“Yeah. That’s a whole thing. I woke up after the labyrinth and wanted to go 
back in. Quintus joined me,” she said with a jerk of his head towards where 
the swordmaster was smiling behind her. “Turns out, he’s Daedalus,” she 
said quietly. Quintus waved. “Son of Athena - and on the titan’s side,” she 
said. Percy’s mouth dropped. 


“Evelyn is a persuasive recruiter,” Quintus told him, scratching behind Mrs. 
O’Leary’s ears. “I wouldn’t say I am fully committed to their cause, but 
Annabeth and Evelyn asked me to carry out a task, and I... found myself 
willing,” he smiled. “Though this third side of the war is intriguing me now. 
How about you, Annabeth?” he asked, voice light and conversational. As if 
there wasn’t a bloodbath at the end of the tunnel. How was this man even 
alive? He supposed now wasn’t the time to ask questions. 


“Im staying with Luke,” Annabeth said, though she didn’t sound entirely 
sure. 


“Well,” Daedalus replied. “They are certainly the more organized of the 
three right now,” he mused. Percy narrowed his eyes. Son of Athena... why 
would he turn against his mother? Then again, so had Annabeth, 
technically. He didn’t know what to make of this new allegiance. Not that it 
sounded like there was much loyalty going on with that man. Daedalus’ 
smile grew - perhaps sensing Percy’s trepidation. 


“Well, I’m going with Bianca,” he said. Annabeth’s lips pursed. “I’m 
sorry,” he told her. 


“You knew about her and Nico, didn’t you?” she asked and ran a hand 
through her hair. “It was what you were hiding from me.” 


Percy opened his mouth - it was an easy out. To say yes and hope they 
could be friends again. Even if he did, though... Annabeth was too clever. 
She said that she knew he had been hiding something since the beginning. It 
wouldn’t do him any good to lie. 


“Tt isn’t the only thing,” he said and reached out to squeeze her hands. “And 
I... soon, I will tell you the rest.” 


“Why? You just said we were on opposite sides.” 
Percy laughed. 


“According to Evelyn, we don’t really know what side we’re on. Maybe 
she’s right, but... I still think you and I are on the same one,” he said. 
Annabeth smiled a little at that. “Can we try to stick together this time? 
Please?” he asked her. “I keep... I keep losing people, and I just need 
everyone to stay with me for a bit,” he said with a bitter laugh. Annabeth bit 
her lip. 


“Okay,” she said quietly. “Together.” 


And with that reassurance, she let him go. Other people were filing into the 
labyrinth - Daedalus sent Mrs. O’Leary to lead them towards a tunnel that 
would bring them to the Titan Camp as Annabeth turned to where Drew 
was waiting with the others to file through the tunnel. Castor went up to 
Percy and touched his arm. 


“Watch your back,” he said. Percy nodded and began to push past through 
the exit to where the light momentarily blinded him, and the sound of yells 
and metal clanging repeatedly roared in his ears. As he blinked away the 
brightness, he could slowly make out his surroundings. 


The Olympus Garden. Or what was the garden. There were no more plants. 
Percy wasn’t sure how or when or... yeah, how - but someone had 
resurrected every single unclaimed demigod. Percy found the entire place 
hard to recognize with it being so barren. The gates were knocked down - 
smoke rising around, and blood splattered onto the stone behind him. 


Capture the Flag did not prepare you for real battle. 


Arguably, there wasn’t much in life that would, but this... this was 
something else. There were no colored plumes or uniforms to signify who 
belonged to what side. Part of the chaos was trying to figure out who you 
were even fighting. Campers seemed to be going with the strategy that if 
they didn’t recognize the person that they were unclaimed or an enemy. The 
titans’ side seemed to be going with the opposite - though they were clearly 
more focused on defending themselves from gods than actually attacking as 
they pulled newly transformed unclaimed kids out of the garden towards the 
labyrinth entrance they had exited from. 


From the air, he could see Bianca - almost glowing as she raised the knife 
Zoé had given her and screamed out a battle cry. Hunters all came down as 
they dove into the chaos. 


Despite their impressive appearance, Percy wasn’t sure this fight would be 
lasting long, given the presence of the Olympians. They weren’t killing 
anyone... yet. That mainly might be because they also were struggling to 
tell who was who. Aphrodite was putting various demigods into trances 
while Ares knocked others out with quick punches in the face... which was 
a little concerning to see a grown man just pulverizing kids, but sure. A few 
others were helping - Hephaestus was catching people in traps while 
Hermes zipped around trying to separate others. 


“Hey!” Castor called as he ducked underneath a sword towards him. “Hey, 
you,” he breathed out with a wild grin. Percy laughed. 


“Hey,” he said and parried an attack. “What’s up?” 


“Well, I’ve given it some thought. You know, this whole identity thing,” he 
said. Percy looked at him curiously. 


“Really...? It’s been like an hour, Castor.” 


“Turns out I didn’t need to think it over that much,” Castor told him. “Look, 
not thrilled with the lying thing, but in retrospect, I can’t break up with 
you,” he said with a shrug. Percy kicked out at someone, reached for Castor, 
and shoved them away. “There’s that thing in the Aphrodite cabin, right? A 
rite of passage where you have to break someone’s heart?” he asked. Percy 
frowned at him. Castor knocked someone’s spear out of their hand and 
snapped it in half. “Well, it would blow your cover if I broke your heart 
first,” he reasoned. “So, I can’t break up with you-” he began and yelped 
when a sword came swinging down from somewhere. Percy jumped 
forward and deflected it. The blade grazed Castor’s side but otherwise left 
him unharmed. 


“By that logic, you’re not allowed to die either,” Percy told him. Castor 
offered a shaken smile. 


“Yeah... yeah, Pll work on that for you,” he breathed out and raised his 
sword again. Percy beamed at him. “And honestly?” Castor said, shaking 
his head. “I mean, with Thalia, I thought... I thought maybe... and with 
Bianca, I suspected, but... with you?” he said and lowered his sword again 
to meet Percy’s eyes. “With you, I know. All of you are good. You’re good 
people. Kdtara or not.” 


Percy felt his chest melt. 


“Thanks, Cas,” he whispered. Castor shrugged and glanced over Percy’s 
shoulder. 


“Can’t say I’m a fan of any of your fathers, though,” he said wryly. Percy 
turned to find the gods had all rounded up, standing over the battle 
solemnly. 


“You,” Zeus’ voice called. It wasn’t a roar or a rumble but a simple word 
that was strangely heard over the shouting and clanging of weapons with no 
intensity. Percy followed his gaze across the battlefield to find Evelyn and 
Luke standing to the side. Both were on a pillar that fell through the gate, 
watching the chaos below. Luke smiled wryly. 


“Father,” he greeted and then looked at Zeus. “Grandfather.” 


“You two are fools to think you could ever win a battle on Olympus,” 
Hermes said - voice clearly shaken. Evelyn smiled. “Explain yourselves. 
How have you caused this chaos? The Golden Fleece could not have freed 
them all at once,” he said, gesturing to the chaos below. It had started to 
slow - almost as if everyone wanted to listen to the conversation. As it was, 
Percy didn’t have to defend himself from attacks so often as the group all 
began to watch. 


“Yeah, that’s weird, isn’t it?” Evelyn asked. “But let’s talk logistics,” she 
said and put a hand on Luke’s arm. “I mean, it’s almost as if freeing those 
demigods was a distraction, so you forgot what else that fleece could be 
used for,” she said and clicked her tongue. Luke nodded in feigned concern. 


“That’s true. But you know what else could free them?” he asked. Evelyn 
looked at him. “Some... powerful being who can somehow magically 
reverse time specifically in this garden, perhaps? I don’t know. Maybe the 
fleece is healing someone who could do that,” he shrugged. Oh...right. 
Percy would admit that he, like, he didn’t forget about Kronos, but also... he 
kind of didn’t think about the fact that he would... you know. Be returning. 
Hermes’ expression didn’t change, but if gods could go pale... then, yeah. 
He would have. 


“He is not here to defend you now,” Zeus said, and his bolt appeared. 
Evelyn didn’t even flinch. On the contrary, she held out her hand and 
shrugged. Percy dodged a hit from behind, weaving through various attacks 
to get to the bottom of the column the pair were standing on. 


“My understanding, my lord, is that gods can weaken when their domains 
are under attack, no?” she asked. Something glimmered in her hand. Percy 
got a cold feeling that whatever it was had to do with that favor Daedalus 
mentioned. “Obviously, killing the sky is a little hard, but I know if Atlantis 
was ever attacked that my father would suffer greatly,” she frowned. Zeus’ 
eyes narrowed. “I wonder how you would look if Olympus was under 
attack.” 


“This small, puny battle isn’t enough to-“ 


Whatever he was about to say was cut off by a loud pattering and then an 
explosion that sent everyone onto the ground at once. Even Luke and 
Evelyn fell off of the pillar to the ground beside Percy. Black billows of 
smoke blew up from the throne room, shrouding them all for a moment as 
the mountain almost vibrated. Even the gods jolted - gasping suddenly. 
Silena once told him that the gods’ powers were also tied into their thrones. 
He doubted the explosion actually caused much harm, but it clearly 
did something. Zeus’ eyes went pure white as he turned to Luke and Evelyn 
with his teeth bared and raised his bolt back. 


“No!” Percy shouted and grabbed Evelyn’s net, shoving her into Luke, so 
they went toppling down just in time to avoid the blast. The entire mountain 
shuddered as Zeus turned his eyes to him. 


..not good. 


Still, Percy would commit to his decisions. He stepped in front of Evelyn, 
staring right back. If he was going to die, then he would die on the right 
side of this thing. He wasn’t sure if that was with the titans or gods or 
Bianca, but it was defending someone who he didn’t think deserved to die, 
so there you go. Zeus’ lip curled back, entire body crackling with energy as 
his master bolt materialized once more. 


Ah. Yeah, that seemed about right. 


Percy pulled out his sword, which was a little useless, but sure. He wasn’t 
sure if anyone else had noticed the showdown amongst all the chaos going 
on, so he stepped back to try and make some room without anyone getting 
caught up in the strike zone. Zeus pulled his hand back. 


And then Percy saw what might have been the coolest goddamn thing in the 
entire world. 


There was a flash of gold and silver - like bullets that momentarily had 
Zeus stumble back. Percy couldn’t quite digest precisely what was 
happening. He could see ropes lash out, pulling Zeus’ arm down for a 
moment as he roared with fury. The lightning immediately zapped the ropes 


off, but an arrow had already launched itself into his palm, holding him into 
the tree behind him. 


So much for an ‘under-the-table transaction’. 


“Go, go! We aren’t going to win a fight,” a voice said, and Percy turned to 
see Apollo next to him, breathless and already knocking another arrow. 
“You can drive, right?” he asked, tossing him some keys before 
disappearing again in a flash of gold. Percy made him out again as Zeus’ 
aura brightened - Apollo raised his hands as if containing the heat. Percy 
glanced down at the keys before pressing down the center button. 


Apollo’s sun chariot appeared. 


“HEY! BIANCA! ANNABETH!” he shouted and clicked it again. There 
was a whirring sound, and it turned into a bus. “WE HAVE TO GO!” 


“HUNTERS!” Bianca shouted, and there was a sharp scream. Zeus had 
easily knocked Apollo to the side like a rag doll, but Artemis had pinned 
him down with another arrow. It was worth noting none of the other gods 
had come to Zeus’ aid yet - not that he needed it. Artemis and Apollo 
looked as if they could only hold him for a few more minutes. Grabbing a 
few unclaimed demigods, he shoved them towards the bus. 


There was a wild rush as everyone seemed to scatter in a thousand different 
directions. Percy jumped over the pieces of the smashed fountains towards 
where the bus was waiting. Percy could see Daedalus shoving campers 
inside the labyrinth entrance while the mountain shook again. This time, 
rocks shifted - one hitting Daedalus across the back of the head. He 
collapsed onto the ground while the demigods who had been trying to enter 
screeched as the labyrinth suddenly closed. Luke rushed over, grabbing 
Daedalus before pointing towards the bus. Evelyn went over to try to 
reopen the entrance but quickly switched tactics and also started shoving 
everyone towards the chariot. 


Meanwhile, Apollo had gotten up, blocking bursts of lightning with his bare 
hands. Stumbling to the bus, he got in and shoved the keys in. 


“Castor!” Percy called, eyes flicking up to make sure his boyfriend was 
inside. Sure enough, he and Pollux were in the back with Grover. 
“Annabeth! Come on!” he called. 


“GO!” someone else yelled. 


“ANNABETH!” he said, resolutely keeping the bus on the ground as she 
made her way towards them with another girl on her arm. Percy cursed as 
he jumped out, ignoring the indignant screams of the other. The garden was 
crumbling altogether now, pieces falling away with bursts of dust. He dove 
to the girl’s other side, helping her up as they stumbled towards the bus. 
“Come on,” he coughed. Artemis was up again - spear in hand. She jumped 
high in the air, almost as if she was weightless before she came crashing 
down. “We aren’t going to make it!” 


“Yes, we are!” Annabeth said fiercely. Right on cue, the ground underneath 
them crumbled. Percy fell, hitting the ground hard. A piece of rock smashed 
off. “PERCY!” 


“T’m- I’m here,” he coughed and got up. He took another step towards 
them, but another rock began to fall away. Percy fell again, but the rock 
lifted back - practically dragging him towards the bus. Annabeth cried out 
in surprise as Percy was thrown in front of them. “How-?” he began but was 
cut off by several rocks rising at once and slamming forward towards Zeus. 
They all exploded in the air the second they touched the god, but it 
definitely quieted things for a moment. The girl next to Annabeth raised her 
hands, and the rocks all slammed down again. 


“Hi,” she breathed out. “I’m Hazel.” 


She crossed her arms and thrust them out. A piece of stone rose between 
them and Zeus, shielding them from the debris flying everywhere. Percy’s 
mouth dropped a little as he stared at her. 


“Hi Hazel,” Percy said - eyes flickering to the stone wall. “That was 
awesome and terrifying, but we have to go,” he told her and pried the door 
open on the bus. Annabeth shoved them both on where Luke was waiting in 
the driver’s seat. 


“I punched in the coordinates-” he began (because apparently, he was 
hitching a ride too), but Percy waved the words away as Evelyn appeared to 
help Hazel into the bus. 


“Go!” Percy managed, and Luke slammed whatever coordinates he had 
locked in. The bus shot off, shaking wildly as they were jolted forward. 
They made it about a hundred feet before Apollo appeared, shoving Luke 
out of the way. 


“Yeah, we’re not going fast enough for a pissed-off Zeus,” he said and 
smashed some buttons. “ARTEMIS! I DON’T WANT TO ADMIT IT, BUT 
I MIGHT NEED YOUR HELP!” 


“EVERYONE DUCK!” Artemis’ voice called, and Percy barely had time to 
get to the ground when the entire bus rattled and then went completely still. 


...did they die? 
Percy tried to look up, but someone shoved his head back down. 


“We’re going too fast. You’ll vaporize, hotshot,” Apollo’s voice said. 
Alright. Percy shrunk a little more into the ground. Percy wasn’t sure how 
long they flew. He was almost asleep when the bus shuddered again, 
stopping so that everyone yelped at the jolt. “Sorry!” Apollo called, and 
Percy glanced up. Apollo was slumped in the seat, looking exhausted. 
Burns covered his entire body, ichor dripping from some wounds as he 
winced. When he caught Percy’s eye, he smiled, though it seemed a little 
forced. 


“Thank you,” Percy told him. Apollo’s smile vanished. 


“Yeah, well, we’re officially on the same side now,” he muttered and got 
up. “And let the Fates help us if we don’t win,” he said and looked over his 
shoulder. “Did we make a mistake?” he asked where Artemis had appeared. 


“Tt is too late to question it now,” she said and pushed past them to kick 
open the door. Everyone pushed out, loud yells and confused arguments 
breaking out as people tried at once to treat wounds or - there. Percy 


grimaced as he saw a few demigods stumbling around each other. It looked 
as thoug some opposing sides might have all found their way onto the bus 
in a desperate attempt to flee. Not that he minded saving them but- 


“Get back,” one girl was saying with her spear raised. “You guys are 
coming with us.” 


“With you? We’re the ones who saved them!” 
“Saved them? They could be kataras!” 


“Look at where we’re at!” someone else snapped. Percy looked around. 
That was a good point. Luke had punched in the coordinates... where had 
they ended up? 


The area was covered in various tents and had weapons littered around with 
areas that could be training facilities. To his right, he could see a beach with 
a large cruise ship out front. The Princess Andromeda. Percy turned back to 
see other kids poking their heads out. The Titan Camp. Percy put his hand 
on his sword, but he didn’t feel threatened. There was nothing dark or 
dangerous about this place that he could see. It looked... almost like... well, 
a safe place. He turned back to groups facing off in front of him. 


“What’s happening?” Percy asked, stepping in between the groups. They all 
turned to him. It was then that he noticed the shivering kids off to the side. 
“Are you fighting over the unclaimed kids?” he asked and shook his head. 
“They can choose their own side - if they even want to fight,” he added. 
One of the kids cleared her throat, stepping forward. It was the one from 
before. Hazel. 


“And what are the sides?” She asked. “We wake up with a war around us 
and angry gods - who are you?” she asked, glancing at everyone. 


“We’re the ones who kept you from being a pretty little plant,” one boy 
sneered. “So you can thank us and pick up a sword.” 


“I don’t need a sword,” Hazel promised him, jutting out her chin. “I need an 
explanation,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. Percy stepped 


forward, holding out his own sword in warning. All of this was silenced by 
Apollo stepping forward, eyes flicking around them. 


“Enough,” he said - voice losing its charm momentarily into something 
flatter and malicious. “My sister and I are the gods here. We will-“ 


“You will what?” Evelyn said, stepping forward. Percy inwardly groaned. 
“You think going against Zeus puts us on the same side?” she asked. Apollo 
almost jumped at her presence - eyes flicking over her. Percy wondered if 
this was the first time they had seen each other since the night the other kids 
were executed. Evelyn jutted out her chin, soot smeared across her face 
while blood trickled down a cut on her forehead. 


“You are angry,” he said reasonably. “But we see how our father has... 
become a problem-” 


“You are not better!” Evelyn hissed. “What stories are there of you?” she 
asked. “Flaying satyrs and slaughtering children-“ 


“That was a rumor!” Apollo snapped back. “I never flayed anyone, thank 
you very much,” he sniffed. Then held up his hands. “And I understand why 
you are upset with us, but... we did not know Hercules was responsible for 
the attacks,” he said. There was a confused murmur at that. Evelyn’s face 
darkened. “We didn’t know what it was! If we had-“ 


“How can you think not knowing justifies any of it?” she asked quietly. 
“You don’t just kill people when you don’t have answers!” 


“You were killing people!” 


A crack of thunder interrupted them. Everyone raised their weapons to the 
sky. Could Zeus get them here? Percy looked at Evelyn. 


“Hecate?” she asked, holding up her net defensively. There was a glimmer 
in the air - a sort of whisper of mist, and Percy looked over to find a woman 
rising from the ground with her hands up, whispering under her breath as 
her eyes went from pure black to slowly a vivid green. 


“I’m here,” she answered and raised her hands. “Your god has weakened 
my barrier,” she said with a nasty look at Apollo. “I can raise it again, but 
he may get a few strikes in. Brace yourself,” she said and shook a bit as she 
raised her hands again. “He... is powerful...” she breathed out. Apollo and 
Artemis exchanged wary looks before stepping up and offering their hands. 
Hecate blinked - clearly confused - but accepted both. The power seemed to 
stabilize her, and Percy could see invisible bursts of magic jutting out. 


“Zeus is the King of Gods. Hecate is a minor god,” Percy murmured. “Can 
she really hold him back?” 


“Not forever,” Evelyn said bitterly. “But for now? She can try,” she said and 
looked around. “SHIELDS UP!” she shouted, and everyone raised 
something. Percy went to raise his own, but Evelyn shoved it down. “Not 
yours. Yours is metal,” she said and shook it down. “We adjusted ours to 
withstand lightning strikes. If you hold up yours, he’ll fry you on the spot,” 
she said and pulled him closer, so they were both underneath. He was 
holding onto his sword and praying for the best when a movement caught 
his eye. 


Off in the distance, there was a familiar glimmer of pink armor and a sword 
that he had been at the end of for the better of three years. 


“Silena-” he breathed out. Relief flooded for him. Grover was safe. Castor 
was safe. Nico, Bianca, Annabeth, Pollux - all safe. Now Silena was here 
and alive, and he could practically sob with happiness. “SILENA!” he 
shouted and darted out from under the shield. Evelyn went to grab at him, 
but he was too fast. Silena turned at his voice - surprise momentarily 
softening the look of pain and fear on her face as he launched himself at 
her. “You’re okay!” 


“Percy?” she asked, stumbling back. “Oh, my gods. You’re okay,” she said 
and grabbed his face. “They said you went into the maze...” she murmured. 
“What are you doing here? Who are these people?” she asked, brushing his 
hair back. He was taller than her now. Still, it didn’t matter if Percy had one 
or five inches over her. He still felt like he was twelve, and she had most of 
the answers. 


“Where have you been?” he asked her. Silena opened her mouth to answer 
but fell silent when her eyes went up to the black cloud above them. Zeus’ 
final attack. “Nevermind, we need to-” he began, but was cut off by a wild 
scream. 


“TRAITORS!” someone yelled, and Percy caught sight of a Camp Half- 
Blood shirt rushing towards them with a sword out. Several people moved, 
but Percy was faster. He yanked out his knife and deflected the hit as he 
shoved Silena out of the way, using Riptide to disarm them, so the camper 
was on the floor in three seconds. From behind him, someone screamed his 
name. He turned- fully prepared to ward off another wayward camper who 
had accidentally found themselves in their group when something hit him. 
Hard. 


He fell back, catching himself at the last second so that he could raise his 
sword and prepare for a second attack, when a white light blinded him. 


Everything went still. 


It wasn’t an attacker. It was someone pushing Percy out of the way. Riptide 
dropped to the ground as he registered a body on the ground where he had 
been standing three seconds earlier. No. No... People were all staring - 
clearly in shock as Percy felt his breath leave him altogether. No. He took a 
step forward, numb. He could see the body perfectly still. Blue and purple 
bruises were already webbing across the skin, like mini-lightning strikes of 
their own. There wasn’t a lot of blood, but Percy could see... he could... he 
could see... he... 


“Percy?” someone whispered as he fell to his knees. No. 


“Which... one?” he asked, unable to really process the question. His blood 
was turning cold. No. Gods, no. He looked. He looked around. 
“CASTOR?!” he screamed, voice a little desperate. And maybe it was 
wrong. It was wrong to hope his boyfriend popped out. Wrong to hope this 
was Pollux, but... “POLLUX!” he shouted and looked down again. He 
couldn’t tell. Gods, he couldn’t tell. He couldn’t. Did Pollux not come with 
them? Did Castor not come with them? He saw both on the bus. Which 
one was this? 


“Percy... Percy, hey...” 
He couldn’t tell, he couldn’t tell, he couldn’t tell. 


This was Hell. This was Hell, and all he could do was try to keep calm as he 
looked around. 


“Apollo!” he choked out. “You... you’re the God of Medicine?” he asked. 
Apollo stared back. “Do something!” he shouted. Apollo looked down and 
swallowed. 


“There... there’s nothing to do,” he said, voice calm and pained. Percy 
clenched his fists. No. He looked around, and this time he felt his heart 
flutter when violet eyes met his. He sat up, breath held as the person 
stumbled up. 


“no,” he said, repeating Percy’s internal monologue. “I...” he began and 
fell down on the body’s other side. “But...” he began, and Percy wanted to 
reach across and shake him. He couldn’t stand it. He couldn’t stand not 
knowing. He couldn’t stand it. He- “Cas?” he whispered, and Percy felt 
whatever had been holding his sanity together shatter. 


Covering his mouth, he made a choking sound to keep from screaming. 
No. No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no. 


Someone touched him again, and he put his head down on the ground. He 
could feel Evelyn’s eyes on him. She hadn’t said a word, but he could 
almost hear the words, anyway. Zeus did this, they seemed to say. He did it. 
This is what the gods do. I warned you. 


And perhaps one day, he could appreciate the irony that he had done 
everything right. He had hidden. He kept his secrets. Protected his friends. 
Protected his family, and still - and still - he was reliving Evelyn’s life. 
Someone knelt beside him. He looked over. 


“He’s dead?” Percy asked her, and Bianca nodded wordlessly. The same 
nod she had given when Thalia died. The same one. Percy closed his eyes. 


Pollux was crying. Gripping Castor’s shoulder tightly, he tried desperately 
to ignore everyone surrounding them. He turned to Bianca. “You’d still help 
me bury a body, right?” he managed to choke out. 


“Yeah,” she said and squeezed his arm. “Yeah, I can do that.” 


Not knowing what else to do, he stood up, backing away from the shock 
and feeling of nausea. Evelyn and Luke were standing behind them. Both 
looked sorry. He ignored that. He didn’t care. Instead, he met Evelyn’s 
eyes. 


“We’re not on the same side,” he told her. She nodded. It wasn’t news. Still, 
there was regret there. “But you said you would help me, right?” he asked. 
She nodded again. “I need you to teach me to use my powers. My other 
ones,” he said quietly. Evelyn tilted her head. “And you can have Hercules. 
Take whatever god you want. I don’t care. And I won’t stop Bianca from 
taking down Kronos,” he said and stepped forward. “But I want Zeus.” 


“Percy...” 


“I want Zeus,” he repeated. “I don’t care who kills who or throws who in 
Tartarus. I want Zeus,” he repeated, voice shaking. Evelyn went silent for a 
moment and then nodded. 


“T think I have a way for you to do that.” 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Quick disclaimer: Soooo I believe TOA tells the alternate version of 
the rebellion against Zeus, but in most of the versions I've read the 
other Olympians were in on it too. Hera, Poseidon, Athena and Apollo 
were just the head honchos of the operation. The punishments (aside 
from Poseidon, Apollo, and Hera's) were all me though. Still, a little 
shook Zeus threatened to zap his wife into nothing while hanging her 
from some chains. Wild man. 


Anywho. 


....5O, I feel like now is a good time to bring up endgame stuff... 


Now that I've made everyone here mad, I'm gonna make everyone 
more mad by saying there will be no percabeth in this fic. Well, no 
finalized percabeth. Pre-Percabeth, perhaps. I'm like 98.9% sure I'm 
gonna be doing a sequel HOO-era (idk if you've noticed the hints lol), 
which is more likely to include Percabeth, but I don't want it to feel 
like I've killed Castor off to make room for that relationship bc that 
legit wasn't the reason. Plus, Percy needs time to mourn and I doubt 
one year is gonna be enough tbh. 


10. Chapter 10 


Notes for the Chapter: 


The fact all of you are totally down for Percy to murder Zeus is 
sending me tbh. 


Atlantis was beautiful. 


Percy was a little in awe of it but didn’t quite have the time to really gape as 
he took in the castle towering above him with pearls and glimmering walls. 
Instead, he took a few cautious steps forward into the nook towards the side 
of the palace. Shadows were a bit tricky underwater, which made it hard to 
hide, but they made do. From beside him, Evelyn pushed down her hood 
and looked around. 


“You know what you need to do?” she asked, and Percy pulled out two 
bottles from his pocket. “That will paralyze the guards. Just put it in their 
cups- they almost always drink ichor as they work,” she said. Percy tilted 
his head. 


“How many times have you been here?” 


“Father used to invite me for a week every summer,” she shrugged. “I doubt 
he’s changed the routine too much even fifty years later,” she said and 
pointed to another bottle. “That one is for you,” she said. “Hecate said it 
would only protect you from small bursts of magic, so be careful,” she 
warned him. Percy looked down. The bottle looked exactly the same as the 
first one, save the lids, which were different colors. 


“What about you?” he asked and held it out to her. “Here.” 
“T’m not taking it myself!” 


“We can each have a sip,” he reasoned and shook the bottle a bit. “I mean, I 
know it isn’t a lot, but it would do something if we’re caught. Besides, he 
knows you are an enemy,” he said. Evelyn hesitated at that. At Percy’s 


pleading look, she sighed and took it, taking a small sip before handing it 
back. Percy smiled at her before pocketing both. 


“What about you?” 


“Oh, well,” Percy said and went to her side. “I don’t need either because, 
um, I kind of switched the bottles,” he said. Evelyn only had a second to 
register her surprise before her muscles went lax. Percy caught her, 
throwing her arm over his shoulder with an apologetic hum. “I’m really, 
really, really sorry. I just needed to get inside, but I figured if you knew 
what I really wanted, then you wouldn’t have agreed,” he said and led her 
out of the alcove. “You were awesome, though! I wouldn’t have ever found 
this place without you,” he said. Based on Evelyn’s face... she did not care 
for the compliment. 


“HALT!” Someone yelled, and Percy turned to see guards rushing over to 
them. Percy smiled in greeting, keeping his arms firmly around Evelyn to 
keep her from floating or falling away. He spied a guard about his age and 
offered a charming smile. 


“Hi,” Percy said. “I’m looking for my father. Do you think you could help? 
If I’m not imposing or anything,” he added. There was a long pause as the 
one Percy was smiling at blushed, while the other two guards looked at 
each other - frowning a bit as their eyes fell between them. The one on the 
right cleared his throat. 


“Lady Evelyn?” 
“Shh! The prince said we mustn’t speak of her anymore!” 
“But she’s right there!” 


“Well,” the other guard reasoned. He looked stumped before turning his 
sword to Percy. “Let us speak of him instead! Declare yourself!” 


“That’s the other demigod lord,” the one on the right informed him as the 
other sighed. “They called him Perseus, but it is absolutely forbidden to 
even say his name.” 


“Then why are you saying it?!" the one muttered and shook his head. Percy 
smiled politely. He had never seen the residents of Atlantis before. They 
weren’t at all what the Little Mermaid had prepared him for. They were still 
beautiful, but like... in a haunting way. Their skin a dark blue with shark 
teeth and glowing green eyes. Percy could see how they lured people down 
to sea. He wanted so badly to just poke one and see if they were real. He 
refocused on the youngest guard and gave her a slight shake of the head - 
almost as if the nonsense happening was an inside joke between them. She 
flushed even darker. 


“Do you think you could help us?” he asked, voice growing so sweet that 
even Mitchell would scold him for laying it on so thick. 


“Oh, um... I mean, technically... I have to, right?” she asked, twirling her 
spear a bit. “Because... you’re royalty and all,” she laughed. Percy grinned. 


“Funny. And here I thought you were the princess,” he said and watched as 
she practically melted. The other two guards rolled their eyes. One hit her 
arm, and Percy frowned at him. 


“We are not to speak of his bloodline!” he said, and the girl hung her head 
slightly. “Follow me!” he ordered, turning back to Percy, and swam off as 
the other went behind Percy and Evelyn to ensure there was no funny 
business. Percy’s new friend swam beside him, looking at him with doting 
eyes. “You are lucky you are royalty. Otherwise, we would not be 
entertaining this at all.” 


“Spyro!” the other one groaned. “Stop! You just said that the king was clear 
on this matter-" 


“He is in Atlantis. If he was not of our lord’s royal blood, he would have 
already died, my friend. There is no reason to hide it here.” 


“Then why did you yell at me for saying it?” the girl asked with a 
grumbled. Percy inwardly digested the words. Royalty? Huh. He had no 
idea. Not that he had much working knowledge on how royal families 
worked, but he was pretty sure his mother not being Amphitrite disqualified 
him from any sort of title (which was fine by him). Evelyn twitched a bit, 


and Percy regretfully grabbed a piece of rope in their bag to tie her hands 
together. She couldn’t speak or retaliate yet, but Percy got the feeling it 
would not be pretty when she could. 


The walk (or swim?) felt like a long one to wherever they were going. 
Percy thought it might never end until they reached a large room that could 
have been something used for a very fancy conference with tables and a 
stage up front. Soldiers were mulling about in uniforms while cyclops 
mended weapons. Percy looked for Tyson, hopefully. Before he could spot 
him, a voice boomed out. 


“What is this?” 


Everyone froze. Percy looked towards the opposite end of the room and 
gave a weak smile. 


“Hi, Dad.” 


Poseidon looked as he had in that throne room all those years ago. Old and 
tired. Percy didn’t blame him. If his form reflected his internal state, then 
Percy would be an old man too... or maybe an ostrich. They seem to deal 
with their problems the way he would like to. Poseidon looked around, eyes 
flicking around the silent room with a sense of warning before fixing his 
eyes on Evelyn. 


“The knowledge of their presence will not leave this room. Understood?” 
he asked, voice oddly quiet for such a command. This was apparently worse 
because everyone hurriedly nodded and went back to what they were doing. 
Murmurs of assurance filled the room before Poseidon glanced back to 
them. “Come,” he instructed. Evelyn tried to jerk away - having some 
movement back - but Percy clenched his fist, so the water around her arms 
froze. 


Evelyn gave a sharp intake. 


“I taught you that,” she managed between gritted teeth. Percy winced. 


“Pm sorry,” he repeated and pushed her towards an empty chair. She 
stumbled into it and let out a small scream of frustration. “I am so, so 
sorry,” he said again, shrinking a bit at the wild look in her eyes. “But you 
knew weren’t really on the same side-" 


“I think I am owed an explanation,” Poseidon interrupted as he sat down. 
“Neither of you has been seen for many months, and now you come here 
when we are all on lockdown?” he asked, lifting a hand. “For what?” 


Lockdown. That was generous. Olympus had been under lock and key. 
Zeus’ way of ensuring no other Olympians joined them. According to Nico, 
he had even ordered Hades to shut the Underworld down. The amount of 
people coming back to life because their souls couldn’t get into the 
Underworld was steadily growing. Except, like, without a healthy body to 
return to, it wasn’t so much coming back to life, but... um, more of a 
‘zombie apocalypse’ type of situation? 


The mortals were trying their very best not to panic. 
“You don’t seem to be on lockdown.” 


“Hm,” Poseidon said and leaned back into his chair. “Not from a lack of 
effort on my brother’s part. However, with us fighting a war, it is hard to 
simply shut things down,” he said and then glanced at Evelyn. “We are 
losing so far,” he added to her. “It appears someone gave Oceanus valuable 
information about my army and Atlantis. I wonder who that could be.” 


“I wonder,” Evelyn threw back evenly. “Perseus. Let me out,” she hissed. “I 
will be able to break out any second,” she began but fell silent when golden 
ropes appeared to pin her wrists to the table. Fury played over her 
expression before it slipped into something of defeat as she glowered at 
Poseidon. “...alright, perhaps that was my fault for being too forthcoming,” 
she muttered. Poseidon scoffed. 


“And why are you here?” he asked. Percy hesitated. He didn’t want to 
throw Evelyn under the bus... 


“Your trident,’ Evelyn said, apparently not opposed to throwing herself 
under the bus. Poseidon blinked. “Percy needs it to take down Zeus. At 
least, that was what I thought we were doing.” 


“T’m sorry,” Percy told her for the millionth time. Then turned to Poseidon. 
“T really just came here to talk to you. With everything closed up, I figured 
you weren’t getting any prayers,” he said. “Evelyn showed me the way in.” 


“I brought you here to have a conversation?!” 


“sorry?” Percy said, and Evelyn threw her head back, so it hit the chair 
behind her. Poseidon raised an eyebrow. 


“So... you do not wish to steal my trident?” he clarified, looking almost 
amused. “Well, I suppose that is somewhat reassuring to know you do not 
plan to fight my brother after all-" 


“Oh, I am,” Percy nodded. Poseidon’s expression dropped. “Totally am. A 
hundred percent. I am going to figure out a way to dismember him or 
maybe throw him in that Void of Chaos or something like that,” he 
shrugged. “That’s a little why I need to talk to you,” he said. Poseidon tilted 
his head. “We have this rebellion thing going on - which I know is 
inconvenient during a war - but, hey. Better now than never? Except now 
Zeus has gone and closed everything, so it’s a little hard to see who is on 
board.” 


A few people swimming by glanced at him - trying to subtly stare before 
Poseidon turned to level them with a cool glare. They scattered. 


“oh my gods,” Evelyn muttered from her place at the table. Poseidon’s 
eyes flicked to her. 


“There’s a bit of Clarence in him, isn’t there?” he said. Percy wasn’t sure 
what that meant exactly, but Evelyn stiffened. “And where do you stand on 
all this?” he asked her. “With this rebellion or with my father?” he asked 
calmly. Percy glanced between the two. He felt a little bad. Forcing Evelyn 
to sit down and converse with their father seemed unbearably cruel, but he 
truly didn’t have many options. 


Evelyn’s eyes trailed over him for a moment before jutting out her chin. 


“I like the rebellion. Taking down Zeus is important to me... but I will not 
let the rest of the Olympians walk free for their crimes simply because they 
see an opportunity to grab more power,” she shrugged. “As it is, they could 
never win by themselves,” she told him with an air of challenge. Poseidon 
hummed. 


“Oh, is that all?” he asked her. The castle shook, but Poseidon easily waved 
it away with a flick of his wrist. “Your powers won’t do you well here,” he 
added to her and sighed. “Evelyn, I did try-" 


“No,” Evelyn said and shook her head. “No. Don’t,” she muttered. “You- 
don’t... don’t do that,” she told him, voice cracking a bit towards the end. 
“Don’t act like you did me a favor,” she told him. Percy swallowed, shifting 
awkwardly in his seat. “I mean, I watched them die. All of them. I keep 
saying it, but nobody seems to understand. I watched as everyone got sicker 
and sicker. We prayed to you. I kept thinking - I kept hoping that you would 
do something. It wasn’t out of the blue. We told you something was wrong. 
All of us sat there drinking poison and cutting off our arms and-" she 
looked away. “I watched them kill each other. I watched them kill 
themselves. I woke up covered in blood and then watched as Zeus kill 
them,” she said and swallowed, looking down at her hands. “And the last 
thing I remember was you dragging me to that garden telling me it was 
going to be okay. I was scared and alone, and I just kept trying to fight,” she 
managed, almost breathless in trying to get the words out. “And I woke up 
still fighting. And what? You expect me to thank you for that? I couldn’t 
even die! You couldn’t even let me have that!” she said, voice rising. “No, I 
had to wake up in a strange world where everyone who I had ever met is 
dead. My mother is gone. I tried to find her, but she... she’s gone too,” she 
said and shook her head. “People look and dress and speak differently. The 
world is bigger and louder, and I don’t understand it. It’s overwhelming, 
and I just... I have to look around and see that the camp I used to love so 
much murders people like me. That the one person who I can consider 
family is hiding. I- how do you think you’ve done me any favors?” she 
asked him, fists clenched on the table so hard that her knuckles were white. 


Poseidon’s face remained unreadable. 


“Pm just a kid. He’s just a kid,” Evelyn said with a nod towards Percy. “I 
thought you protected your children. Instead, you’ve just let them all be 
hunted,” she said and gave a weak smile at the table. “They were just kids... 
and all of them about to fight this war...” she shook her head. “Please, just... 
don’t spare me this time. If you win, please... please let me rest,” she said 
and closed her eyes. “Just let me rest.” 


It seemed like such a simple request... but Percy doubted that it would ever 
come true. Even if she died and went to Elysium... he looked back at where 
Poseidon was quietly digesting the rant. Finally, he placed both hands on 
the table. 


“I cannot say I am surprised it has come to this,” he said. Percy waited. 
Poseidon’s fingers tapped on the table, eyes far and distant before he 
nodded. “It is difficult to choose between those you love,” he finally said 
and then shook his head. “But I have let my children suffer enough.” 


Percy was a little surprised by that. Not at the last bit, but before that. The 
subtle implication that Poseidon would choose Zeus - not for his power or 
fear like Apollo and Artemis implied, but... because he cared. Evelyn must 
have caught that too because her fingers twitched. 


“You are surprised,” Poseidon noted calmly. “I have been known to protect 
my children even when they were in the wrong. There are many myths to 
prove this.” 


“T’ve seen no proof of it,” Evelyn said coldly. Poseidon leaned back in his 
chair. “Why would you even-?” she began. The ire had melted from her 
voice to make way for genuine confusion. Poseidon’s expression remained 
unreadable. 


“When I was born, my father wasted little time devouring me,” he said 
simply. “And when I returned to the world for a second time, there was 
Zeus,” he said and then pursed his lips. “Despite all of his shortcomings, I 
have not known the world without him,” he admitted and shook his head. “I 
have been wrong in the past. No matter what I say now, there will be no 
recompense for my silence. I am sorry,” he added gently to Evelyn. “I know 
it means very little now, but...” he trailed off with a sigh. “I truly thought 


there was nothing that could be done for the longest time. I heard your 
prayers. I wish I did not. They haunt me to this day. I offered to turn you all 
immortal in hopes it would right your mind, but when we saw Artemis’ 
hunters were also affected...” he trailed off with a sigh. “It is in the past.” 


From the doorway, Percy could feel a set of glowing eyes on them. He 
turned to find a boy a bit older than him watching. Percy tilted his head. 


“Perseus Jackson,” he greeted, and everyone turned to him. “Am I to 
believe you are finally coming out of the shadows?” he asked, voice sharp 
like a whip. Percy tensed. From beside him, Evelyn gave a delighted laugh. 


“Ah,” she said - almost pleased. “I had hoped you had faded.” 
“Hello, Evelyn,” the boy greeted flatly. Evelyn smiled back dashingly. 


“Percy, this is Prince Triton,” she introduced and leaned in for a dramatic 
whisper. “He’s Poseidon’s heir... because immortals need those,” she added 
with a smirk. Triton’s scowl deepened. “Don’t worry. I’ll give you a chance 
to show off your stellar leadership skills soon,” she added. Triton sniffed. 
The subtle glow around him brightened for a moment before he turned to 
whisper something to Poseidon, who frowned. Their eyes flicked to Evelyn. 


“You did not tell Oceanus of our spare defenses?” he asked. Evelyn paused. 
“I... forgot,” she shrugged, lowering her eyes. Triton scoffed. 


“Perhaps she feels a hint of loyalty after all,” he said. Evelyn made a face at 
him. “I say we make the most of it while we can. Who knows what she’ Il 
say the second you release her.” 


“Who says I will release her?” Poseidon asked. Triton looked at him. 


“Father, with all due respect, we are not under the illusion that you plan on 
imprisoning the traitor... as much sense as that makes,” he added under his 
breath. Poseidon’s eyes narrowed slightly before waving him away. Triton 
gave an indignant look - eyes bulging somewhat at the dismissal but gave a 


curt bow before fixing both him and Evelyn with a cool glance and 
swimming off. Evelyn watched him go. 


“You... aren’t imprisoning me?” she asked slowly. Poseidon shrugged. 


“I doubt Perseus would let us,” he said, and Percy smiled wryly. That was 
absolutely correct. In retrospect, he wasn’t sure what he could really do if 
they tried to keep her, but he would put up a solid fight all the same. 
Poseidon shook his head as he flicked his wrist, causing something to 
appear in the air. “But before you go,” he said and placed the item between 
them. A silver seashell that was about the size of Percy’s palm. “When the 
time is right... break this in half. It will give you what you need,” he said 
solemnly. Percy nodded and reached for it, only for Poseidon to pull it 
away. “But I need you to promise me something,” he added. Percy paused. 


“What’s that?” 


“Zeus is...” Poseidon began and then went quiet. “I have not always agreed 
with him. I won’t in the future. His wrongs are perhaps one of the few to 
outweigh my own,” he sighed and then held the shell back out. “But I 
would not wish him dead - and I know,” he added to Evelyn before she 
could even react. “It is a horrible thing to admit when I have watched my 
children killed. If I am honest...” he trailed off and then gave a weak smile. 
“T knew there would be a day all my mortal children will die. I defend them 
where I can, but it is a truth I have worked to accept over the many years... 
but Zeus? He was never a death I prepared for. There are times where I 
think I might want to see him gone but in the end... I must confess I do not.” 


Percy’s mind flickered to Pollux and Castor. 
“You might have to learn.” 


“I might,” Poseidon agreed. “And I am not asking you to promise to spare 
him,” he said - which was insane. To even propose such a thing meant that 
Poseidon thought Percy could win a fight against Zeus. Wild. Absolutely 
insane. “But I am asking that you might... promise to consider mercy,” he 
said. “To be better than we have been.” 


“You mean that you’re asking him to be the bigger person, so you don’t 
have to be,” Evelyn clarified flatly. Percy flinched. Castor had something 
like that once... after Percy had gotten into a fight with another camper over 
Thalia. The memory made his chest ache. Poseidon smiled. 


“Perhaps, yes,” he agreed softly and placed to shell back down. “I wish you 
both the best of luck,” he said and then snapped his fingers. Evelyn’s 
bindings fell off. “And, for the record, you’ll have my blessing. Both of 
you,” he added with a pointed look towards Evelyn. Percy frowned. “Only 
because I wish for you to survive. Not because I approve,” he said and rose, 
sending more merman racing. 


“Blessing for what?” 


As usual, nobody bothered to answer. Why would they? Percy very clearly 
just magically had the answers to everything. Poseidon, to his credit, looked 
as if he wanted to say more but instead grabbed his trident and held it 
tightly. 


“Brace yourself,” he advised, placing a hand on Percy’s shoulder as he 
swam by and squeezed. “It may be time to leave the shadows soon.” 


With that, he placed two pearls on the table and turned. Evelyn snatched 
one up before anyone could stop her. She waited - looking pointedly at 
Percy before he grabbed his own. At least she didn’t leave without him. He 
wouldn’t blame exactly blame her if she did. He turned and looked around 
the room one more time. He hadn’t considered the ocean-side of things 
before. These people were fighting for their homes. Their families. It felt 
simpler here than on land. The allegiances were more apparent. More cut 
and dry. Well... that he saw, anyway. Maybe after all of this was done, he 
would return and try to figure out the ocean politics here. Sighing, he 
smashed the pearl under his foot. 


The process was similar to back when he was twelve and first used these. 
However, instead of taking them to the surface of the ocean, he found 
himself only a few feet away from shore when the white ball broke the 
surface. It pulled them closer in with the coast - like a shell stumbling onto 
the beach. There was a thud as they hit the rocks close to where the tides 


pulled in. Percy stumbled forward, catching himself on a rock just in time to 
see Evelyn already move past the waves back towards the titan camp. 


“Evelyn!” he yelled and chased after her. “Evelyn-" he began but was 
ignored as she walked away. “Evelyn, please. I know you’re mad-" 


“No,” she interrupted and turned back around. “No, I shouldn’t be. You’re 
right. I am with the titans. You are with the gods - even if the gods don’t 
include Zeus,” she scoffed, shaking her head. “I got... I got sentimental,” 
she said, bitterness lacing her tone. Percy frowned. 


“What do you mean?” 


“I wasn’t lying back there,” she said and gave a tired smile. “You’re my 
only family left,” she sighed and stuffed her hands in her pockets. “My 
mom first brought me to camp when I was four. I went there every summer. 
I never knew what it was like to not have a family. There was always 
someone in our cabin. Always someone at home, whether it was my mother 
or my uncle or grandparents...” she mused and then kicked the ground. 
“Here, I... don’t really have anyone. And when I see you, I can’t help, 
but...” she began but trailed off. “Well, it’s foolish. You have your own 
family. I can’t keep projecting on you.” 


Percy inwardly screamed. 


“Please. Please, let me make it up to you,” he said, and she rolled her eyes. 
“I know you wouldn’t have helped me if I told you the truth.” 


“No,” she muttered and crossed her arms over her chest. “I wouldn’t.” 
Percy looked at her helplessly. The ire in her face dwindled. 


“Fine,” she muttered. “Come on, traitor,” she said flatly and jerked her head 
back to the towering buildings in the distance. Percy didn’t question it as he 
scurried after her. The titan camp was composed of two - well, technically 
three parts. There was the Princess Andromeda, which was apparently 
Luke’s domain. Percy didn’t see why. Boats should be Evelyn’s thing, but 
whatever. He wasn’t going to tell the titans how to fight their wars. Evelyn 


was in charge of the demigod side of things. It was the area Percy had first 
arrived in when they crash-landed in Apollo’s chariot with tents and 
training grounds. Beyond that was the third section of the camp... the 
buildings. 


Percy wasn’t entirely sure what they used to be. All of them were 
abandoned now, though. Rumor had it that was where monsters and 
immortals on the titans’ side stayed. It looked as if he was about to find out 
because it was directly where Evelyn was leading him. 


“are you going to kill me?” he asked. Evelyn glowered at him. 


“Not today,” she said and kicked aside some old boxes in the way to get toa 
rusted door. “You want to get even for poisoning me?” 


“poison is a strong word,” Percy said. Evelyn jiggled the handle of the 
door. When it didn’t open right away, she cursed and took a few steps back 
before kicking it hard. The door shuddered and creaked open. “But, um, 
yes.” 


“Then just have a conversation with him,” she said. Percy followed her 
inside. With... who? “I’m getting tired of telling him no. He apparently just 
wants to say hi,” she grumbled as she walked in. “As if I’m not already 
being very accommodating,” she added under her breath. Percy grimaced as 
some rats scattered across the floor. Paint was peeling off of the walls, and 
broken pipes were bursting from the ceiling. 


“Sure...” Percy said and stepped over a few planks of wood. “Can I ask who 
I’m talking to?” he asked. Evelyn started walking up a flight of stairs. 


“Take a wild guess.” 
Percy was exhausted. He had been training non-stop, mourning non-stop, 
and preparing for a war non-stop. Evelyn was in the same boat, but it made 


them equally irritable. 


“Kronos?” he asked sarcastically as they took another flight of stairs. 
Evelyn hummed. Wait. Percy almost tripped over a step. “...that was a 


joke,” he said. Evelyn kept climbing. “Are you serious?!” he asked and 
jumped after her. “Evelyn!” 


“You don’t have to, but you did say you wanted to make it up to me-" 


“Kronos is...? Is he...?” Percy whispered, looking around. Evelyn stopped 
climbing to open a door out of the stairwell and into a long hallway. She 
pointed to a door at the very end. “He’s in there?” he asked. She nodded. 
“Ah,” he said and bit his lip. 


“He won’t hurt you,” Evelyn said. Percy thought that was a pretty 
ridiculous thing to say with such confidence, but sure. Percy’s eyes flicked 
back to the door. Sighing, he reached into his bag. “What are you-?” Evelyn 
began suspiciously - reaching for her net. Her voice broke off when Percy 
pulled out a small leather book. 


“This is yours,” he told her and held it out. Evelyn stared at the journal in 
utter shock. Percy almost wanted to laugh... then cry as she dropped the net 
by her feet and grabbed it with both hands. She ignored the inked pages to 
instead pull out the photo Percy had kept in the back. Her breath caught. 
“T’m sorry I kept it for so long. There wasn’t a good time to really give it to 
you...” he began but trailed off when Evelyn’s back hit the wall behind her, 
sliding down to the ground. 


“Thank you,” she said quietly. She flipped through the pages - fingers 
tracing over the worn words and smeared ink before flipping to the back. 
Percy grimaced. Should he had torn those pages out? He had forgotten 
about them, honestly. The gibberish written in blood. Percy looked down. 


“I... do you remember?” he asked. Evelyn looked up. “What you were 
trying to write?” he asked with a nod. Her expression went from sad to 
resigned within seconds. 


“Not really, no. I... it was all a blur. We were on the ship, and I was getting 
sicker. I brought this to make me feel better...” she trailed off and then 
shuddered. “I hope the blood isn’t Vera’s,” she said. Her brows came 
together. “Where did you find this?” 


“The Poseidon cabin,” Percy shrugged. Evelyn blinked a few times. 


“I... don’t know how it got there. Unless...” she frowned ad hugged it close 
to her chest. “Perhaps Father wanted you to find it,” she mused. Percy 
shrugged. That made sense. Even if he hadn’t anticipated all of this 
happening, he might have wanted Percy to know what his siblings were 
like. Who they were. The idea seemed to bother Evelyn, though. She bit her 
lip and absently ran her thumb over the spine. 


“T should go... try and survive that,” Percy muttered, shuffling towards the 
door. It was a bit bewildering to casually be sitting down with Kronos but 
sure. Percy’s life had been so full of insanity that he hardly felt fazed by it. 
Besides, the more craziness that surrounded him, the less he had time to 
think about... well... it. Him. You know. The thing. 


He shoved the thought away before he could delve into despair. Meeting 
Kronos in a state of mourning probably wasn’t the wisest. Evelyn nodded. 


“He won’t hurt you,” she repeated quietly and opened her book back up. 
Percy internally shook his head. ‘Foolish’ wasn’t quite the word he would 
use when it came to Evelyn, but it seemed odd that she would swear off all 
belief in divinity only to rally behind Kronos of all people. Maybe it was 
desperation or hope or... something he couldn’t understand. Figuring now 
wasn’t the time for it, he turned away and walked towards the door. 


Should he knock? 


..probably. But he wasn’t going to. Kronos wasn’t who he served, after all. 
With that thought in mind, he turned the knob and walked inside. 


Percy wasn’t sure what he had been expecting. More rats and crumbling 
walls? An obnoxiously uppity room of royal items? Something in between? 
He supposed what sat in front of him made as much sense as any. He was 
reminded of a wizard’s room. Perhaps an ancient library of a medieval 
apothecary. Books lined the walls in shelves of dark wood while clocks 
hung from almost every wall. Candles were strewn about, despite the open 
window where sunlight fell through. A few tapestries hung from the ceiling 
- the most prominent being a young woman on the back of a lion with a 


crown on her head. Bottles and goblets sat on various surfaces, though the 
one catching Percy’s attention the most was on a small table next to what 
could only be described as a throne. 


“T’ve missed so much over the millennia,” the man on the throne mused. 
“Electricity. How fascinating. Prometheus really needn’t bring your kind 
fire. It sounds like you may have stumbled across it yourselves eventually,” 
he said and flipped another page. Percy swallowed. “Oh, no need to gape. 
Take a seat,” he added without looking up. Percy glanced at where a second 
throne had appeared. 


Interesting. It looked identical to his own, save that Percy’s was lined with 
blue velvet versus his red. Slowly, he sat down. 


Percy had seen paintings of Kronos. They were all usually the same. 
Different depictions of a bearded, half-dressed man eating a child. Some 
imagery was kinder, but it was safe to say there was a general... theme. 


None of that prepared him for the real thing. 


It was hard to find the right words. The man in front of him looked... 
disturbingly familiar. Percy could very clearly see each of the Olympians in 
front of him. There was a resemblance that was haunting in all of them. 
Mostly, he looked like Zeus with the proud features etched in a sort of stoic 
thoughtfulness. His hair was long, like Hades’, and the same dark color that 
seemed blacker than anything he had ever seen. His eyes were a shifting 
gold - moving between Apollo’s and Artemis’ shades as he smiled. It was 
Poseidon’s smile. Perhaps that was the creepiest of all. 


“Hello, Perseus,” he greeted (in a voice that sounded like Athena’s but with 
Hephaestus’ drawl) and closed his book. “I’m glad we’re finally able to 
meet in person.” 


Percy could not say he shared the sentiment. So he didn’t say anything at 
all. He just studied him. It was so, so weird. He sat the way Hera did - like 
he was molded into the chair since the day he was born. Tilting his head, he 
gestured to the table beside him. His hands were like Demeter’s. A new 
goblet appeared in his hand before he silently offered it to Percy. 


Ha. As if. 


“No, thank you,” Percy told him, and there was a glimmer of amusement as 
Kronos set the goblet back down. 


“You can probably tell I am weak,” he said regretfully. Percy truly could 
not. He seemed to move with a fluidity that even water couldn’t master. 
“The Golden Fleece is powerful, but I must admit, my son did... quite a 
number on me,” he smiled wryly. Dionysus. Percy had seen that exact look 
on his face. “I suppose it is ironic that I wish I had more time to recover for 
this war so fast approaching,” he mused and gave a soft smile. “You look 
very much like your father.” 


He knew. Big whoop. Percy strangely felt no panic at the reveal. 


“T didn’t think you knew what my father looked like. Given... you know. 
The meal,” he said dryly. Kronos’ eyes glittered. 


“Do you know who you sound like?” 
“My father?” Percy asked, deeply unimpressed. Kronos’ smile widened. 


“T couldn’t say. All I had time to do was look at him before... you know. 
The meal,” he said softly. Percy narrowed his eyes. “My wife had a wit I 
suspect is similar to yours,” he said and grabbed a goblet of something to 
take a sip of. “She had a heart of lions, that one,” he said and shook his 
head. “I very much look forward to finding her. I may even forgive her for 
the rock trick.” 


His fingers tapped against the goblet thoughtfully. Percy shifted a bit. 


“The gods don’t know what you are, do they?” Kronos asked. “A shame, 
really. Zeus did all of that hiding himself as a child. You know, he served as 
my cup-bearer. Right under my nose the entire time... I had no idea...” he 
murmured and then gave a small chuckle. “I must admit that it pleases me 
that it has come full circle. You. Hiding under his nose this whole time,” he 
clicked his tongue. “It’s... poetic, almost.” 


“And how do you know? Did Evelyn tell you?” Percy asked. Kronos took 
another sip of his drink. 


“No,” he said, licking his lips. “No, she did not. You have her eyes,” he 
said, and Percy blinked a few times. What? Whose? Evelyn’s? He spoke as 
if he was certain Percy could fill in the blanks to his vague way of framing 
things. “I know your father inherited them, but they were Rhea’s first. We 
immortal beings can look how we please, but very rarely can anyone 
replicate those eyes so well. I consider myself somewhat of an expert at 
telling the difference,” he smiled wryly. Percy nodded slowly. Oh. Rhea’s 
eyes. Percy hadn’t thought about it. His father’s eyes matched the sea. He 
never considered him inheriting them from anyone. “At any rate, you and I 
have more important things to discuss,” Kronos said and absently brought a 
finger to his temple, studying Percy intently. 


“I won’t be joining you,” Percy told him. “So you can kill me now.” 


“Oh, don’t be like that,” Kronos mused. “We may not be friends, but we can 
still want some of the same things,” he smiled. “You are my best chance of 
getting rid of my son, after all. Evelyn told me of your... friend’s demise,” 
he said, eyes glittering. Percy tensed. “A tragedy for someone so young,” he 
licked his lips again. “I understand your pain.” 


Percy doubted that he did. 


“Luckily, your sister has given me a rather... compelling offer,” he said. 
Percy frowned. He got the feeling they had finally arrived at the point of 
this little talk of theirs. He wasn’t sure how comfortable the start was. “I am 
lacking in power, but with the right amount, I could... reverse time a bit on a 
larger scale. Bring you some allies,” he said. Percy internally repeated the 
words back to himself. Reverse on a... larger scale? What did that mean? 
Allies? How would he-? 


Oh. Oh. 
“The other Big Three kids,” Percy said slowly. “Hugo, Vera - all of them?” 


he asked. Of course. Evelyn’s motivation suddenly became crystal clear. 
Maybe she wouldn’t ever forgive the Olympians for what they’ve done, but 


Kronos had the ability to give her back everything she wanted. Her entire 
life. Maybe at full power, he could even plop her back in the time period 
she belonged in. Percy closed his eyes. 


“There are others you lost too?” Kronos asked. “Thalia Grace, I hear. 
Perhaps she could aid you in this rebellion against her father.” 


“And what has Evelyn offered you in return for this?” Percy asked, voice 
hardening. Kronos chuckled. 


“To tie herself to me. Separate bodies, but my form can feed off of hers.” 
Oh... Oh, no. No, no, no. Percy didn’t care for that at all. 


“Um,” he began and awkwardly cleared his throat. “With all due respect - 
or, um, as much respect as I can give someone who eats his children - 
absolutely not.” 


Kronos smiled at the ground. 


“T’m afraid the choice is hers. For you? The choice I am offering is a bit 
different,” he said and stood up. Percy almost bolted from his chair but kept 
himself steady as he looked up at him. “I only ask that you keep her alive 
during the process. I don’t think that should be too hard for you, no?” he 
asked. Percy’s brows came together. “Despite Evelyn’s preference for 
humanity... she has a very divine soul. I suspect it may be difficult for her to 
do what needs to be done,” he said and stretched out his arms. He was tall. 
Tall, though surprisingly slender. Percy would never think five gods could 
fit in his stomach (plus a rock). Part of him wanted to ask about logistics, 
but... maybe now wasn’t the time. 


“Keep her alive during what process exactly?” Percy asked. Tying himself 
to her? Kronos smiled. With a flick of his wrist, the door flung itself 
opened, clattering against the wall. Percy turned to look at it before giving a 
sarcastic smile. “Keep her alive during what process?” he repeated. Kronos 
walked over. For a second, Percy tensed, but the concern was short-lived 
since the next second he found himself alone in the room. The only sound 
was the clocks softly ticking. 


Son of a bitch. 


Shaking his head, he got up and left the room, slamming the door behind 
him. Evelyn was still in the hallways, flipping a page of her journal. 


“Did it go well?” she asked without looking up. Percy ignored her. “Percy?” 
she asked and got up as he started down the stairs. “Are you-" 


“What is wrong with you?” he hissed, spinning around to shove her away. 
Evelyn spluttered. “You’re siding with them to bring your friends back?” he 
asked, voice rising. Evelyn crossed her arms over her chest. “I thought you 
at least were trying to do the right thing-" 


“Pm sorry, the right thing?” Evelyn repeated. “What right thing are you 
talking about? There is no right thing,” she said, voice rising. “Are you 
going to pretend that your little set-up is any better?” 


“Tt isn’t Kronos-" 


“Yeah, it’s Artemis and Apollo,” Evelyn snorted. “You know, the one who 
turns her own huntresses into wild animals and her brother who ironically 
chases everything that moves and gets them turned into trees,” she said. 
Percy scoffed. “Or perhaps you like the tale where they murder children? 
Or where Apollo got his sister’s best friend killed because he was jealous? 
Or what about that delightful story of Aura?” she asked. Percy bit his 
tongue. “And let me guess, you’re going to get other Olympians onboard? 
Which ones? Our father, apparently. His myths are always fun to study with 
the murder and rape - but wait. Are they the right thing?” she asked him. 


“Better than Kronos.” 

“He hasn’t done anything they have.” 

“Evelyn, I’m not saying that are glowing people. They aren’t. I know that. 
But at least they’ve done good things too. They can maybe even get better! 


What has Kronos done to prove he can do that?” 


“He’s going to help me!” 


“Will he? Or is he manipulating you?” 


“Oh, you would know about manipulation, wouldn’t you?” Evelyn asked 
with a laugh. Percy tensed. “Kind of your forté, isn’t it? You know, if your 
side is so good, why don’t you come clean? Tell them who you are. What 
you are. Everyone here knows what I am. I’m not scared. Are you?” she 
asked. Percy shook his head. He didn’t have time for this. He walked down 
another flight of stairs, trying to tap down his temper. “Did Castor even 
know?” Evelyn called after him. Percy froze. “Or did you hide from him 
too?” 


Droplets of water froze from dripping on the ceiling above him. 
“Don’t,” he said quietly. Evelyn hummed. 


“I didn’t think so,” she said, and the droplets shot at her like bullets. She 
raised her hands to stop them. “Which one of us is the bad guy, again?” she 
asked him. Percy walked down the final steps and slammed the door so 
hard that the entire building shuddered. Liar. Liar. Castor had known 
exactly who Percy was before he died. She knew nothing. Evelyn was 
cocky and thought she knew better than everyone else. Why should he 
listen to her? 


He stormed out of the complex of abandoned buildings and outside of the 
titan camp. Silena was waiting for him on Blackjack. 


“Hey,” she greeted. “How was Atlantis?” 


“I got a seashell and talked to Kronos,” he muttered. “Where do the others 
think I was?” 


“Mourning,” she answered and offered him a hand to get on. “What is this 
about Kronos?” she asked, voice rising a bit with concern. Percy sighed and 
went into details of everything that had happened as they launched off into 
the sky. Silena - as always - was a patient listener. Much to Evelyn’s 
dismay, Silena had changed allegiances alongside a good chunk of the titan 
army. Now that there was a rumor that Olympians were considering turning 
against Zeus, it brought in more demigods who were unsure, though minor 


gods stubbornly remained with Kronos. Percy was a little surprised at how 
accepting the titans were... Silena said it was only because they considered 
Zeus a greater threat than anyone else. 


“So she has the same idea as Nico,” Silena said. Percy frowned. 
“What?” 


“Nico had an idea,” she said with a sigh. “We aren’t sure who is going to do 
it, though,” she mused. Percy frowned as Blackjack ducked under a cloud. 
“I was thinking it should maybe be you... not that the others know why,” 
she said, and Percy clung tighter to her as they dove down. Artemis and 
Apollo refused to stay in the titan camp. Percy had been much obliged to 
move as well. It was hard to spend a year staring at the spot your boyfriend 
was murdered. 


Now they were in a small field by a lake. It was still pretty close to the titan 
camp, honestly, but far enough away from Olympus. Percy slid off of 
Blackjack and offered him a slice of apple from his pocket. He gave a soft 
snort, lightly nudging Percy with his nose. 


“Well, catch me up in a second,” Percy sighed as he rubbed Blackjack’s 
nose. “I need to get changed.” 


Silena opened her mouth to respond but was cut off by Percy walking off 
towards the small collection of tents pitched up. He made a beeline straight 
towards the one at the very back and threw back the flap so he could 
dramatically collapse onto the cot inside. He sighed, rolling over so he 
could grab the red sweatshirt sitting next to him and buried his face into the 
hood. It smelled like strawberries and the lake. Part of him wanted to 
scream, but instead, he slipped it over his head and tried not to imagine 
Castor wearing it. 


“Back so soon?” 


Percy snorted. 


“You noticed I was gone?” he asked and looked over at the entrance of the 
tent. Annabeth shrugged. “What are you even doing here? As far as I’m 
aware, Luke hasn’t joined us,” he said and moved over so she could join 
him on the cot. She went quiet for a moment, grimacing as she absently 
took in the sweatshirt Percy was wearing. 


“Castor’s?” 
“Hm 393 


“Pm sorry,” she said quietly and reached over to squeeze his hand. “And to 
answer your question, I am here as a... liaison of sorts,” she snorted. “We all 
in agreement about Zeus, but the titans want to see if we can unite against 
any other wayward Olympians. Hera’s name was brought up a few times. 
Ares’ too.” 


Percy rolled his eyes. 


“As if Ares is a threat to them,” he muttered. “I beat Ares when I was 
twelve. I don’t think they have much to worry about.” 


“Maybe you’re just powerful.” 


“Moreso than a titan?” Percy asked doubtfully. “I don’t think so,” he said. 
“Besides, this is an obvious attempt to weaken our forces.” 


“Well, technically, only Artemis and Apollo are on your side,” Annabeth 
pointed out. Zeus has done an excellent job keeping everyone locked up," 
she said and tapped her fingers against her knee. “Including my mother...” 
she added, almost absently. Percy frowned and propped himself up on his 
elbows. 


“That reminds me... there was something Apollo said about your mother,” 
he said. Annabeth tilted her head. “It was about a prophecy. Apparently, 
Metis would bear Zeus a child more powerful than him?” he asked. 
Annabeth nodded. “Apollo seems to think that it’s your mom.” 


There was a pause. 


“Huh,” Annabeth finally said. “Well... the prophecy did say a son, but... 
Metis could have changed it to protect her daughter,” she said with a shake 
of her head. “Or Apollo. I’m not sure. It isn’t impossible,” she said and 
brought her brows together. “Why?” 


“No reason,” Percy lied and stretched out. “I need to meet up with the 
others. Apparently, there is some big idea Nico has,” he said and pressed 
the heels of his hands into his eyes. “Hopefully, the idea is that he stops 
making me want to shake some sense into him,” he added under his breath. 
Annabeth raised an eyebrow. “He’s been driving me a little crazy,” he added 
to her. “With his... attitude.” 


“Like, little kid attitude or been-cooped-up-in-Underworld attitude?” 


“Think... angsty pre-teen who still has the Mark of Hercules on his arm 
kind of attitude,” Percy said and stood up. “If you see Bianca, ask about 
him. Watch the suffering in her eyes. It’s rough,” he said. Annabeth rolled 
her eyes but also got up to follow him out of the tent. She probably 
wouldn’t be joining him in the impromptu meeting given that, you know, 
she technically wasn’t on their side, but it was still nice to see her. “Are you 
going to visit Daedalus?” he asked as they walked out towards a picnic 
table where several demigods, Grover, and two gods were surrounded. 


“I already stopped by and said hi,” she said, jamming her hands in her 
pockets. She looked kind of tired. Then again, so was he. “I was going to 
try and design him something to help with walking, but...” she shrugged. 
“He doesn’t seem to want anything.” 


Percy nodded. He had the same discussion with Will Solace. Daedalus had 
survived the rockfall during the battle, but the debris had pretty much 
paralyzed him from the waist down. Percy hadn’t been sure how the man 
would take to it but seemed to be doing well. He wasn’t interested in any of 
the tech or treatments offered to him - he merely wanted his laptop to aid in 
the war... which, like, Percy was pretty sure he was with them? He honestly 
couldn’t tell. Daedalus was staying with them, so, um, hopefully? 


“Yeah, he’s been awesome in using the labyrinth to get everyone where they 
need to go,” he said. Annabeth nodded with a slight purse of her lips. The 


labyrinth was the main way people were ditching the titans to get to their 
camp. Again, the titans were eerily accommodating with all of this. “He 
says he wants an assistant, though. I’m not sure who else he would get. 
Evelyn still has Ariadne’s string,” he said and shook his head. Maybe 
Pollux? Percy grimaced at the thought of it. 


Giving their final goodbyes, he watched as she marched off - probably to 
visit some other people and do whatever recon Luke needed. Percy wasn’t 
too concerned. Annabeth - even on their opposing side - would never hurt 
anyone here. He turned to where the others were waiting for him around the 
picnic table. Artemis was lowly whispering to Apollo - worry clearly etched 
in her face as Beckendorf shook his head at something Hazel said. 


“No,” he said, sounding amused. “I think this is where the confusion is. 
Pluto was an alias your father gave your mother. His true name is Hades.” 


Hazel looked unconvinced. She turned to Bianca. 


“Are you sure his name isn’t Pluto? He told me it was Pluto. I heard other 
people call him Pluto. Maybe it’s a different god,” she reasoned. Artemis 
tensed. Grover moved over to make room for Percy with a warm smile. 


“Tt sounds like it’s Hades,” Bianca said and then turned to an Iris Message. 
“What did Father say about it, Nico?” she asked. From the other end of the 
call, Nico irritably looked up. He had dark shadows under his eyes and 
gotten at least three shades paler. Percy grimaced a bit as he approached and 
took Grover’s offered seat. 


“He won’t answer any questions about it,” he said and ran a hand through 
his hair. “I-" he began and then stopped talking as he caught himself on the 
table he was sitting in front of. Bianca reached out as if to steady him 
before remembering she wasn’t actually there. Luckily, another figure 
righted him. 


“He’s getting worse,” Demeter noted from where she put a hand on Nico’s 
shoulder. 


“Pm fine.” 


“You’re a bitch ass liar,” Will said, and everyone turned to him. “What? I 
found out he and I are enemies. I’m trying to be enemy-like,” he said and 
then reconsidered. “I am very sorry you are unwell,” he added before 
perking up. “If you come to camp, we can treat you! I was thinking if I 
mixed the centaur blood with some nectar that-" 


“T don’t need anything. If Hercules wants me gone, then there’s nothing any 
of us can do about it,” Nico said. Demeter stared him down. “...but thank 
you for the offer,” he added, rubbing his temple. Demeter sighed. 


“Ever since Hades closed the Underworld, I’ve been stuck here-" 
“NOBODY INVITED YOU!” a voice boomed. Bianca paused. 


“Ts... that...2” she began and turned to Percy, who nodded. Yep. He 
recognized that voice for sure. Nico groaned and buried his face in his 
hands. Percy almost felt bad for him. It looked like a lot to be part of that 
family dynamic down there. 


“YOU WANTED ME TO LEAVE YOU ALONE WITH MY TWO 
CHILDREN?!” Demeter shouted back. “IT IS BAD ENOUGH MY 
DARLING PERSEPHONE IS DOWN HERE HALF THE YEAR, BUT 
NOW YOU WANT MY SON, TOO?!” 


“Your-? HE IS MY SON, DEMETER!” 


“Really?” she asked dryly and looked down at Nico. “You’re too sweet to 
be his son,” she said. Nico offered her a small smile. “Don’t worry. I won’t 
let him take you.” 


“TAKE HIM?! HE’S INMY DOMAIN!” 


“NOBODY ASKED YOU TO BE PART OF THIS CONVERSATION, 
HADES!” Demeter shouted back. “ARE YOU PART OF THE 
REBELLION?!” she asked. Silence. “I DIDN’T THINK SO! GO BOTHER 
SOMEONE ELSE!” she said and smoothed out her dress. “So sorry about 
that. Bianca, darling, please go on.” 


“Wait,” Percy interrupted. “Are... you are on our side now?” he asked. 
Demeter tilted her head. 


“All of my children had joined this side. As I said, I worried the prophecy 
would be about them. This was an easy way to get them out of camp. 
Besides, my daughter is leading the charge,” she said with a nod towards 
Bianca. “I figured I would throw in my support.” 


“SHE IS MY DAUGHTER!” 


“A shame,” Demeter said as she gave a small wave to someone outside the 
message. “I do sorely wish I could be bothered with the opinion of your so- 
called deadbeat father,” she said and tossed her hair over her shoulder. 
“Nico, darling, eat something. You’re looking much too pale,” she said and 
turned back to Bianca. “You’ll need to bring him something soon,” she 
added lowly. Nico closed his eyes and took a deep breath. 


“I’m fine-" he repeated and then cut himself off. “Nevermind,” he said and 
took a bite of cereal - possibly to soothe Demeter. “Calypso and I have been 
talking,” he said and rubbed the back of his neck. “About the River Styx. 
Someone could go in and get the Curse of Achilles,” he explained. Percy 
crossed his arms over his chest. Hm. “For whoever is going to be taking 
down Kronos - or even Zeus -" he added with a pointed look at Percy. “It 
would be an extra layer of protection.” 


“If whoever it is could survive it,” Bianca said and then turned to Artemis. 
“Would I be able to as a hunter?” she asked. Artemis pursed her lips. 


“You aren’t mortal enough,” Artemis said apologetically. “You must anchor 
yourself to your humanity in the Styx, or else your soul will be completely 
burned away. It isn’t... impossible,” she reasoned slowly. “But I highly 
doubt you would succeed,” she said, running a hand through her hair. Hazel 
raised her hand. 


“T’m a daughter of Plu- Hades,“ she corrected herself. “I could maybe do 
it,” she said. Percy pursed his lips. Hazel was... insanely powerful. In ways 
that were similar to Nico and Bianca, but also kind of different. He didn’t 


understand her completely, but he knew he liked her. She was also only 
thirteen. The idea of her taking a dip in the River Styx was unappealing. 


“I could do it,” he volunteered. Everyone turned to him. “I’ve been training 
with Evelyn all summer. I’m taking down Zeus,” he said, and Apollo shook 
his head. “Despite your lack of faith,” Percy added to him. “This would 
help with that,” he reasoned. Everyone fell silent. 


“T think Percy is a good choice,” Silena spoke up from beside Beckendorf. 
Everyone else gave an uncertain murmur. 


“Oh, come on,” Percy rolled his eyes at them. “Is there a reason I wouldn’t 
be able to do it?” he asked, a note of warning in his voice. A silent dare to 
bring up Castor or his supposed heritage. Nobody argued. 


“T think Percy can do it - should,” Grover said because he was terrific and 
truly Percy’s rock in moments like these. The rest of the group relented. 


“You’ll need Aphrodite’s blessing,” Artemis warned him. “Which would be 
hard given she is locked up with the others in Olympus.” 


Percy considered. Suddenly Poseidon’s words made sense. He also got a 
feeling of what Kronos meant when he asked Percy to keep Evelyn alive. 
She would be going to the River Styx too. Brilliant. Percy could feel an 
aneurysm coming on. 


“Tm on it,” he said and smiled. “When can we leave?” he asked. 


The rest of the conversation sorted out various planning as Nico was 
harassed about his abysmal state of health, and Percy made an internal note 
to bring Hazel’s odd choice of name for Hades to Annabeth. Suddenly, their 
discussion on Roman gods last year seemed a little too on the nose. Percy 
brought out his knife from Hephaestus’ forge, running his hand over the 
golden blade thoughtfully. It was about five minutes later when he realized 
the talking had stopped. When he looked up, almost everyone had 
dispersed. 


“Go,” Silena said and took the knife out of his hands. He looked over at her, 
startled. “Before you leave for the Underworld. Go. Now.” 


Percy blinked before the words registered. 
“Ah. Right. No, thank you.” 
“You’re being cruel.” 


“Cruel?” Percy asked, mouth dropping. Silena shrugged. “No. No, you 
don’t get to say that,” he said. Silena didn’t back down. “How is that even 
fair? As if I haven’t been doing my best to-" 


“Pm not saying you haven’t,” Silena interrupted him. “Percy, I love you. 
You know I love you, but you need to talk to him,” she said, putting a hand 
on his arm. Percy scoffed and tugged away. “Hey,” Silena said and reached 
out again to grab him. “He’s hurting too. You guys are in this together. 
Just... see how he’s doing, okay?” she said. Percy swallowed. He really, 
really, really didn’t want to. Silena looked at him expectantly. He sighed. 


“ „you switched sides just to harass me,” he muttered. Silena’s expression 
softened. 


“T switched sides for you. Nobody else. If that means harassing you... sure,” 
she said and pushed him. “I’m right about these things. You know I am,” 
she told him. Percy gave a slight shake of his head before dragging his feet 
out towards the lake. It was a little sad that he knew exactly where to go. 
Turns out, there were patterns in mourning. At least for some people. Percy 
tended to take on an avoidance strategy, but there were some who just... 
repeated cycles until the world made sense again. He didn’t understand it, 
but whatever worked, he supposed. 


Swallowing, he navigated to the lake’s bank - obscured by newly 
blossoming trees hanging over the shore. A weeping willow served as a sort 
of curtain that he could draw back and enter - sending a few peaceful 
animals scampering at his approach. He found a piece of dirt and sat down. 
Silence. Trying to remain collected, he kept his eyes forward, refusing to 
look to the side. From beside him, a soft voice spoke. 


“Silena sent you?” 
“Yep.” 

“Against your will?” 
“Yep.” 


“Figures,” Pollux laughed. It sounded bitter and hollow. “Can you look at 
me yet?” 


Percy closed his eyes. 


“no,” he whispered. “I’m sorry. I just- you...” he swallowed and shook his 
head. “I can’t stand it,” he whispered. “I can’t. I try looking at you, and it 
makes me want to scream,” he said and fell back so he could stare at the 
branches filtering the light instead. Looking at the sky was sometimes just 
as hard, but at least it didn’t have Castor’s face. 


“Sometimes, I just stare in the mirror,” Pollux said quietly. “And I just talk 
to myself and pretend it’s him,” he said and ran a hand through his hair. 
“That’s probably the first sign of insanity, isn’t it?” he asked. Percy scoffed. 
“But I always catch the small differences. Like, the fact he had dimples, and 
I don’t. Then I start to worry I’ll forget that stuff, and he’ll just be-" he 
began and cut himself off. Then took a long breath. “It’s weird,” he finally 
said. “I’ve never been without him before.” 


Percy never had a twin. He wasn’t sure he could find anything in the world 
to compare it to. His mother, maybe? She had always been a constant in his 
life. 


“Bianca said she would summon his ghost for me,” Percy said. “Did she tell 
you that?” 


“Yep. What did you say?” 


“Couldn’t do it. Just broke down crying. You?” 


“T said yes, but when she started, I freaked out, and we had to stop,” Pollux 
said bitterly. “Not that I don’t want to see him, but I- what do I say? I have 
no idea,” he said, and Percy could see him running a hand through his hair 
in his peripheral vision. 


“...do you blame me?” 


The words were out of Percy’s mouth before he could think better of them. 
He could feel Pollux’s eyes snap to him. 


“Excuse me?” 


The tone was a sharp enough change that Percy actually looked at him. He 
felt like it was a genuine question. However, something about it did not 
seem to sit well with Pollux at all. 


“I... well, you know, the lightning strike was going to hit me, so... I 
thought...” he began, and Pollux’s expression went from dangerous to 
furious within seconds. “Pollux?” he asked worriedly and sat up. “What did 
I do?” he asked. Pollux wordlessly slid off of the rock he was perched on 
and stood directly in front of Percy. For a second, he thought he might 
punch him, but instead, he knelt in front of him and placed a finger right up 
to his nose. 


“You do not get to do that,” he practically hissed. Percy wasn’t sure how to 
respond. “Absolutely not,” he said and shoved Percy back into the mud. 
“Hey- you-" he began, voice shaking and so infuriated that he couldn’t form 
a coherent sentence. “No,” he decided. “No, what the Hell, Percy?” 


“Why-? 33 


“Obviously, he died for you!” Pollux shouted, making Percy jump. “I’m not 
dumb. I know that. You know that. We all know that!” he said. Percy 
swallowed. “But you think I would be angry with you over that?” he asked. 
Percy shifted back a little. 


“you seem angry now.” 


“Yeah, because you think I would blame you,” he said, sounding absolutely 
disgusted. “As if my brother couldn’t make his own decisions. As if your 
stupid little Aphrodite charm lured him over,” he shook his head. “No, that 
was Castor’s choice, and don’t make it sound like you had anything to do 
with it. That was his. You can’t take that away from him.” 


“I wasn’t trying to!” Percy said. “I just... you never want to blame the 
people who die, so-" 


“I don’t blame him, either. I’m not angry with him, Percy. I’m sad that he’s 
dead. I miss him. I’m not angry with him,” Pollux said, shaking his head. 
“Are you?” he asked. Percy stared. He wanted to say no. How could he be? 
Castor was the dead one. Percy had no right to be angry at him. Not really. 
Except- 


“Yes,” he found himself saying. “Of course, I am. He died. He- how could 
he do that?!” Percy suddenly snapped and threw his hand out. “He just 
fucks off and leaves us here alone? He decides to let us deal with the war? 
Without him? I have to do this without him?” he asked, voice rising. “I 
mean, talk about the suckiest breakup ever! He decided to split up by dying. 
Why aren’t you mad at him?” he said and stood up before Pollux could 
answer. “He gets to hang out in the Underworld just waiting for us to join 
him! We have to wait here and miss him until we die. That isn’t fair. What 
was he thinking? Why would he do that?” he asked and kicked the rock 
Pollux had been sitting on. “Now, I have to live with this forever. I have to 
keep seeing his body like that and hating myself over-" 


“If the roles were reversed,” Pollux interrupted, reaching out to yank 
Percy’s arm. “You would have done the same thing.” 


It was true. Percy hated it, but it was true. He looked away. 


“You can’t be angry with him. He died because he cared about you. And 
you can’t be angry with yourself, either.” 


“Why not?” Percy asked bitterly and pulled his arm away. 


“Because he died because he cared about you,” Pollux repeated. “And you 
don’t get to undermine that by not caring about yourself. That was his 
decision. Respect it,” he said and stood up, putting his hands in his pockets. 
“Besides,” he said warily. “Hating yourself for the rest of your life would be 
a real shame because he loved you. Maybe try to figure out how to do that 
for him,” he said and turned away. Percy swallowed. Then flopped back on 
the ground. 


So. Yeah. His day was sucking pretty hard right now. And to make matters 
worse? 


The Underworld. He had messaged Evelyn to meet him there if she also 
planned to take a fun little dip in the River Styx (yay!), to which she 
appeared to travel down with Bianca, Hazel, and Will (who was there to 
hopefully heal Nico). Speaking of which... something else should be made 
clear before moving forward. Percy cared about Nico. He did. A lot. 


“No, thanks.” 
Which was why he wanted to kill him. 


“No... thanks?” Percy repeated and turned to look at where Bianca was 
grimacing. “You- did you just-? No,” he said and held the bottle out. “No, 
this isn’t a ‘no, thanks’ kind of situation, Nico,” he said. Nico scratched his 
arm with a slight shrug. The arm in question was not in the best shape. 
Hercules’ mark had returned - only now it was bleeding freely, with Nico 
looking pale and exhausted. Every so often, he might twitch, or his eyes 
might glaze over, which wasn’t really reassuring that he wasn’t seconds 
away from losing his mind. 


“Give that to someone else who needs it,” Nico said with a nod towards the 
centaur blood in Percy’s hand. 


...this child was going to kill him. 


“You need it.” 


“Pm okay,” Nico said and twitched again. “Everyone here is immortal or 
already dead, so I’m good. Really, don’t even worry about me. I can’t hurt 
anyone.” 


“I... Bianca,” Percy said and turned to her. “Bianca, make... make him use 
his brain,” he said, voice going up several octaves. “He- do you hear him? 
He’s- I’m having a stroke-" 


“Yeah, shh,” Bianca said and patted his shoulder. “It’s fine. I got this - hey, 
Nico?” she tried, stepping in front of him and holding out the bottle. “Hi,” 
she smiled. “You know, I was thinking. We could go find some more 
Mythomagic packets after this. Maybe after you drink some of this, we can 
try and head to that new store you like? Where I got you those figurines?” 
she asked. Nico shrugged. 


“I don’t know...” he said and kicked the ground. “I’m not really that into it 
right now.” 


Bianca stared. 


“You...? This hasn’t happened before - this hasn’t happened before,” she 
added to Percy. “I- Nico, you have to drink this. You’re sick.” 


“Yeah, but... maybe it’s supposed to be this way,” Nico reasoned slowly. 
Bianca stared. “You don’t have a mark. Maybe Hercules only chooses bad 
kids to put this on,” he said slowly and uncertainly crossed his arms over 
his chest. “Maybe I deserve-" 


“NO!” Bianca said loudly, making everyone jump. It was an odd 
conversation to be having in this pocket of nothingness of the Underworld. 
There were only shadows and few rocks with dimly lit fires floating around. 
“Don’t you finish that, Nico di Angelo!” she said and threw up her hands. 
“Where is Calypso? Isn’t she supposed to be watching you? You left my 
brother with some ditzy, love-struck goddess?” Bianca said, spinning to 
Percy. He frowned. 


“Hey, Calypso is nice-" 


“Then why is my little brother here saying he deserves to have that damn 
mark! You said he was okay! You told me you were okay!” she added 
wildly, spinning back to Nico. Evelyn cleared her throat. 


“Nico,” she said kindly. “Most of us have had that mark. It isn’t an 
indication of who you are as a person,” she said. “I had it. Hugo had it. You 
don’t need to punish yourself like this,” she said. Nico looked uncertainly. 
Hazel nodded. 


“Yeah!” she agreed. “I... um, well... I didn’t have it exactly-" 


“Wait,” Evelyn interrupted herself. “You... are a Big Three kid?” she asked. 
Hazel nodded. “Oh. I don’t know you. Who’s your parent?” she asked, 
holding out a hand. Hazel chuckled. 


“Yes, well, I was turned into a plant back in the 1940s, so that’s probably 
why,” she laughed. Evelyn blinked. “But my father is Plu- er, Hades,” she 
corrected herself. Evelyn opened her mouth. 


“I... you’re from the 1940s?” she asked. Hazel shrugged. “I’m from the 
1940s. Hugo never mentioned you...” she frowned, tilting her head. Hazel 
looked just as bewildered. 


“Who is Hugo?” 


Bianca cleared her throat and pointedly looked at where Nico was swaying. 
Right. This. 


“Can you start an IV?” Percy asked, turning to Will. “Because we might 
just have to pin him down and put it straight in the vein.” 


“I... can,” Will said slowly and then looked at Nico before taking the bottle 
from Bianca. “I don’t think we need one, though,” he said and then walked 
right over to Nico and poked him in the forehead. Nico blinked a few times 
- looking downright outraged at the action before Will crossed his arms 
over his chest. 


“How are you going to kill me?” he asked. Nico stared. 


“Excuse me?” 


“Are you going to, like, stab me? Rip my head off? Drink my blood? 
What’s the plan?” he asked. Nico looked at him as if he had lost his mind, 
which... maybe? “Because I’m not leaving, and if you don’t drink this, then 
you’re going to start killing people, right?” he asked. Nico opened his 
mouth. “Which, I mean, it already sucks of you as it is. Your sister is very 
worried - er, sisters,” he corrected with a nod at Hazel. 


“T’m fine-" 


“Yes, I can see that,” Will said dryly. “And I- is that my shirt?” he 
interrupted himself. Nico looked down. Then back at Will. 


“Maybe,” he said and crossed his arms over his chest. “Don’t you look 
foolish?” 


“...I could... buy you some shirts if you want....?” 


“How about I lead you to the River Styx?” Hazel suggested as she patted 
Bianca’s arm. “You guys can talk this out.” 


“You don’t know where you’re going!” Nico objected. “We aren’t even sure 
you’re really a child of Hades-" he said but fell silent when a ghost 
appeared and bowed down to Hazel. “Alright, maybe you are- hey, how 
many siblings do we have?” he asked Bianca as she led him towards a rock 
to sit down. Percy grimaced but figured if they were going to split up... 
these were pretty safe teams. Sighing, he followed Evelyn and Hazel further 
into the Underworld. 


When they finally approached the blackened bank of the waters, a figure 
was waiting for them. Percy didn’t need an introduction. He may not be a 
professional at all the Greek heroes and gods, but he did know this one. 
Achilles. 


“So you’ve come to bear the mark,” he greeted. Evelyn and Percy both 
bowed their heads. “Very few people attempt. Fewer survive,” he said. As 
far as ghosts went, he looked more real than the others. If Percy hadn’t 


already known he was dead, he might not have even guessed it. He gave 
them the usual warning - that if they were successful at surviving the bath 
in the Styx, their combat prowess would be greater than any other mortal. 
Great news. The bad news was that their weaknesses would also increase. 
That seemed fair. 


“T warn you,” he began and stepped to the side. “If you enter these waters, 
you must hold onto your humanity. To lose it would mean to lose your 
souls. This is no light task. If you survive it... you will not be the same. 
Have you each received blessings from your godly parents?” he asked. 
They both nodded. “Very well. I wish you the best of luck.” 


Percy stepped closer to the shore. The waters were polluted - swirling with 
everything and anything imaginable. Percy would normally be too 
disgusted to step foot inside, but given the circumstances... he tried to be 
brave. His eyes glanced to Evelyn. How was he supposed to help her 
survive? He wasn’t sure he would survive. She looked over at him and 
grimaced. 


“Good luck,” she told him and jumped in. A soft, glowing light 
immediately surrounded her form, bringing her to the center of the river. 
Not knowing what else to do, Percy took a deep breath and jumped in. 


There was a long and short version of what happened next. The short 
version? It sucked. It hurt, and he thought he was drowning and dying. Fun. 
However, he saw his mom beckoning him alongside Silena and everyone 
else. For a moment, he thought he saw Castor, but it was only a glimmer 
before he was gone again. Percy shifted a bit - forcing himself on land. 


“Are you coming or not, Pretty Boy?” Annabeth called to him, and Percy 
moved to see Pollux standing next to her. 


“Come on. We’re waiting,” he said irritably. “Don’t we have stuff to do?” 
he asked. Percy felt the part of his body he had focused on - the small of his 
back behind his naval - burn as he reached out towards Silena’s outstretched 
hand. The next thing he knew, he was gasping on land with Hazel rubbing 
his arm. 


“ „are you Okay?” she asked, brushing his hair out of his eyes. Percy 
groaned, but gave her a weak thumbs up. “Good, because Evelyn hasn’t 
come out yet,” she said. Which... come on. Percy had been expecting that, 
but he had hoped that one thing in his life might actually go well. Internally 
groaning, he turned back to the waters. “I’m not sure what to do. I could try 
to go in after- PERCY!” she interrupted herself when he shrugged her off 
and dove back into the water. 


Surprisingly, it just felt like a normal river now with a cool current trying to 
take him towards inky black pools further downstream. He swam, looking 
around desperately before he saw a golden light a bit further to his right. He 
waded out. 


“EVELYN!” he shouted. Nothing. He tried to kick his foot out towards the 
light to see if he could somehow stir something, but all that did was make 
his foot feel hot to the touch. Sighing, he took a deep breath and dove back 
under the water. He saw towards the light - letting the world grow hotter 
and hotter before suddenly he collapsed onto a cobbled road with a gasp. 


“Hey! Wait up!” 


It took Percy a few seconds to adjust to the shock of the world around him. 
It was... kind of like being in a museum? No, not quite. Percy frowned as he 
looked around. He had seen pictures of the 1930s before. Usually in black- 
and-white or in movies that always had that colored tint over them to let 
you know the scene was in the past. There were no tints here. The actual 
color was a little jarring as he digested the city around him. The buildings 
were simultaneously huge and smaller than anything he had ever seen. Like 
if a dollhouse version of the world was blown up actually fit humans. The 
whole thing was surreal. 


And in the midst of it was Evelyn storming over. 


“T said wait up!” A girl called after her, jogging by. Vera. Percy shook his 
head. Another memory, perhaps? He looked around for Evelyn. The current 
version of her had to be around here somewhere. Trying to find whatever 
her tie was to humanity. “Ev - come on,” Vera complained. “You’re such a 


crumb,” she grumbled and raced forward to cut Evelyn off. “You cannot 
seriously be upset with me!” 


“For you hijacking my quest and murdering someone?” 
“T saved your life!” 


“T would have rather died,” Evelyn sniffed and marched by her. “I had it all 
under control,” Evelyn said and picked up a basket as she navigated 
towards a line of fruit stands. “But no, Miss. Bates had to come along and 
prove she’s a gunsel,” she muttered and picked up a tomato as she 
examined it closely. Vera sighed. “That poor harpy didn’t need to die,” she 
added. 


“It was a harpy. Harpies are monsters.” 


“So are you,” Evelyn said and picked up a few more tomatoes. “Why are 
you even here? Seriously, are you trying to prove something? Again?” 


“No,” Vera said indignantly. “I’m not- Hugo is hurt,” she went with. Evelyn 
waited. “He is hurt, and it’s foolish of you to go questing with an injured 
person. Besides, quests typically have three people in them,” she told her. 
Evelyn shook her head and went back to her basket. Percy stepped a little 
closer. They looked younger here. Maybe thirteen? Fourteen? 


“Well, this one has two.” 


“Jeez, Ev. Give me a break,” Vera groaned as Evelyn reached into a bag to 
pull out a coin and place it on the stand before moving to the next one. “Is 
this about me stabbing you? I had to!” She said desperately. “We barely 
even knew each other-" 


“We barely know each other now.” 
“That’s your fault, not mine,” Vera said stubbornly. “Evelyn, please. I 
would like us to get along,” she said and put her hand on her arm. “I know 


you think I’m...” 


“Cruel? Sadistic? Unnecessarily violent?” 


“You know, not everyone has it as good as you do,” Vera told her. Evelyn 
narrowed her eyes. “With your pretty mortal mother who dotes on you and 
your - your dizzy with a dame boyfriend! And your siblings who don‘ try 
to kill you and mortal friends - I mean, honestly. What demigod has mortal 
friends? How is it that everyone you come across adores you?” Vera asked, 
throwing her hands up. “It is so unbelievably frustrating! And it’s easy for 
you to be all good and- whatever it is you are,” she said in disgust. “Not all 
of us get Poseidon to fawn over us when we so much as pet a horse. Some 
of us have to prove we have grit,” she said, crossing her arms. Evelyn 
picked up an apple. 


“Hugo isn’t my boyfriend.” 


“Not yet,” Vera muttered. “Look, I’m sorry I killed the harpy. Just let me 
stay?” she asked and winced, glancing up at the sky as if she might get 
scolded for asking. Evelyn looked over at her and put the apple down. 


“I don’t have it that good,” she frowned. Vera scoffed and looked at the 
ground. “Well, maybe I do compared to everyone else,” she admitted. “I 
thought your mother was alive too?” she asked, tilting her head. Vera gave a 
non-committal shrug. 


“Um, yeah. She just... doesn’t like me very much,” she muttered and shook 
her head. “It doesn’t matter. I’m just saying. You would be a little cruel too 
- under the right circumstances,” she said. Evelyn didn’t look convinced. 
“You kill me, you know that? Please?” she asked, softening her voice. 
Evelyn put a few apples in the basket before placing down another coin. 
Percy wondered what on Earth she planned to make with tomatoes and 
apples. What an awful combination. 


“Fine,” Evelyn said and held up a finger. “Under one condition,” she told 
her. Vera grimaced. “We hold a funeral for that harpy. She was really nice 
and didn’t deserve to be brutally murdered like that.” 


Vera blinked a few times. 


“You...? But it’s gone. It turned into golden dust. What funeral can we- 
okay,” she cut herself off when Evelyn narrowed her eyes. “Fine. Let’s find 


a Chicago overcoat for a harpy of all things,” she shook her head. “You’re 
too soft,” Vera said, plucking one of the apples from the basket to bite into. 
“You should be careful. The gods are going to take advantage of that.” 


“They wouldn’t,” Evelyn dismissed easily and drifted to another stall with 
peaches. “Nor would my father let them,” she added fondly. Vera made a 
face at that. “Besides, the others I met don’t seem so bad. Lord Apollo was 
a little full of it but seemed nice enough,” she mused as she picked up a 
peach and put it back. “I think they could all be quite nice if given a 
chance.” 


“Not all of them are like your father, Evelyn. Not even your father is like 
your father all the time,” Vera said. Evelyn shook her head. “I’m just 
saying... too soft,” she murmured. Evelyn turned with her basket now full 
and started walking to the other end of the street. Percy thought about 
walking with them but was a little confused on how he had gone so long 
without seeing Evelyn. Well, the one he could speak to. He searched around 
some comers up until a voice caught his attention once more. 


“Hey! Wait up!” 


And once again, Evelyn was storming over in the exact direction she had 
originally come. Percy frowned. 


“T said wait up!” Vera called again, and Percy watched in utter confusion as 
the exact same scene replayed itself again - word for word. He stepped a 
little closer, examining them closely as he tried to figure out what was 
going on. The whole thing played the same. Shaking his head, he stepped 
back. 


“EVELYN!” he shouted. This was kind of frustrating. What happened if he 
stayed too long? Evelyn definitely couldn’t stay here too long or risk getting 
Swept away forever. In the distance, he heard a yell. 


“Hey! Wait up!” 


And they started right from the top. Percy felt his irritation grow. This time, 
he followed them as they left, but somehow it had morphed into the same 


exact thing. He had turned a corner to find himself once more in the middle 
of the same street, with Evelyn marching over and Vera chasing after her. 


“Hey! Wait up!” 


“What is this?” he muttered and came closer. Absently, he wondered if this 
was some sort of puzzle. A test? He reached over to one of the stands and 
put his hand out. It went right through the fruit. He turned to Vera and 
watched as she continued speaking her same little monologue. Maybe he 
had to get her away? Perhaps Evelyn was trying to avoid this memory and 
wanted her gone. Only he couldn’t interact with her, either. Big surprise. 


“You know, not everyone has it as good as you do,” Vera was saying. Percy 
turned to watch Evelyn and - wait. Percy narrowed his eyes. Her expression 
had changed. Well, not... changed exactly. He felt a chilling sense of 
creepiness, though. There were tears on her face. Had they been there 
before? No, he was certain there hadn’t been. “...not all of us get Poseidon 
to fawn over us when we so much as pet a horse. Some of us have to prove 
we have grit,” Vera continued. This time, when Evelyn reached for the 
apple, Percy grabbed her wrist. 


There was a gasp, and Evelyn collapsed. 


“Whoa,” Percy said as he jumped forward to catch her. “What the-?” he 
began but was cut off by Evelyn crying. “Okay. Um, alright. Just breathe. 
You’re okay,” he said, rubbing her shoulder. From above them, Vera was 
continuing on as if nothing happened. She was saying the same lines and 
speaking to the space Evelyn had been in. “Hey, it’s me-" 


“No, no- don’t make me!” she practically sobbed as she shuddered on the 
ground. “Please, I’m sorry-" 


“Evelyn, it’s me.” 
“No!” she shrieked. “No, I don’t-" 


“Evelyn!” Percy said loudly and shook her. Her eyes snapped into focus. 
“We don’t have a lot of time. You’re in the River Styx, and at some point, 


your soul is going to burn away into nothing, so we have to find a way to 
connect you to your mortality,” he said. Evelyn looked around, breathing 
quickly. 


“Hugo,” she murmured. “It’s Hugo. I need to find him.” 


“Alright,” Percy said and helped her up. “Let’s find him then. Was he ever 
on this street with you two?” he asked. Evelyn shook her head. They still 
ended up searching for another couple of minutes - Percy’s anxiety 
skyrocketing up as Evelyn appeared to get weaker and weaker with each 
replay of the scene. It was just Vera now. She ran up the street and replayed 
her side of the conversation as if Evelyn was still there. 


“Tt’s no use,” Evelyn finally said with a groan. “He isn’t here. Why would 
he be? He’s dead.” 


Vera was dead too, but she was here. Sort of. It was strange. Percy’s 
experience hadn’t been a memory or a search. He had seen his family right 
in front of him. His sister and his mother... Castor hadn’t been there, but- 


Percy paused. Something clicked in his mind. Castor was dead. So was 
Hugo. Vera was too, but she didn’t appear to Evelyn the same way Percy’s 
family had. This wasn’t just a memory. This was a reminder. 


“Evelyn,” he said gently. She turned, gripping at her hair in frustration from 
where she was watching Vera with resignation. “It is her.” 


“No,” Evelyn sighed. “It isn’t. I know her and I were... it was complicated, 
but Hugo has always been my tie to humanity,” she said and ran her hand 
through her hair. “Vera was different. She had too much to prove-" 


“I know,” Percy interrupted. “Hugo is your tie to humanity,” he agreed. 
Evelyn crossed her arms over her chest. “But you were hers. Look.” 


“Look, Pm sorry I killed the harpy. Just let me stay?” Vera was asking. 
Evelyn stared. 


“See?” Percy told her. “You need to focus on whatever it is that made her... 
I don’t know. Nicer?” he shrugged. Not that he knew Vera very well. It was 
clearly a complicated relationship but based on what he had seen... 


Everything shifted. For a second, Percy’s heart dropped. They were too late. 


Evelyn was still next to him, though. There were two of her now. One 
beside him and another shivering on the ground of a rocking boat. 


“You look awful,” Vera’s voice said, and knelt next to her. “Here. Take 
some more centaur blood,” she said. Evelyn shook her head. She was 
deathly pale - eyes sunken and a dark red dot in the middle of her arm. 
“Come on, you’re getting worse,” Vera told her and offered a small bottle. 


“That’s the last we have,” Evelyn muttered and licked her lips. “And you 
need it if... if... if it ends up on you...” she said, voice a little faint. 


“But it hasn’t-" 


“Tt will,” Evelyn said and leaned against Vera’s shoulder. “You have a better 
chance at surviving. Keep it for yourself. Just... please?” she murmured. 
Vera stiffened. “You promised before. I don’t want to end up like the rest,” 
she whispered. Percy turned to look at the current Evelyn. She was 
watching with wide eyes. 


“I don’t remember this,” she whispered. Percy put a hand on her arm. 


“Pm not killing you,” Vera said. There was a tremor in her voice. “I only 
said I would if you couldn’t be saved, and you can,” she said firmly. Evelyn 
coughed and yanked at her hair. “Just... please. Maybe sail us back to-" she 
began but was cut off by a man popping up with a mop and bucket. 


“Hello, madams,” he began pompously. “I must ask you-" 
Whatever else he was about to say was cut off by Evelyn suddenly 


launching herself at him. Percy jumped as Vera yelped in alarm. Evelyn’s 
pole didn’t hurt him - it looked as if the man was mortal - but that did little 


to deter her as she scratch at his eyes, screeching something in a language 
Percy didn’t know. Vera yanked her off, throwing her to the ground. 


“Evelyn, stop!” 


“Get out of my way, you-" Evelyn began but faltered suddenly. “I... I... 
where...?” she began and fell forward. Vera caught her. Percy grimaced. 
What was this supposed to prove? If anything, Evelyn’s devolving state 
would connect her less with the very thing that was supposed to anchor her. 
Maybe Percy should try and pull her out? It was hard to say. For a second, 
everything went still, and then suddenly, the memory was no longer in the 
day but at night. The floors of the ship were bloodstained - looking almost 
black under the starlight as Evelyn murmured to herself. 


“Therimachus, Deicoon, Creontiades...” Evelyn murmured in a sing-songy 
voice as she walked around the deck. Percy involuntarily stepped back. 
Bodies were all sprawled out lifelessly. Vera seemed to still be alive with 
her sword out, holding onto her side as if injured. “Megara... Megara...” 
Evelyn muttered and collapsed onto the ground to start scribbling in her 
journal. “Megara...Megara...Megara...” 


“Why won’t she leave?” the Evelyn next to Percy asked. She looked like 
she was going to throw up. “She can fly. I don’t understand.” 


Vera leaned heavily against the pole, running a hand over her face. 


“Evelyn?” she asked weakly and held out her sword when Evelyn’s eyes 
shot up. “The gods are coming for you. We... we need...” she started but 
braced herself when Evelyn stood up with a feral hiss. “Oh, come on,” she 
groaned. “Evelyn, please. You can hear me, right?” she asked. Percy tilted 
his head. He remembered - long ago - having a dream about Evelyn and 
Vera fighting Hugo. There had been no attempt to reason from Vera then. 
He wondered why she thought she could with Evelyn. 


“I can hear you,” Evelyn said coolly and took a step towards Vera, weapon 
pointed out. Vera raised her sword uncertainly. Percy braced himself for a 
fight, but at that moment, the entire ship shook. Then they were no longer 


alone. A lightning bolt struck the water as figures appeared on deck. Vera 
gasped. 


“No!” she shouted and spun around to hold up her sword. “Wait - wait!” 
she said and deflected something from the shadows. “I think I know what’s 
wrong with her! It isn’t her fault-" she began, but whatever else she was 
going to say was cut off by a wild round of chaos. People jumped and 
shoved and yelled. Percy could make out slight figures of the gods - trying 
to grab Evelyn as she rabidly managed to keep them all at bay while Vera 
tried to jump in and halt attacks. “Just listen to me!” Vera yelled, growing 
frustrated. 


Evelyn let out a cry of pain. 


“T-" Evelyn yelped as she fell to the floor. Moonlight shone over the boat 
just in time for Percy to see Hermes step away from her with a hint of 
regret. Vera dropped her sword. 


“You hurt her.” 


“She’s murdered everyone here but you!” Hermes objected as Vera shoved 
by them. “She’ll live if we get her ambrosia,” he reasoned. Vera grabbed 
Evelyn’s arms, keeping her upright as the gods moved in a bit closer. It was 
hard to see who all was there in the dim lighting. Percy could have sworn 
he saw his father as he leaned down to pick up Evelyn’s journal from the 
ground. 


“Tt isn’t her fault!” Vera hissed, turning to them. “You-" she began, and her 
voice cut off. Percy stared- trying to figure out what happened to her, when 
he noticed blood blossoming through the front of her shirt. Her chest 
heaved heavily a few times before she fell to her knees. From behind her, 
Evelyn blinked as her hands went lax around the pole. 


“Vera...2” she murmured and fell forward slightly. “I... my...” she began and 
then choked. “Oh, my gods...” 


“Father is going to be pissed,” Ares’ voice said wryly. “Apollo, is there 
anything we can do?” 


From the shadows, Apollo stepped forward towards where Vera had fallen, 
hands clutched around her rapidly expanding wound. Evelyn made a 
choking sound as she tried to crawl in front of her. Ares poked his spear 
warningly at her until Poseidon cleared his throat. 


“No. No, no, no...” Evelyn said as she put trembling hands over Vera’s 
wound. “I... I don’t... where...?” she whispered and looked around. “Where 
is everyone else?” she managed and then didn’t wait for an answer. “Vera, 
I’m sorry. I’m sorry-" 


“Shh,” Vera groaned and rolled over. Her eyes flickered to where Apollo 
had knelt beside her. “Am I done?” she asked - way too calmly for someone 
who was dying. Apollo wordlessly nodded. “Oh... okay,” she managed as 
she choked on something. Evelyn shook her head. “Hey...” she added to 
Evelyn and tapped her arm. “I think... you might go a little... cuckoo... 
again,” she said with a small smile. Evelyn stared at her - looking torn 
between shocked and horrified. “So you have to listen.” 


“I- I- don’t-" 
“It’s okay,” Vera said and patted her arm. “I forgive you. It’s fine.” 
“What?” 


“Tt’s okay,” Vera repeated softly. Her eyes fluttered. “I... I forgive you,” she 
murmured and squeezed her arm. “Pll see you soon, okay? Hugo and I... 
we'll wait.” 


“But-" Evelyn began, but the ship shuddered. When it went still again, 
Evelyn’s eyes had glazed over. Whatever regret or empathy had re-entered 
her eyes was once again gone. When she looked back at the gods, her 
expression darkened. Then - without warning - everything went black. 


Percy opened his eyes to find himself back on the shore. This time, Evelyn 
was beside him. He could see Hazel rushing towards them - eyes wide as 
she jumped over something and parted rocks to reach them faster. Evelyn 
coughed and rolled over. Percy got up. Personally, he felt great. Stronger. 


Faster. More... something. He couldn’t articulate very well, but all of it was 
dampened by Evelyn, rolling over and staring at the darkness above them. 


“she forgave me,” she whispered. Percy grimaced and held out a hand. 
Evelyn glanced at him. Then silently accepted it. Her eyes danced around 
the river, settling over the ghosts all lined up off in the distance. Percy 
placed a hand on her arm. 


“You'll see them again,” he said cautiously. “Isn’t that why you’re doing all 
of this?” 


Evelyn didn’t answer. She seemed too lost in thought. 


“ARE YOU INSANE?!” Hazel shouted and stopped running to bend over 
and catch her breath. After a second, she stood back up. “No!” she yelled 
and pointed at Percy. “No, don’t you ever do that again!” she called and 
stomped over. “Who does that?! Are you even alive?” she demanded and hit 
Percy’s shoulder. “Yes! Good job!” she shouted and then pinched the bridge 
of her nose. “Bad!” she added. Percy laughed. 


“Sorry. Um, we’re okay,” he said with a look towards Evelyn. She turned to 
them, dusting herself off silently, and nodded. Percy almost felt a hint of 
regret. There was a slight glow around her - the same one that Percy 
probably had. He wondered how stupid he really was... helping her through 
this. Now she was free for Kronos to draw power from. Still... could he 
really have left her trap there forever for her soul to be burned away? 


No. She had been right before. No matter where they stood in this war... 
they were all pawns for the immortals. The least they could do was sticks 
together. No matter what the outcome. 


Wordlessly, they all began the trek back up to where they had left Bianca, 
Nico, and Will. Thankfully, they were all still there... but joined by someone 
new. 


“Hi,” Rachel said, voice small and terrified. Percy’s mouth dropped. 
“Bianca says if I step out of this circle that Pl die.” 


Percy turned to where Bianca was looking more and more frustrated with 
everyone there. 


“I didn’t mean it as a threat!” she groaned and threw up her hands. “You’re 
a human! Humans don’t just gallivant into the Underworld!” 


“How did she gallivant into the Underworld?” Hazel asked and waved. “Hi! 
I’m Hazel, by the way!” 


Percy cleared his throat because. Um, like, what? 


“Oh,” Rachel said and wrung her hands. “Your friend sent me? He said to 
enter his maze thingy and lead you through it?” she asked. Percy’s mouth 
dropped. Daedalus. That snake. Percy made one mortal friend, and he stole 
her as his assistant. Ridiculous. 


“Since she’s still technically in the labyrinth, she’s safe,” Bianca chimed in. 
“But if she steps out of that tunnel, then she’s stuck here,” she said. Rachel 
took a step back. “So be careful.” 


“How can you even navigate the maze?” Percy asked. Rachel shrugged. 


“There was a glowing light,” she said simply. “I follow it, and it brings me 
places.” 


Oh, of course. How silly of him. Sighing, Percy stepped inside the 
labyrinth. It seemed just as good of a place to leave as any. Hazel and 
Evelyn both followed him, but Will and Bianca hesitated. 


“I think I should stay,” Bianca said quietly. Everyone turned to her. “Just 
until Nico is better-" 


“You have an army to lead!” Nico objected loudly. “Look, I’m sorry. PIH 
drink more of the stupid centaur blood,” he said, snatching the half-empty 
bottle from Will. Will yanked it right back with a scowl, slapping Nico’s 
hand away. 


“You can’t have too much! It’s poison, remember?” he asked and then 
paused. “Sorry,” he added and patted Nico’s hand. 


“You enrage me,” Nico told him flatly. Then shook his head. “I could... 
come with you?” he added, tilting his head at Bianca. “If you really think 
I’m safe to be around, that is,” he added quietly. Percy’s stomach churned - 
thinking to that memory of Evelyn in the river. He turned to find her also 
staring at Nico with an air of uncertainty. 


“Yes,” she said suddenly. Everyone turned to her. “Because Hercules will 
be dead soon, and you’ll have nothing more to worry about,” she said. She 
jerked her head into the labyrinth. “Come on. Let’s get you back to the land 
of the living,” she said told him, and Nico looked at Bianca. There was 
another beat of hesitation before she nodded. 


“What about Calypso?” he asked. Percy couldn’t see it, but he was pretty 
sure Bianca rolled her eyes. “Can she leave the Underworld and find us?” 


“What is she even doing?” Bianca muttered. “She should already be with 
you,” she said. Nico scowled at her. “Sorry. Yes. Yes, she can come to find 
us. Pll find her later if that makes you feel better,” she sighed. Relief spread 
over Nico’s face. What was Calypso doing, anyway? He didn’t have time to 
ask since Nico stood up, wincing as he did so. Will came over to his side to 
help him. 


“I don’t need your help,” Nico muttered as Will put his arm over his 
shoulders. 


“Okay,” Will agreed and continued helping him. 


“Why are you being so nice to me?” Nico asked him suspiciously as he 
entered the labyrinth. Hazel and Bianca filed in so that the rocks covered 
the exit, leaving them in a pit of darkness. There was a subtle gleam of 
light, and everyone turned to Will. “...are you... what?” Nico asked, 
bewildered. “Are you glowing?” 


“Apparently,” Will sighed and looked around. “Oh, whatever. I can glow! 
Be grateful because it’s dark in here,” he groused and then turned to Nico. 
“I’ve always been nice to you.” 


“Not-uh.” 


“How dare you? I’ve been nothing but charming!” 
“You’ve done nothing but sabotage me!” 


“Sabot-? Have you ever had a friend before?” Will asked indignantly. Nico 
frowned a bit before shrugging. “...oh. You haven’t,” he said. “Great, looks 
like I’m the jerk,” he sighed. 


“Told you so,” Nico muttered. Will glared back. The rest of the group 
wisely stayed silent as they continued on the path Rachel was leading them. 


“Um...” she finally said after a couple minutes. “So... I know Percy and, uh, 
Hazel now,” she added with a wave. “But who are the rest of you people? 
Or should I just call you Nightlight, Grumpy Kid, and Goddess Girl?” 


Bianca laughed, letting her fingers run against the wall, completely at ease. 


“I like Goddess Girl, but you can call me Bianca, too. Grumpy Kid is my 
brother. His name is Nico,” she added and jerked her head at Will. 
“Nightlight is Will. He’s our combat medic and Nico’s... um, Arch 
Frenemy,” she said. Nico stuck his tongue out at her. “Who are you 
exactly?” she asked, and for the rest of the way, Rachel and Bianca made 
idle chit-chat as Rachel explained that Daedalus had appeared to her one 
morning asking if she was Percy Jackson’s clearsighted mortal friend. Upon 
hearing Percy’s name, she said yes and was, thus, enlisted in helping out 
during the war. 


“I am so sorry,” Percy told her as they rounded another corner. “I didn’t 
mean to get you involved in all of this-" 


“Eh, I wasn’t doing anything else,” Rachel said. “Might as well do some 
good. That’s what friends are for, right?” she asked. Will nudged Nico. 


“Are you taking notes on this?” 


“You should have left me in the Underworld,” Nico groaned. Percy was 
about to tell them both to shut up when a door appeared to them. Rachel 


wasted no time pushing it open and looking out. She peered inside, yelped, 
and then closed it again. Everyone waited. 


“Um,” she said and wrung her hands together. “I’m not sure I led you to the 
right place,” she admitted. Percy tilted his head. “But this is where the light 
is leading me...” she trailed off and then cracked the door open again. 
“Yeah, I don’t know what this place is,” she said. Percy looked at the 
others, who shrugged. Evelyn finally pushed her way forward and opened 
the door. Then shut it. 


Everyone waited again. 
“Um,” Evelyn said and jutted her thumb at the door. “That is Olympus.” 


.. horribly awkward. Percy turned to Rachel, who had impossibly wide 
eyes. Great. 


Percy was about to suggest for maybe Bianca and Hazel to try shadow 
traveling them (Nico didn’t look well enough to try) before a sudden 
thought occurred to him. 


“Wait,” he said and pushed past everyone. “Olympus? As in where the other 
gods are supposedly trapped in?” he asked. Everyone hesitated. 


“Percy-" someone said, but Percy shoved himself through the door. A bright 
light blinded him for a moment as he found himself, indeed, in front of the 
throne room on Olympus. Percy’s skin prickled. Zeus. Zeus was also here. 
Taking a deep breath, he ignored the calls for him and walked straight 
inside. The doors boomed open at his entrance. He half-expected them all to 
be in their thrones, but there was nobody. Typical. 


Well, nobody except... 
“They’re at the titan camp.” 
Percy turned to find a girl tending to a fire behind him. 


“The gods?” he asked. Warm eyes lifted to meet his - a soft orange that 
seemed to crackle like a gentle campfire. 


“Yes,” she said. “Zeus wished to launch a preemptive attack. He has been 
quite... paranoid, as of late. The others went with him,” she said simply. 
Percy stared. This girl... he knew her. At least, he felt he should. She 
chuckled at his expression. “I am Hestia. We haven’t met, officially,” she 
told him and patted a space next to the fire. “Come. We should speak. It 
won’t take long.” 


Percy wasn’t sure he should trust that, but there was a promise in her voice 
that lulled him in. 


“Tf they’re launching an attack, then I should be there to protect-" 


“You needn’t worry,” Hestia interrupted with a heavy sigh. “They will turn 
against him.” 


Percy paused. 


“Um, they will?” he asked. Hestia grimaced and stoked the fire. It crackled 
merrily as she worked. 


“They do not know of Castor Angevin’s death,” she said simply. Percy 
frowned. “I warned Zeus to be forthcoming, but...” she shook her head. “He 
decided it was best to keep them in the dark. Soon Dionysus will realize his 
son is dead and turn against his father. Aphrodite will lear he had 
originally intended to strike you down and do the same. They will all fall 
away soon after,” she said quietly. Percy didn’t know how to respond. He 
had known Olympus was closed, of course. Known the gods were beyond 
reach, but... did Dionysus honestly not know Castor’s fate? How could Zeus 
not tell him? Why would he let him know now? Hestia smiled as if reading 
his mind. “He does not truly understand the ire they all have locked away 
from him,” she said quietly and shook her head. “He wasn’t always like 
this,” she added quietly. 


“Cruel and sadistic?” 


“He was once a boy who wanted nothing more than to save his family,” 
Hestia chuckled. “You and he were not so different. Hiding from those who 
would have you killed and trying to save those who you love,” she said and 


placed a hand on his knee. “However, even while deep in Tartarus, our 
father won. Time changes things. Changes even the most divine and 
immortal. You cannot rewind it, but you can always hope to change again,” 
she mused. Percy moved a little closer to the flames. 


“I don’t think there is a way to redeem him,” Percy said. Hestia didn’t seem 
to put out by his response. 


“Maybe not - but that is not for us to concern ourselves with. That is a 
struggle that will only lie with him.” 


Percy mulled over that. 


“How... did you know I’m in hiding too? Am I really so obvious?” he 
laughed. Hestia smiled. 


“I do not know what you are hiding,” she admitted. Percy tilted his head in 
surprise. “Only that you are. I can tell when there are those who are 
uncomfortable in what should be their home. You came close, but there was 
always... something holding you back,” she said and stood up, raising her 
hands to dim the flames. “You should go. It is time for you to make your 
decision,” she said and grabbed Percy’s hand, patting it. 


“What decision?” 


“The Olympians are down below. I’ve told them you will be there soon. 
Hephaestus will help you when the time is right - given he has decided to 
aid your cause. Simply tell him when to drop the nets, and he will,” she 
said. Percy stared at her. What was she talking about? Was she suggesting 
he go fight Zeus now? 


Which, well, okay, yeah. He had walked in here intending to do just that, 
but... still. It was weird to think they were all down there potentially waiting 
for him to appear like some sort of cage match. Hestia led him out of the 
throne room, pulling his hand to where the labyrinth door was still open. 
The others were all waiting - stuck, Percy realized. None of them could 
move out of the door. He had been so concerned with finding Zeus he 


hadn’t noticed they couldn’t follow. They all paused when they saw Percy 
approach. 


“Good luck, Perseus Jackson,” Hestia said. “I hope you can keep the 
peace... even though there is no peace to be had in these times,” she said 
and patted his arm. Percy turned - fully intending to thank her for the very 
cryptic conversation, but she had already gone. Unsure of what else to do, 
he dragged his feet to the door and walked through. 


“What was that about?” Rachel asked, but her voice cut off as the labyrinth 
completely fell away. They were no longer in a dim corridor but instead in 
an open field. Near the titan camp, to be precise. He could see the 
abandoned towers in the distance and the ocean to his side. Apparently, the 
demigods were aware of the attack because they gathered around now - 
poised to strike. Nobody moved, though. Percy couldn’t be sure who all 
was there. The titan demigods? The rebellion ones? Campers from Camp 
Half-Blood? Maybe all of them. He would find out later. Now wasn’t the 
time with the Olympians are loudly arguing with one another. 


“SILENCE!” Zeus shouted, and the crowd quieted. “We came here to rid 
ourselves of-" 


“Is it true?” Dionysus interrupted hotly. His thyrsus appeared in his hand as 
he gestured to where Pollux was standing, looking absolutely baffled. “Has 
my son been killed at your hand?” 


“Hardly surprising,” Aphrodite noted. “He has killed his own children and 
those of Hades and Poseidon. Why not yours? What is upsetting is that he 
broke our pact to try and kill mine-" 


“As if your children are the only who matters!” 
“To me? Yes.” 


Ooh. Percy felt a pang at that. He had worried constantly about Aphrodite’s 
reaction to his identity whenever it was inevitably revealed. This was... not 
reassuring. Zeus looked around. He seemed genuinely confused by the 
response. Percy might actually feel bad for him if the confusion wasn’t 


morphing into anger as he glowered around. He looked to where Athena 
was watching silently - face an impasse. 


“Perhaps we should join Artemis and Apollo, after all,” Hermes interjected. 
“T thought them foolish, but if you are to go behind our backs, then maybe 
we are to draw the line.” 


“I am the king,” Zeus hissed, and thunder crackled above. “I do not need to 
explain myself to anyone. Hera!” he snapped. Hera said nothing. She 
looked at him for a few minutes before interlacing her fingers together. 
Finally, she smiled. 


“T have forgiven much of you, husband. Perhaps I have some forgiveness 
left in me still,” she told him and then stepped back towards Pollux. “But I 
will not forget your attempt on Jason Grace’s life.” 


Interesting. Even more interesting was that at the name, Hera’s appearance 
flickered. Her eyes turned from brown to blue, and her hair grew longer as 
her clothes became less royal and more battle-ready. She may have even 
been in armor before she returned to how she originally looked. Percy 
stared. Jason Grace. Thalia’s brother. How did he tie into any of this? Not 
that he had time for that now. He drew Riptide. 


“AND I WON’T FORGET CASTOR’S DEATH!” he shouted. The gods 
whipped around. Zeus closed his eyes in annoyance. “I said I would defeat 
you for it, you know. I’m not sure if you heard,” he said. A few of the gods 
raised their brows in collective surprise as others moved back. Evelyn 
grabbed Percy’s arm, but he shrugged her off. 


“Percy-" 


“Tm going to do this,” Percy snapped as his friends all tried to pull him 
back. They paused. “I need to do this. I said you could have Hercules, 
didn’t I?” he added to Evelyn. She hesitated, eyes flicking to Zeus. Bianca 
was Shaking her head. “This is my choice,” he said firmly and turned back. 


“You are challenging me to a duel?” Zeus asked, turning to face him. His 
master bolt appeared in his hand. 


“Sure am!” Percy called and moved away from his friends. “Hope you 
don’t mind getting your ass kicked by a teenager!” he shouted and took a 
few steps forward. The first bolt of lightning struck, and one of the 
buildings in the distance went up in flames. 


“You are a foolish child,” Zeus said. “Blinded by your arrogance in 
deciding what is right and wrong,” he said. Percy scoffed. 


“Are you sure it is me you’re talking about, my lord?” he asked innocently. 
Zeus’ skin crackled. “I may very well be arrogant, but so are you,” he said. 
There were murmurs from the crowd, and Percy and Zeus began to circle 
one another. “And, in the past, you have had every reason to be... but not 
here. Look around. Nobody likes you,” he said bluntly. Hermes snorted. 
Zeus’ eyes narrowed. 


“You will suffer greatly for your impudence.” 


“Maybe... but you’re going to suffer my impudence first,” Percy told him 
sagely and brought out his sword. If he was going to fight the King of the 
Gods, he was going to have to give some opinions. Might as well go all the 
way, right? “Your own children turned against you. It looks like even your 
own wife - and I am quite frankly very proud of her for that,” he added as 
an afterthought. “We’re not cool, but congrats!” he called to her. 


A lightning strike hit beside him - regaining his attention. 


“Speak your last words,” Zeus advised. Oh. Well. Apparently, there was no 
more foreplay left. Unfortunate. Percy had lots more to say. 


“You’ve killed so many people,” he decided. “And I could tell you how 
horrible it is to lose someone you love, but... Pm not sure you know what 
love or loss is - so I won’t waste my breath,” he said and got in position. 
“Just fight.” 


“Perhaps you beat my son long ago, but I can assure you I pose a greater 
challenge,” Zeus said as he readied his stance. “You are nothing but a 
demigod,” he said. Percy raised Riptide. 


“You have no idea what I am,” he said and waited. Three... two... one... 


Zeus lashed forward. His movements were quick - like wind zipping around 
him as Percy weaved and dodged quick lightning strikes charring the 
ground and metal shards raining from the sky. Percy deflected the metal bits 
with Riptide as he spun to try and get a good slice into Zeus. Each hit was 
easily countered or blocked before Percy went back to the defense. Worried 
whispers darted around them. 


Percy swallowed, trying to focus on what he knew. The plates beneath his 
feet. The ocean to his side. He could feel the Earth as if it were an extension 
of himself. He thought back to Mount St. Helens and took a deep breath. 
Zeus lunged again. This time, Percy slammed into the ground, and the Earth 
trembled beneath him - shaking so violently that trees and buildings 
shuddered. There was a loud crack, and one of the buildings crumbled into 
a pile of dust while another one screeched as it leaned to the side. A crack 
formed between Percy and Zeus, dividing the ground. Percy got up and 
grabbed the shell Poseidon had given him. If there was a time to use a 
secret weapon... it would probably be now. 


He really hoped it wasn’t something stupid. 


Running forward, he snapped the shell between his hands. He felt 
something smooth and long grow in his hand. Another burst of lightning 
came from the sky. Percy raised it up and - much to his surprise - deflected 
the hit. Zeus’ eyes widened. Percy was a little surprised, too but didn’t have 
much time to investigate. Instead, he let instinct kick in and flipped the 
weapon over, and drove it into the ground. 


There was a sound almost like rain... a pattering as something vibrated 
beneath him before Percy realized it was the dirt beginning to sink down 
into the Earth from the previous crack - parting to make a larger divide 
between him and Zeus. Percy yanked the weapon back and braced himself 
for another attack. 


He didn’t have to wait long. Another burst of lightning came - only 
deflected by Percy raising his arm in the nick of time before redirecting the 
lightning in front of him. There was a burst of dust as the lightning hit the 


cavern. Rocks fell, and Percy could feel his body groan at handling such a 
raw amount of power. From above them, there was a swirl of black clouds 
coming down. 


Oh. Oh, okay. There was now a tornado, apparently. It hit the ground, and 
the crack between them widened - water spilled in as Zeus seemed to swell 
in size. The tornado shook the ground, heading straight for Percy. He 
looked around before eyeing the water in the cavern below. Not knowing 
what else to do, Percy looked down into the water and brought his hands 
together. The water began to swirl, forming a violent whirlpool between 
them. 


Zeus threw a bolt of lightning down, and the water burst - sending Percy 
falling back as he tried to reorient himself. Gathering the mist from the 
blast, he used the vapors to make more copies of himself around. Zeus 
roared so that the mist scattered, but Percy was already making his next 
illusion. The water formed next to him - making a vaguely humanoid shape. 
Percy took a deep breath. 


“Usually, I can show people their desires,” he said and slammed his weapon 
forward to deflect another bolt of lightning. “But what could you want, my 
lord?” he asked, and Zeus roared again as Percy dodged, jumping on some 
water that whisked him away. Percy jumped off and rolled between his legs. 
He swung the weapon, but Zeus spun around, wielding a bolt of lightning 
like a sword to deflect the hit. “You’ve always taken what you wanted. Your 
kingdom - your wife,” he said and ducked to avoid a blow as he slammed 
down the shell weapon to the side - lightly grazing his calf. Zeus’ form 
brightened. “All the lovers you wanted, your children, all of it-" he said, 
and the water reformed, this time making something that seemed to 
resemble a tall, slender man before Zeus burst that one into nothing as well. 


“I don’t think even you know what you want,” Percy breathed out and 
jumped on several rocks to leap into the air, plunging the weapon down into 
Zeus’ arm. He screeched, and when Percy brushed his skin, it burned to the 
touch. “But... maybe... I can show you... the opposite,” he said, and Zeus 
swatted him to the ground so that he hit a rock with a sickening crack. If it 
hadn’t been for Achilles’ curse, his spine might have broken, but here he 
just got up (leaving a nice little crater behind). Percy clenched his fist, and 


finally, his powers came through, so the water finished forming the man 
beside Zeus. 


And, really, it said something. It said something that Zeus paused. He knew 
it was water. He had seen Percy form it. And yet... he still paused. 


Kronos’ form finished, and Zeus’ face hardened. He turned back to Percy, 
but it was too late. The distraction had given Percy the few seconds he 
needed. With a battle cry, he jumped on Blackjack, swooping down to 
swipe down across the back of his neck. Zeus stumbled - ichor flowing 
freely as Percy caused another tremor underneath them to further unsteady 
him as he jumped off towards Evelyn. He yanked her net from her hands 
and thrust it out, catching it just around Zeus’ ankles, so he felt back into 
the whirlpool below. There was a horrifying sizzling sound - water bubbling 
as steam rose from Zeus’ skin as he was sucked down. Percy turned to 
Hephaestus, remembering Hestia’s words. 


“NOW! 33 


The ropes dropped right as Percy raised his hands, so the water froze 
around Zeus. The rest happened in a blur. Shards of ice shot everywhere as 
Zeus yanked himself off, but the net had already fallen, trapping him in. A 
second net came. Then a third. A fourth. A fifth - pinning Zeus down in the 
pit of water as he screamed. Percy waved his hand, and water rose out of 
the cavern, forming twisted ribbons of water around him. He grabbed the 
end of his weapon and pointed it forward - sending them hurtling towards 
Zeus like a ribbon to seal him in place. Zeus’ roars quieted. 


Everything was quiet. It was then that Percy realized exactly what he was 
holding. 


Percy stood on top of the rock with Poseidon’s trident in hand. His body 
seemed to buzz with an energy he never felt before - a glow, a blessing, a 
something that he couldn’t quite give a name to as he looked out over the 
ruins in front of him. Zeus was on the ground, roped in silver, gold, and 
bronze nets as Percy towered above on the broken piece of stone. Ichor and 
blood dripped off of him as he breathed heavily in an attempt to catch his 


breath. A thousand pairs of eyes were on him. Percy raised the trident, and 
the water around him slammed back down into the ocean. 


“My name,” he said and met Zeus’ blazing eyes below. “Is Perseus 
Jackson... and I am the son of Poseidon.” 


He jumped down from the rock, still holding onto the trident. A few people 
stumbled back, but the Olympians all remained perfectly still. Percy’s eyes 
fell to Zeus’ master bolt, crackling dangerously on the ground. Shifting the 
trident slightly, he reached down and picked it up. More people backed 
away. 


“And I don’t think I am the only one in hiding,” he said and walked up to 
the gods. He tried his best to keep himself focused and not look at 
Aphrodite. He wasn’t ready for her reaction. Not yet. Ares was shaking 
slightly - almost like he might explode any minute. Percy ignored them all 
until he was face-to-face with Athena. He held out the bolt. “Rumor has it 
there’s a prophecy about you. Pl fulfill mine if you fulfill yours.” 


Athena stared him down. For a second, he thought she might just 
disintegrate him. 


“You would trust me with this?” 


Percy smiled wryly. Then looked at Zeus behind him. It looked as if he was 
trying to change into his divine form, but the ropes prevented it. 


“I’m not sure,” he said. “Maybe not completely - and I’m not saying you’re 
in charge forever! But... You are the goddess of battle strategy, and we have 
a battle on our hands. I think we can form an alliance. You know, as two 
wolves in sheep’s clothing,” 


Athena’s lips twitched. 


Then she took the bolt. 


11. Chapter 11 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Sorry, this took longer. Writing can actually be very difficult when you 
don't want to lol. Ngl there were also some parts in writing this one 
that made me a little emotional so... yeah. Big yikes. 


Also, y'all know I love long chapters, but this is around 30,000 words 
so if you need a snack or something then grab that. There are two page 
breaks in there if you need a pause, but yeah. Super long. Enjoy lol. 


Percy would rather face a hundred monsters than turn to his left. 


As it was, there were so many eyes on him. So much shock and outrage. 
People were already raising their weapons - angry whispers mixed in with 
furious objections from all sides. Even some of the gods were looking at 
Percy with uncertainty. Still, he couldn’t turn left. He wasn’t ready for that. 


“Hey- hey!” someone snarled, and Percy glanced over to see Mitchell 
disarming someone. “What the Hell do you think you’re doing?” he asked 
and shoved the person down. There were more angry murmurs. “All of you 
are dumbasses. He just fought Zeus. Do you think your swords stand a 
chance?” he asked. Percy’s heart sank. Oh. Yeah. Of course. He looked 
down and awkwardly shifted, a little uncertain of what to do next when 
something touched his leg. He jumped - peering down to find Lacy looking 
up at him with big eyes. 


“Can I hold the trident?” she asked. The tension in his stomach loosened as 
Percy laughed weakly. 


“I’m not sure that’s a good idea-“ 


“Are you insane?” Drew’s voice came next. Percy felt a swell of surprise to 
find several members of the Aphrodite cabin all filtering out of the crowd 
towards him. “Who does that? How could you be so-? Silena, you let him 


do this?!” she asked and pulled him into a hug. Percy stumbled, almost 
falling at the suddenness of it. 


“I think it was awesome,” Jaime said stoically and looked at where Zeus 
was still under the nets. “Are we going to kill him?” 


“You can’t kill gods,” Troy informed her and then looked at Percy 
hopefully. “Can I hold the trident?” 


“He said no,” Lacy reported back sadly. Jaime began loudly protesting that 
they could figure out a way to murder Zeus as Mitchell made his way up, 
crossing his arms over his chest. Percy cringed. He remembered Mitchell’s 
comments of kdtaras well. The rest of the cabin all fell silent. Silena was 
walking up - possibly to defend him when Mitchell took a few more steps 
forward, so he was right in Percy’s face. 


“You have a lot of nerve,” he said. Percy swallowed. “Do you know how 
many canoe races we lost against the other cabins? And you didn’t even 
think to cheat?” he asked. Percy blinked. “I told you that I bet twelve 
drachmas that we could win a race against the Demeter cabin, and you just 
let me lose my money?” he asked. Percy felt a smile spread across his face. 
“No, no! Don’t look so pleased with yourself - Drew. Are you with me on 
this?” 


“Yeah, what the Hell, Percy?” Drew said and threw up her hands. “And 
what was with that intro? You’re ditching us for Poseidon?” 


“Oh,” he said and rubbed the side of his arm. “Well, I mean, he... he’s my 
dad-“ 


“You don’t know that man.” 


Percy laughed. He felt a swell of relief as Sam shook their head, placing a 
hand on him so that any residual fear morphed into a sort of tranquility. He 
wanted to be annoyed and the emotional intervention, but Sam might have 
erased that too. Perhaps it was needed, though. It was the confidence that he 
needed to finally look left. 


Violet eyes were watching him. They shifted slightly - mirroring his 
mother’s eyes as Percy turned and took a few steps towards where 
Aphrodite was waiting. Her expression was completely blank as he knelt, 
bowing his head. The people surrounding them hushed. Aphrodite said 
nothing. 


“I... should explain myself,” he began and bit his lip as he tried to find the 
words. “I never- I mean, I... I know I’ve taken advantage of you and your 
kindness. It... I hope you can understand why I did it - and I meant what I 
said! Everything I’ve done, I wanted to honor you for giving me sanctuary 
in all of this. I’m sorry that I lied. And Elliott Parker!” he added with a yelp 
and risked a quick glance up. He couldn’t read her expression. “He wasn’t 
Poseidon’s son. He was a child of Phorcys trying to make Big Three kids 
look bad! So, um, it... please don’t hate Poseidon kids. I definitely wouldn’t 
ever hurt anyone in your cabin. Never. I just...” he trailed off, growing silent 
when he felt a hand lightly touch his head. 


“Rise,” Aphrodite told him. Bracing himself, he stood up and forced 
himself to meet her eyes. “Are you hurt?” 


Percy frowned and then shook his head. Her hand went up to his cheek - 
brows coming together almost in confusion. 


“You don’t seem upset,” Percy said cautiously. She raised an eyebrow. “Are 
you not angry I pretended to be your son?” 


“Pretended?” Aphrodite repeated slowly. “Perseus, you are my son.” 


He stared. Had she... somehow missed his, uh, announcement over there? 
Maybe she got distracted? Fell asleep? He wasn’t sure. It could have been a 
boring fight. “Maybe not in the way I thought, but nevertheless,” she said. 
Percy stared back at her in utter bewilderment. 


“But, uh, Poseidon?” he said and held up the trident. Aphrodite scoffed. 
Then brought up both hands to place on his cheeks. “You still want me?” he 
asked - not really daring to believe it. 


“Want you? This isn’t an issue of wanting you. You are mine whether I 
want you or not,” she said simply and lowered her hands. Percy stared at 
her as if she had grown a second head. “Listen to me,” she told him. Percy 
swallowed. “There is a mortal saying... that we cannot choose our family. 
Often, this is correct. Rarely can we pick our children,” she said with a 
shake of her head. “And I did not pick you - even if I claimed you,” she said 
and clasped her hands together in front of her. “However, you did pick me. 
And for that, I am honored.” 


Oh, no. Percy couldn’t cry. So many people were still watching him. 


Eh, whatever. It probably wasn’t appropriate to just hug a goddess, but 
Percy had a long day, and he was just so relieved. Aphrodite didn’t seem to 
mind as she chuckled - running a hand over the back of his head as she 
squeezed back. When he let go, someone cleared their throat. 


“Dad,” Percy said and gave him a weak smile. “Um, I’m guessing you want 
this back?” he asked, holding out the trident. Poseidon grabbed it - though 
his eyes were narrowed at Aphrodite. 


“Yes, thank you, my son,” he said and then turned to give Aphrodite the 
fakest smile he had ever seen on an immortal. “And I must thank you for 
looking after him for all these years, Aphrodite. Even if you did not realize 
it. I am indebted to you.” 


“Aw,” Aphrodite chuckled. “That is so sweet,” she said and put a hand on 
Percy’s arm. “But no.” 


“No?” 
“No 33 


“Um, what?” Percy asked, a little out of the loop. He wasn’t entirely sure 
what they were no-ing about, but he also got the feeling this argument 
wouldn’t be resolved soon. 


“Do you think you can just take him back?” Aphrodite asked. Poseidon 
rolled his eyes. “I raised him. I claimed him. Were you the one dealing with 


his endless, illegal quests? No. Giving him gifts? No. Receiving his 
prayers? No. My children taught him everything he knows. Don’t pretend 
like you can just stake a claim and leave.” 


“You cannot steal my son.” 
“He’s not your son.” 


“He-? Excuse me?” Poseidon said and huffed. “I did all of those things too! 
Just with discretion,” he objected and then scowled. “I worried when Hades 
confided in me about Demeter’s obstinance,” he grumbled. Percy bit back 
amusement at the idea that Hades had called Poseidon to complain about 
the Nico-Bianca-Demeter situation. “You cannot follow in her footsteps. He 
is my child. He used my powers to defeat Zeus!” 


“He also used mine,” Aphrodite shrugged. “I- watch this,” she said and 
turned to where the other Aphrodite kids were patiently waiting behind 
them. “Hello, my darlings!” she called over. “Lacy, sweetheart, who is 
Perseus to you?” she asked. Lacy looked over from trying to climb on 
Jaime’s shoulders to stare blankly at them. 


“Perseus? Who is that?” she asked and then grinned. “Oh! Percy!” she said 
when he waved at her. “That’s my brother,” she told him and then looked at 
Troy. “Why did she call him Perseus?” she whispered as Aphrodite smugly 
turned back to Poseidon. He scowled for a moment before looking out to 
the crowd. 


“EVELYN!” 


“Don’t you dare try to include me in this!” Evelyn’s voice answered. 
Poseidon spluttered as Percy had to look down at the ground to hide his 
smile. It was kind of flattering. He hadn’t anticipated two godly parents 
wanting him. Whatever else Poseidon might have used as an argument was 
cut off by a sudden cry from behind them as Nico di Angelo pushed his way 
to the front and pointed at Percy. 


“You were serious?!” he shouted. Percy shook his head at him in 
exasperation. “No, I don’t believe it. You aren’t Poseidon’s son,” he said 


stubbornly as Aphrodite gave a small ‘aha!’ under her breath. “It doesn’t 
make sense - you have love magic!” he argued. 


“I do?” 


“He does?” Poseidon asked at the same time. Nico’s scowl deepened as he 
stood up on a piece of debris from Zeus and Percy’s fight. 


“HOW MANY PEOPLE HERE THINK PERCY HAS LOVE MAGIC?!” 
he shouted. Rachel raised her hand. So did a solid thirteen other people. 
Apollo slowly lifted his hand before Artemis slapped it back down. 
“SEE?!” Nico shrieked. Percy stared - dumbstruck. 


“Huh,” he said and turned to Silena. “You really did a good job in helping 
me blend in.” 


Silena closed her eyes. 


“Oh, sweetheart,” she sighed and walked over to where Aphrodite was 
gloating, and Poseidon was loudly beginning to object. She rubbed his arm. 
“Pve bought you so many mirrors in hopes you might work through this,” 
she muttered. Percy rolled his eyes as he let himself be led away. “You’re 
not hurt, are you? I don’t know where your weak spot is...” she said, 
stepping back to examine Percy carefully. 


“No, I’m good,” he said, grabbing her hands to stop her from poking at him. 
“But I do have a bone to pick with you,” he added. Silena raised an 
eyebrow. “You promised me a tattoo,” he said and held out his hands. “And 
now I have the Curse of Achilles, so I can’t get one. You planned this,” he 
added to her with a pout. Silena’s lips quirked up. 


“T think that if it isn’t an attack, then you’re good,” she said. Percy 
narrowed his eyes. Was that a thing? He thought back to Achilles. He had 
scars all over his body... which was kind of weird in retrospect. Didn’t his 
mom dip him in the River Styx as a baby? Maybe there were loopholes. 
“What would you even get?” she added, sounding genuinely curious. They 
had talked about it a few times back when he was twelve and desperately 
trying to blend in as much as possible. 


“A grapevine or something. For Castor,” he shrugged and then paused. 
“Maybe something for Thalia, too,” he considered. Silena’s face softened. 


“I thought Castor was allergic to grapes?” she asked. Percy grinned. He had 
been. He and Pollux were deathly allergic because Dionysus was currently 
banned from wine or anything grape-related. It had led to one particular 
instance where Percy jokingly said Castor should try one and stick himself 
with an EpiPen only for Castor to do exactly that. Somehow, that had been 
a calmer time in his life. 


“Tt would be an ode to his heritage and an attempt to annoy him from the 
afterlife,” Percy reasoned. Silena rolled her eyes before hooking their arms 
together. She looked like she might say something else but was silenced by 
a loud gasp as Ares suddenly moved forward. Silena yelped and shoved 
Percy to the ground with her - sizzling heat blasting overhead as yells and 
growls of anger swirled around them. When Percy looked back up, Hermes 
and Artemis each had a hold on Ares as Athena pointed the master bolt at 
his throat. 


“This is a disgrace,” Ares hissed out and tried to pull away from the other 
gods’ grips. “He is king! Release him!” he demanded. Athena narrowed her 
eyes. 


“He has lost the fight.” 


“And you’re in charge? Because some snot-nosed brat decided to crown 
you?” he asked loudly. Silena’s hand tightened on Percy’s arm. “I will not 
accept this. What of the rest of you? Mother?” he asked, turning to Hera. 
“Would you truly stand against your own husband for this wretch?” he 
asked. Hera’s face remained blank. “Poseidon, you would go against him?” 
he asked. Poseidon also didn’t answer. “Fools. I will release him myself-“ 


“Take another step,” Athena cut in coolly. “And you will join him.” 
Everyone went deadly silent. 


Unsurprisingly, Ares did the stupid thing and launched forward. There was 
another burst of light, and Athena had him pinned in seconds, bounding his 


wrists in bronze ropes. There were some screams from the campers - 
Clarisse stepped forward with an outraged cry. 


“You can’t do that! He’s the God of War!” she shouted, shoving a few kids 
to the side to step forward before gesturing to the titan army. “Here we all 
are right next to the enemy, and you want to arrest the one person who can 
help take down the titans after you subdued Zeus!” she said. A few of her 
siblings all gave sharp cries of agreement. Athena hesitated, then looked at 
Ares with thin lips. 


“He would release our father,” she finally said. “And until we know his 
fate, I cannot allow that. I’m sorry, child.” 


Clarisse’s face hardened. 


“You won’t disrespect us like this,” she said darkly, looking around. “Well?! 
Anyone else have something to say?!” she asked. Percy grimaced as she 
shook her in disgust, giving Athena a hard look. “We will not fight with 
you. Have fun under the titan’s rule,” she said and turned away, grabbing 
one of her brothers’ shoulders to shove him away from the crowd. Silena 
cursed. 


“That’s not good - Clarisse!” she called and gave Percy a quick kiss on the 
cheek before racing after her. “CLARISSE!” 


Percy felt his previous relief zap out of him immediately. Now that Silena 
was gone, he felt a stab of concern as he turned to find everyone watching. 
A few people watched with their weapons out while others backed away - 
almost scattering when he met their eyes. He took a step forward, and one 
camper raised her spear defensively. Percy winced. 


“Fuck off,” Evelyn snapped as she passed by and shoved the spear down. 
Then smiled at Percy. “Hey there, champ,” she told him and took Silena’s 
place next to him. “Don’t be stupid and wander off alone after all of that. 
They will still try to stab you in the back. You just took down a powerful 
god. Everyone is afraid of you,” she told him bluntly. Percy deflated. 


“The Aphrodite kids aren’t,” he said and then perked up. “Mitchell was 
okay with it!” 


Evelyn’s face softened. 


“That’s great,” she said gently and squeezed his arm. “But don’t let your 
guard down. Especially not now,” she sighed, looking at where there was a 
stirring among the groups. “Kronos has ordered us back to prepare for 
battle. He’s trying to behave, but I can tell he’s getting nervous,” she said, 
wringing her hands. 


“What do you mean?” 


“T told him that we need to be as empathetic and fair as possible to keep our 
allies from following the rebellion. With Zeus gone,” she took a long breath 
and pressed a finger to her temper. For a second, her eyes flashed gold, and 
Percy almost jolted back. When they settled again, she shook her head, 
looking vaguely annoyed. “With Zeus gone,” she repeated. “He’s really 
counting on Typhon to take down the rest of the Olympians,” she said and 
grimaced. “If he had his way, he would attack right now.” 


It was honestly that route that made the most sense. The idea they were all 
just standing there... knowing that they’ll all be killing each other soon 
was... strange. Percy looked around with a heavy heart. It was a harsh 
reminder that this really wasn’t their war. They were just the soldiers in it. 
Evelyn tapped his shoulder to regain his attention. 


“Percy,” she said and smiled weakly. “The next time we see each other, 
we’re going to be enemies. You do understand that, right?” 


“We don’t have to be,” Percy said. “Honestly, Evelyn. This could be so 
easy. Ares just stepped out. Zeus is gone. I know you don’t like the 
Olympians, but if you just joined us... people would follow you. We could 
take down the titans and focus on... I don’t know. Infrastructure or 
something,” he said. Evelyn raised an eyebrow. “You know, political... 
reformation... stuff,” he decided. She laughed. For a second, it looked like 
she considered the words before the expression dropped. 


“But they aren’t going to bring Vera and Hugo back.” 


“They could,” Percy objected. Evelyn looked at him. “Athena is in charge 
now. We could ask her,” he said, though his voice was doubtful. He wasn’t 
really sure how that would even work. Evelyn and Hazel were plants 
brought back to human forms. Could dead souls be resurrected? “I mean, 
Hades would be grateful for you helping Nico and Bianca and... wait!” he 
gasped and grabbed her hand. “Come here,” he said and dragged her 
through the crowd to where Bianca was kneeling next to an exasperated 
Nico. 


“I just had some centaur blood. Will, tell her I just had some centaur blood,” 
he said, reaching out to lightly nudge Will. Bianca was frowning at where 
nasty black spirals were beginning to move up Nico’s arm - looking 
concerning enough that nobody aside from Will and Demeter stood within a 
hundred yards of them. 


“but we’re mortal enemies,” Will said, looking down at Nico with a 
smugness that would have had Percy laughing in any other situation. Nico 
glared back up. “He did just have centaur blood,” he added to Bianca. “I’m 
going to have my dad look at him-” 


“Try Hera,” Percy said, pulling Evelyn over with him. “Calypso said she 
was Hercules’ greatest weakness, so she would be the best bet in healing 
the mark,” he said. Bianca frowned, giving a slight nod. Her eyes flicked to 
Will. 


“Yeah, I'll go get her,” Will said and then gave Nico a sweet smile. “For my 
favorite mortal enemy,” he drawled. Nico’s lip puckered out slightly as he 
watched them go. Bianca laughed. 


“T bet you miss him being nice to you now, huh?” she asked, ruffling Nico’s 
hair. He muttered something lowly and drew his knees to his chest. Demeter 
frowned at him, a worried frown set on her lips before she looked over at 
where the rest of her cabin was sitting. Katie Gardner was watching in the 
distance - keeping a hand on one of the younger campers. 


It looked as though the Demeter cabin hadn’t been on board with Nico like 
the Aphrodite cabin was with Percy. He watched as Nico weakly waved at 
Miranda. When she turned away, he deflated slightly. 


Side Note: When all of this was over, he was going to have some words 
with whoever was camp counselor of that cabin. 


Filing that away for later, he opened his mouth to speak when Bianca 
suddenly brought out her bow and arrow, spinning around towards rippling 
shadows. Percy yanked out his sword - getting into formation instinctively 
before the form shifted into something a bit more familiar. 


“Peace, Bianca,” the voice said. “I have come as a... friend,” Hades 
responded and looked around. “I heard Zeus was bested by a fifteen-year- 
old,” he mused, and his lips twitched when he indeed saw Zeus still in the 
nets as Artemis and Apollo stood guard. “How fun.” 


“Have you decided to make yourself useful?” Demeter asked. “Bianca and 
Nico plan to fight for their freedom in this war. Will you join them?” she 
asked. Hades looked at her with utter distaste before turning to where Percy 
was. 


“Poseidon?” he asked. Percy nodded. “I knew it,” he muttered and shook his 
head. “Nobody thinks to listen to me. Has Aphrodite acted as heinously as 
this one?” he asked with a gesture towards Demeter. Percy wouldn’t use the 
word ‘heinously’ but figured a nod would still suffice. Hades pinched the 
bridge of his nose. Demeter crossed her arms over her chest and raised an 
eyebrow. “I have... come to speak to Athena,” he said slowly. “With Zeus 
gone...” 


“Are you going to try and take the empty seat?” Evelyn asked from beside 
Percy. Hades blinked at her. “Hugo would have liked that,” she smiled at 
him. Recognition flickered in his eyes. 


“Evelyn Laurent,” he greeted. “I’ve been hearing much about you... again,” 
he added with a snort. “What is it with children of mine being so besotted 
with creatures of the sea?” he asked. Percy tilted his head. Were Hades and 


Poseidon a common pairing among demigods? Nico made a choking noise 
from the ground. 


“Does this mean you’re going to fight, my lord?” Demeter asked, shifting 
the conversation. Hades opened his mouth only to find Bianca’s weapon 
still leveled at him. 


“T would perhaps consider it,” he said and raised an eyebrow at Bianca. “If 
the new council might think to right Zeus’ wrongs. Nico has been asking 
about me joining the Olympians as it is...” he added with an exasperated 
look down. Nico shrugged. 


Bianca’s eyes narrowed slightly before her look shifted to Demeter. 


“You would really do that?” she asked. Hades narrowed his eyes right back 
at her. It was actually crazy how much they looked alike now that Percy 
saw the same expression on their faces. “Interesting,” Bianca said, and a 
shadow of a smile touched her face. “Pll have to ask my mom, though. I’m 
not allowed to accept strangers’ help.” 


Nico laughed. When Hades looked at him, he quickly turned it into a cough. 
“You know who I am.” 


“You... do look familiar,” Bianca said and then wrinkled her nose. “Are you 
Lady Persephone’s husband?” she said and lowered her bow. “Nico, I think 
this is our brother-in-law,” she said. Demeter beamed at her. 


“Bianca, stop,” Nico said, voice apologetic as he looked at Hades. “He’s an 
important god. Don’t be rude,” he said. Bianca fixed him with a surprised 


look. “He is our mother’s brother. That makes him our uncle-“ 


“You’ve ruined my children,” Hades said, turning to Demeter. “You awful, 
awful woman. What have you done to my children?” 


“You mean my children?” Demeter asked innocently. Hades threw up his 
hands. 


“PII leave-” 


“No!” Nico and Bianca said at the same time. Hades scowled at them. 


“Pm sorry,” Bianca said. “I know you’re our father. Thank you for 
coming,” she said. Percy cleared his throat. 


“Ts... is nobody else bothered that brother-in-law, uncle, and father were all 
technically correct?” he asked. The group turned to him. “No? Just me? 
Okay,” he said. Evelyn leaned in. 


“T think it’s weird.” 
“Thank you.” 
“Uh-huh. Why am I here again?” 


Oh. Right. Percy had initially come to ask Nico and Bianca to appeal on his 
behalf, but now that Hades was here himself... 


“Hugo and Vera,” Percy spoke up, regaining the group’s attention. “Would 
you resurrect them?” he asked. Hades looked back at him as if he had 
somehow sprouted three more heads. “Hugo was your son and wrongfully 
murdered,” he reasoned. “And if he came back, Evelyn might join our side, 
which would probably bring even more demigods over, so we outnumber 
the titans,” he added. Evelyn made a choking noise - apparently, she hadn’t 
expected this. 


Hades’ expression went through a couple of different variations of shock 
before settling on something a little more exasperated. 


“Ts this what you’re fighting for?” he asked Evelyn. She tensed, and Hades 
gave her almost a pitying look. “Hugo cared for you deeply. That is the only 
reason I will not blast you for such an inane suggestion,” he said with a 
shake of his head. “Hugo is in Elysium,” he said. “Do you expect me to 
pluck my son from paradise to place him in a world he is unfamiliar with to 
fight a war that is not his simply to appease you?” he asked. Evelyn’s breath 
caught. 


“They... are all in Elysium?” she asked uncertainly. Hades’ expression went 
guarded. Finally, he nodded. Percy glanced over at Evelyn, but she gave 
nothing away. 


“The dead are dead. Even if wrongfully so,” he said, voice going almost 
gentle. “For those whom the Fates do allow to return from such a 
state...there is always a terrible price.” 


This was not going how Percy had hoped. He waited for a bigger reaction, 
but Evelyn only turned and walked away - not even dignifying that with an 
answer. Percy raced after her. 


“Evelyn!” 


“I can’t do it,” she said when he caught up. “Let me go back with the 
titans.” 


“But-“ 


“But what? I’m not accepting that!” she said, voice rising a few octaves. “I 
can’t. I... If I can’t bring them back...what... I mean, what have I even been 
doing?” she asked. “What was the point of me coming back?” she asked. 
Percy swallowed. “Isn’t your fatal flaw loyalty? You get it, right?” she 
asked. 


Percy wasn’t sure he did. Honestly, maybe if they were someplace awful 
like the Fields of Punishments, but... 


“I’m not sure this is loyalty,” he told her. “Hades has a point. You’d be 
dragging them into all of this-“ 


“He’s lying,” Evelyn said, voice growing louder with each syllable. “They 
aren’t in Elysium. The gods wouldn’t allow something like that. No. When 
have they ever shown that kind of mercy?” she asked. Percy closed his 
eyes. “I have the right to take back everything they took from me-“ 


“Do you?” Percy interrupted. Evelyn looked at him. There was tension in 
the air - a sense of betrayal, but Percy couldn’t decide who, exactly, it was 


coming from. “If that’s what you truly believe is the right thing to do. If you 
really have lost all faith in the gods. If you really think Kronos will be kind 
to all of those under his charge...” he trailed off. Evelyn opened her mouth 
to answer, but a scream cut her off. They turned to find Will rushing over to 
someone on the ground. 


“Get it off! Get it off!” A camper shrieked. Murmurs began to rise as Hera 
swept down over to look down at the demigods with curled lips. What was 
this? He was about to ask when another scream followed. Then another. 
And another. Percy grabbed a camper who had suddenly gasped and looked 
down. 


Marks. All of them were covered in red marks. Hercules. 


“Shit-“ Pollux’s voice came from behind Percy as he shoved by. “Cal said 
that Hera could probably heal this, right?” he asked. Percy felt a jolt of 
alarm as he looked down to see a mark had also appeared on his arm. He 
looked over at Evelyn. None of the titan demigods had any sign of it. 
Grabbing Pollux, he narrowed his eyes at her. 


“I guess Kronos decided to play dirty after all,” he told her and shoved 
Pollux away from the increasingly panicked crowd. Gods were trying to 
keep everyone calm as Percy moved through them all. 


“HERA!” he shouted and pulled Pollux over. “This is Hercules’ mark. 
You’re his greatest enemy. You can heal this,” he said and pushed Pollux 
towards him. He was hoping Will had already brought her to Nico. If not, 
he was next. Hera glanced up from where she was looking over a different 
demigod. Gods, please let her actually help... please... please, don’t be an 
asshole... 


“Let me see,” she said curtly and put her hand over the demigod’s arm. Her 
hand glowed. When she pulled it back, the mark was gone. This was good 
news. The bad news was that the demigod collapsed. Hera pursed her lips. 
“Tt... appears I can,” she said and dusted her hands off. “But it is a big thing 
to heal. He will be unconscious for three days to fully recover,” she said 
with a nod towards the unconscious demigod. 


“Three days?” Annabeth asked, suddenly appearing next to him. “But we’re 
fighting soon. Apollo?” she asked, turning to him. There was a flash of 
light, and Apollo knelt down - fingers trailing over the boy’s form for a 
moment before shaking his head. 


“I could wake him up, but the curse would come back. If Hera’s power is 
really the only thing that can heal it, then it’ll need time to work through 
Hercules’ powers. This isn’t a measly injury or illness I can cure by 
snapping my fingers,” he said with a hint of regret. Annabeth’s fingers 
twitched to her own arm. Percy felt his stomach twist to see the red dot also 
forming on her. Calm. He needed to stay calm. 


Annabeth swallowed. Evelyn had called her forces back, leaving them 
alone with the Olympians, the campers, and rebels. She looked down at her 
arm and grimaced. Then shook her head. 


“I guess I’m going to fight through it then,” she said. “Pll find Chiron and 
get more centaur blood. I don’t know how much he can give, but maybe he 
can call some other centaurs in to help. The Party Ponies or-“ 


“What?” Percy spluttered. “Annabeth-“ 


“Pm going to fight too,” Pollux decided. “I’ll tell the others what the 
options are,” he said and turned away. Percy grabbed his arm. “Don’t be an 
idiot about this,” Pollux sighed. “I know what I’m doing.” 


“You do not,” Percy argued. “You and Annabeth are- wait, Annabeth?” he 
frowned and turned to where she was standing. “Why aren’t you with 
Luke?” he asked. Annabeth looked at him for a couple minutes. He 
supposed her mom was a hotshot now, but he got the feeling that wasn’t the 
tipping point for her. Annabeth sighed, giving him a weak look. It was tired. 
Pained. 


“T... did some thinking,” she said and looked over the sea of demigods. 
“Luke is right about most of this. Almost all of it,” she said with a shrug. 
“And if he was being reasonable, then he would switch sides now that Zeus 
is gone. I mean, he’s angry with Hermes, but... I know what he’s really 


after,” she said and shook her head. “He wants Thalia back too. If Kronos 
hadn’t offered her, then he would be with us too.” 


“And... you...?” 


“Thalia wouldn’t want to come back. I know that. Luke does too. Deep 
down,” Annabeth said and crossed her arms over her chest. “And I told him 
that,” she added before biting her lip. “I’ve given him all the loyalty I can,” 
she finally said and took a long breath. “Now it’s his turn. We’ll see what he 
does,” she added. Percy grimaced. Her voice broke at the end, and he 
couldn’t help but open his arms up a bit. For a second, he thought she might 
judo flip him, but instead, she rushed in and hugged him tightly. 


Percy wanted to say Luke would come around, but... he didn’t really know. 
Percy hoped he did, though. For Annabeth, if nothing else. 


Behind them, the gods all gathered closer as Athena stepped into the center 
of the group. She waved her hands. Twelve seats appeared. Annabeth 
stepped back, eyes flicking over the impromptu thrones warily. 


“We must create some order,” she said and sat on the middle throne. 
Everyone fell silent. “This is an opportunity for us to reconstruct the seats 
of power,” she said, eyes flicking around. “Apollo, Artemis. Do you accept 
your seats back?” she asked, waving her hand. Two of the seats flickered to 
gold and silver. Artemis and Apollo looked at one another and then moved 
to sit down. “Demeter?” she asked. Another seat shifted into a throne filled 
with flowers and wheat. Demeter gave Hades a smug look before walking 
over to take her throne. “Hermes and Dionysus. Am I to assume you will 
also join?” she asked. Ares roared from where demigods were guarding him 
- keeping him a solid hundred feet away from Zeus. Percy got the feeling 
Athena might not offer him his throne back. Not quite yet, anyway. 
Dionysus and Hermes each walked up and sat down. “Poseidon and 
Aphrodite?” she asked. Percy turned to find his parents still next to each 
other - both glaring heatedly at one another. Athena grimaced. “You are free 
to refuse,” she added, almost hopefully. Aphrodite tossed her hair over her 
shoulder and sat down. 


“For all my children, I accept this honor,” she said. Poseidon shook his 
head in disgust. 


“We shall have to ask Sally Jackson her opinion on this matter,” he said and 
took his throne. Aphrodite laughed. 


“She would agree that we have two children,” she told him. Percy almost 
rolled his eyes but then backtracked. 


“Wait - two children?” he asked, a little alarmed. Aphrodite looked at him. 


“Ah. Yes, you haven’t seen your mother recently,” she frowned. That was 
sort of true. Percy still spoke and called her, but given that Zeus had been 
trying to kill him all year, it wasn’t like he could have gone home. Hadn’t 
Aphrodite been on lockdown? How had she seen his mother? “Well, don’t 
worry. Your sister isn’t born yet-” 


“Excuse me?” Poseidon began, but Athena had cut him off, throwing 
irritated looks at everyone as she cleared her throat. 


“Hera,” Athena said and looked at her. Hera rose herself to her full height. 
“You are taking this all... calmly,” she noted. “Your temper has been famed 
for many years. Do you have nothing to say?” she asked suspiciously. Hera 
looked at her thoughtfully. Then to Zeus and Ares. Percy almost felt a little 
bad. That was her husband and son. He wouldn’t blame her for going 
against them. 


“Keep them alive,” she finally said with a nod towards them. “And I will 
join you. That is all I can offer for now. I cannot promise my loyalty or my 
support. Only that I will wait until the dust has settled to strike.” 


Well... at least she was honest. Athena seemed satisfied by that either way. 
Her hand flicked, and a peacock throne appeared beside her. Some people 
whispered. It looked as if Athena hadn’t demoted her, weirdly enough. Hera 
also seemed surprised as she took her place next to Athena. 


“Hephaestus?” she asked. He also stepped up to accept his throne. Finally, 
everyone turned to where Hades was watching with absolutely no 


expression. Athena smiled at him. “Hello, Hades,” she said and looked at 
him. With a flick of her wrist, another throne appeared. “Ares is unavailable 
to fill his throne at the moment... but I would like to keep the balance.” 


Hades looked at her. 


“I know you can count, Athena,” he finally said. “My presence would do 
the opposite of keeping the balance.” 


“Who said I was done?” she asked, and one more chair appeared on the 
opposite side of Hades’ offered throne. “Aunt Hestia?” she asked and 
smiled. Percy followed her gaze to find that the girl he had spoken to earlier 
was indeed in the crowd, tending to some injured parties. “You once held 
this seat and then gave it up again to keep the peace. I would like to ask you 
to restore that balance today.” 


A murmur went over. Hades glanced over at where Hestia slowly stood up. 


“You would have me rejoin the council? I am not a war god. Nor can I rule 
with an iron fist.” 


“You are just and fair. We are not looking for fear and war, but peace and 
patience. I must be honest. Even amongst the current council, there is not 
much of that. I think your mind would bring some much-needed balance,” 
she said and then looked at Hades again. “I think both of you would bring 
such balance,” she added. “But it is your decision. I only ask that you make 
it now.” 


“They would not dare!” Zeus shouted. This seemed to be the push Hades 
needed. At Zeus’ words, he looked him dead in the eyes and sat down. 
Hestia stepped forward. She hesitated - looking warily at the gods all sat 
expectantly. Then, finally, she walked over and placed herself in the empty 
seat. There was a beat of silence before Bianca started clapping, and soon 
everyone followed suit. 


“We must prepare for war,” Athena said, nodding to the group. “But first, 
we must figure out how to approach this situation at hand,” she said with a 
nod at Ares and Zeus. “We cannot risk either being freed until this battle 


has been won,” she frowned. Zeus yanked and jerked against his bindings - 
going bright only for a moment before being drained again. Ares reacted 
similarly, thrashing like a caged lion. “Ares, you will be freed upon our 
victory,” Athena continued. “Until then, you will be placed in Olympus 
where titans cannot reach you.” 


There was another murmur at that. Athena raised her hand, and it went 
silent. 


“As for my father...” 


“Here’s an idea,’ Apollo volunteered and gave his father a meek smile. 
“Turn him mortal.” 


A loud round of shouts started up at that. Percy raised his brows. There was 
an idea. Athena frowned. 


“Tm not sure about that.” 


“Why not?” Apollo asked. “He is clearly a fan of doling out such 
punishments,” he said with a hint of bitterness. “Poseidon and I have both 
suffered such fates in the past,” he added. Zeus swore loudly - jerking 
against the chains so fiercely that everything rattled. “At the very least, it 
would allow him to be docile even if freed.” 


“Docile is a strong word,” Hermes cut in. “Look at Perseus Jackson. He is a 
mortal, is he not?” 


“Perseus Jackson was raised as a mortal,” Artemis pointed out. A few 
people turned to him. He shrugged. “Zeus may grow powerful in a mortal 
form, but it would take time. The loss of divinity would leave him weak-“ 


“And vulnerable,” Hera cut in. “Such a punishment would be a death 
sentence.” 


“Oh, would it?” Apollo asked dryly. “I believe I made such an argument a 
few times,” he said and looked down at Zeus again. “I believe his words to 
me were something along the lines of... what was it? If you are worthy, then 


you will survive?” he asked. Then shrugged. “But these are merely my 
thoughts. Athena?” he asked. Athena pursed her lips. 


“We will vote,” she decided. “Then, after the war, we will decide if this 
condition is to remain permanent,” she decided. The demigods all froze. 
This was something entirely new. Granted, Zeus being unseated as king was 
wild enough, but the idea he would be forced into mortality as well? As one 
of them? Unheard of. The gods all shifted. “All in favor of mortality for 
Zeus until the battle has ended?” she asked. Apollo raised his hand. So did 
Aphrodite, Demeter, Artemis, Dionysus, Hades, and Hermes. Poseidon 
hesitated - fixing Zeus with a long look before looking up in the distance 
towards the titan camp. Then joined in the vote as well. “And against?” 
Athena asked. 


Hera, Hephaestus, and Hestia all raised their hands. Athena nodded. 


“Tt is decided,” she said and stood up. Just like that, the thrones were gone, 
and all the gods were left in their armor. “We now must make plans for war. 
The titan army has struck a blow to our demigods,” she sighed, looking at 
the group warily. “For those who will fight, you must have as much 
treatment as you can bear. Apollo. Dionysus. I want you to help keep them 
sane as long as possible,” she told them. Both gods nodded. “Hades and 
Demeter, please assist the demigods in their attacks,” she added. Demeter 
and Hades both looked at each other with equal annoyance but agreed. 
“Hera, for those who choose not to fight - begin healing their marks,” she 
added. 


Hera said nothing. 


“Artemis and Hestia, please guard Ares and Zeus on Olympus. If the 
demigods fall, then our home’s defense goes to you,” she said, and there 
was an indistinct murmur as Hestia and Artemis nodded. Athena 
considered. “Hermes, join them,” she decided. Hermes frowned. “I know 
you wish to go after your son,” she added to him gently. “Resist, for now,” 
she told him. Hermes’ lips pursed, but he nodded. “Aphrodite, you and 
Hephaestus will assist Poseidon in the fight against Oceanus,” she added. 
Poseidon frowned. 


“Me?” Aphrodite asked. “Why-?” 


“Hephaestus can provide you with the weapons needed,” Athena said. “We 
are well-armed here,” she said and then smiled as her eyes flicked to Percy. 
“And something tells me that you and Poseidon would be a... powerful and 
underestimated combination.” 


“Hear! Hear!” someone called, and Percy almost gasped out loud. “Finally, 
someone sees my worth,” Rhode said from where she had appeared on one 
of the rocks to the side. Percy beamed. “Hey there, little brother,” she 
winked at him. “Heard you kicked Zeus’ ass.” 


“What are you doing here?” Percy asked her, pushing some people out of 
the way as Rhode jumped down. She laughed when he hugged her. 


“You’ve gotten taller,” she noted. It was true. The last time Percy had seen 
her, he had only gone up to her elbow. Now he was a good inch or two 
bigger than her. “And I came to help my parents,” she added and looked 
over to Poseidon and Aphrodite. “I don’t remember you bickering over me 
so earnestly,” she added with a feigned pout of offense. Aphrodite held up a 
finger. 


“That is not true. Your father simply says you refuse to leave Atlantis. Is 
that true? Or is he holding you hostage?” 


“Pm not - why would I hold my own daughter hostage?” Poseidon asked, 
voice growing irritated. “She likes it there. It’s her home-“ 


“More than with her mother?” 


“You get it!” Demeter cried out and turned to Hades. “You hear that? A 
daughter’s home is with her mother-“ 


“Pve changed my mind about being on the council,” Hades told Athena 
solemnly. Rhode gave a delighted laugh before kissing Percy’s cheek. 


“Thank you, Mother. I would very much enjoy this conversation more after 
this war is done,” she said and stepped forward. “For now, I think we 


should finish our work against Oceanus,” she added. Athena gave her an 
appreciative smile at that, looking relieved that someone was on track. 
“But, if I may inquire,” she added with a look around them. “Might I ask 
Lady Athena what she is to do during all of this fighting?” 


Athena grimaced. For a second, Percy thought she might even look... 
worried. 


“Zeus once fought Typhon himself and won. I will do the same.” 


Percy felt his eyes widen. She wanted to take on Typhon... alone? He felt 
his mouth drop slightly as the other gods all murmured. Athena raised her 
hand, silencing the unsettled whispers and uncertain cries. 


“Mother,” Annabeth frowned, stepping forward. “Typhon is one of the most 
powerful enemies the titans have to offer.” 


“This is true,” Athena agreed, and Zeus’ bolt appeared in her hand with a 
flash and a crackle. “But so am I.” 


Well... Percy supposed he couldn’t argue with the queen. Bringing out 
Riptide, he placed his weapons to the ground and knelt. The other demigods 
followed suit. Now was the real test - Percy waited as the Ares campers 
remained stubbomly standing. That was to be expected, but his heart leapt 
as other campers slowly joined in alongside members of the rebellion. The 
hunters followed suit. Athena looked around them - a little surprised. Percy 
bit his tongue. He wasn’t done with these gods. Not yet. Maybe not ever, 
but for now? 


They had an army. 


The first attack started at dawn. 


Morpheus and Hecate had put all of Manhattan to sleep. An endless sleep, 
technically. Just as the Great Prophecy said. Percy couldn’t help but think it 
was an act of kindness in some ways. No mortal would be prepared for 
what happened next. Well, aside from maybe one. 


“You looked nervous,” Rachel said from where she was painting. Percy 
glanced at her and smiled. It seemed a little inane to be painting in these 
moments, but he knew it was the only thing that could calm her with so 
much darkness looming over them. 


“Maybe,” he answered. “Are you?” 


“Daedalus had set up traps in the labyrinth,” Rachel answered. “I’m 
supposed to lead our soldiers away from them and the titans towards them.” 


“You don’t have to,” he said as he put on his armor. Rachel smiled at him. 
“I know that you will, but... you really don’t have to. You don’t owe 
anything to anyone here,” he said. Rachel hummed and went back to 
painting. He looked back out to the graying sky below. For the first time, he 
wondered about the effects of snatching Zeus’ godhood from him. There 
were people who would look after his domain, right? 


He didn’t have much time to think about it. Shortly after his conversation 
with Rachel, Silena appeared, looking tired and worn. Percy dropped the 
knife he was sharpening to check her arms. Like pretty much everyone else, 
the Mark of Hercules was in the center of her forearm. Bianca had one now, 
alongside several other hunters. Percy closed his eyes. 


“Let’s get you to Dionysus,” he began gently, but Silena shrugged him 
away. 


“Clarisse isn’t listening to me,” she murmured and sat down on the ground. 
“They won’t fight. We need them to fight. If not Ares, then we need his 
cabin,” she murmured and buried her face in her hands. “This is all my 
fault,” she choked out. 


“What? Silena,” Percy frowned and knelt in front of her. “How? That’s not 
possible. Clarisse has always been unreasonable-“ 


“No, I-“ she cut him off and then swallowed. “You know... you know, how, 
um, we have that stupid rite of passage?” she asked. Percy frowned. Yeah, 
he knew of it. Aphrodite’s Rite of Passage was one of the more messed up 
parts of their cabin. The idea you had to break someone’s heart to be 


accepted as one of them. Silena abolished it long ago. He wasn’t sure how 
that was relevant now. “I... it isn’t always a choice,” she muttered. Percy 
frowned. “Part of the reason I got rid of it is so everyone thought it was.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“Tt was to help you blend in,” Silena said and wiped some tears from her 
eyes. “I could never picture you breaking someone’s heart. Not like the rest 
of us,” she sniffed, and Percy frowned. “And I knew it would be a relief for 
Drew because she was worried about falling in love. She would end up 
doing it to be cruel,” she said and wrung her hands. “But it’s going to 
happen to her. Maybe differently than the rest of us-“ 


“Silena,” Percy interrupted, and she flinched. “What are you trying to say? 
Did you break up with Beckendorf?” he asked. She shook her head. Percy 
didn’t understand. What was upsetting her? Silena wouldn’t break anyone’s 
heart. She just wasn’t capable of it. She wouldn’t. Couldn’t. And what did 
any of this have to do with-? 


Percy paused... then slowly looked back up towards Olympus. 


“Clarisse?” he asked. Silena didn’t answer. “Silena,” Percy sighed and 
grabbed her hand. She glanced up at him. “You... you know you are my 
sister, right? I mean, I know technically... well... you know, but... I care 
about you. A lot. You taught me a lot,” he said. Silena’s eyes watered. 
“Please let me help you.” 


Silena let her head fall back. Then glanced at him. 


“Tt was before Charlie,” she said and shook her head. “And, well, I... I just 
wanted to make sure she was okay,” Silena murmured as she wrung her 
hands together. “After all the stuff with the Golden Fleece, I knew her dad 
was being a jerk, and I thought I could... help her,” Silena sighed and shook 
her head. “But Aphrodite kids don’t make friends easily,” she muttered. 
“Everyone always falls in love with us. It’s so - so lonely,” she said. Percy 
bit his lip. “I never meant to hurt her, and maybe if...” she swallowed. 


“If what?” Percy prompted. Silena closed her eyes. 


“T think I knew,” she said with a nod. “Charlie would follow me anywhere. 
He loves that type of way. If I joined the titans or rebellion... he would 
follow me - and he has,” she shrugged. “He has. He will as long as I believe 
in the cause. I love that about him,” she smiled and then shook her head. 
“But Clarisse? No,” she laughed bitterly. “It would never work that way. 
She wouldn’t be on my side. I wouldn’t be on hers,” she murmured. “And 
so I ended up breaking her heart, and now she hates me, and I can’t 
convince her to fight,” she said with a shrug. “Simple as that.” 


Percy looked at her. 


“Do you think that if it weren’t for that other stuff... you would be more 
than...?” he said slowly. Silena didn’t meet his eyes. He supposed it didn’t 
matter now. “Hey,” he said and shook his head. “You’re supposed to be 
smarter than me,” he said with a disapproving click of the tongue. Silena 
snorted and glanced over at him. 


“Oh?” 


“This isn’t your fault,” he said and shook his head at her. “And I don’t 
know how you can’t see all the good you’ve done. I’m alive because of you. 
Bianca and Nico, by extension. Zeus lost because of you.” 


“Because of you.” 


“No,” Percy said with a shake of his head. “No, I wouldn’t have made it one 
year without you,” he said, and with that, he had absolute certainty. 
“Everything I am is because of you. More than just the French or flirting or 
earrings,” he added. Silena looked at him warily. “You’ve made me 
question things I would have followed blindly otherwise. And, look, I won’t 
pretend to understand whatever it was that you had with Clarisse. But the 
truth is that no romantic attachment is going to convince her to join this 
war. She needs to join because she believes it is the right thing to do like 
you do,” he shrugged. “If you taught me anything... it’s that,” he said and 
then reconsidered. “And how not to smudge winged eyeliner.” 


“You still smudge it,” she muttered. 


“Alright, so you taught me one thing,” Percy rolled his eyes. “I love you to 
death - and you wouldn’t let me get away with mulling over self-pity like 
this, so I can’t either,” he said. Silena looked at him, cheek against her knee 
and eyes shifting from the color of oak to something darker and more 
intense. Finally, she sighed. 


“You’re right,” she relented and then shook her head. “Though I’m not 
taking credit for you beating Zeus. If anything, that goes to Castor,” she 
mused. Percy frowned. “It was a total Achilles and Patroclus situation,” she 
told him. Oh. Right. As a rule, Silena made sure the cabin knew all love 
stories in Greek mythology (and by gods, there were a lot of them). The 
Achilles one was one of the more famous ones - though mortals didn’t seem 
to buy it was romantic, weirdly enough. Percy should have asked Achilles’ 
ghost what he thought of it. The story goes that Achilles refused to fight in 
the Trojan war after one of the kings offended him. However, the Greeks 
refused to fight without him. With no other choice, Patroclus wore Achilles’ 
armor to trick the Greeks into following him into battle. It worked, but 
ultimately Patroclus was killed by the Trojans. Achilles retaliated by pretty 
much murdering everyone and beating up a god before killing Hector 
(Patroclus’ killer) himself. Percy wrinkled his nose. 


“Which part?” 


“Um, the part where your boyfriend died, so you went into a godlike trance 
to kick ass?” Silena snorted. “The only difference is that Castor wasn’t out 
there leading-“ she said and then froze. “...that’s it,” she said and stood up. 
Percy jerked back. 


“Um, what?” he asked. Silena grabbed her sword. “Silena? Where are you 
going?” 


“T know how to get them to fight!” 


“How?” Percy asked and stumbled up after her. “Silena!” he called as she 
started running. She paused and then turned around to dash back and hug 
him. 


“Trust me,” she breathed into his ear and then let go. “I can do this,” she 
added. What? He had no idea, but he supposed he had no choice but to 
believe her. He nodded uncertainly. “And... for the record, I know I was a 
pain in the ass growing up,” she said and then smiled. “But I am so proud of 
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you. 


Percy went to respond, but she was already gone - weaving between 
demigods lining up to down centaur blood or fixing up their weapons. 
Apollo was somewhere healing injuries before taking a few arrows and 
shooting them at monsters who were off in the distance. Percy grabbed his 
sword, readying himself to go back into the thick of things, when a yell 
caught his attention. 


“T’m here!” a familiar voice called, and Percy turned to see Pollux kneeling 
down next to a camper, putting his hands on his arm. His heart froze. 


“What are you doing?” Percy asked, marching over with a sense of alarm as 
he watched Pollux glow slightly when putting his hands over the fallen 
demigod’s arm. The demigod yelped at Percy’s approach, shifting away 
with a mutter of ‘kdtara’ under his breath. Pollux glanced over at him. 


“Hey!” he greeted. He looked... not good. A thin sheet of sweat glazed his 
face with dark circles under his eyes, and his hands trembled. Percy felt his 
skin prick in alarm. “Good news. I can... one second,” he managed and 
leaned over to catch his breath. “Okay. I can heal the... marks. Sort of,” he 
said and stumbled. “My dad can make it go away for like... a few hours, 
right? Well, I can... kind of do that too...” he said and almost collapsed 
despite already being on his knees. Percy jolted forward to catch him. 
“Except, it kinda goes into my arm instead,” he admitted and held it out to 
where his own arm was blistering with black blood, like boils bubbling 
under the surface. 


“Pollux, what the Hell?” Percy whispered. “Go to Hera.” 
“My mind is fine. I just feel a little-“ 


“You’re going to kill yourself!” Percy said and yanked him away. “Pollux, 
please,” he added in a whisper. “Just... please don’t be stupid,” he managed. 


He and Pollux weren’t always the closest, but... he couldn’t stand the idea 
of letting Castor’s brother die. He couldn’t do it. Pollux grimaced, looking 
somewhat apologetic as he placed a weak hand on Percy’s arm. 


“You think I’m going to listen to a katara?” he asked. Percy reared back. 
“Ah, too soon?” he asked and shook his head. “Don’t worry. I’m only 
moderately pissed,” he said and patted Percy’s arm. “I’m going to keep 
trying to heal them,” he said gently. “Pl be fine. Go fight.” 


“But-“ 


“PIL be fine,” he promised. Percy tried his best to believe him. “We’re 
getting more centaur blood soon. We won’t even need me. My dad is 
already handling some of it. We got this,” he added. That at least made him 
feel a little better. Pollux wasn’t alone. Taking a deep breath, he stood up, 
spying where Annabeth was cleaning some blood from her knife. He 
brushed by her with a low whisper. 


“Watch him?” 


“PIL do my best,” she said with an equally wary look at Pollux. “Be safe, 
okay? We have a lot to talk about later,” she added. Percy gave a weak nod 
before putting his own knife in its holster and moving towards where the 
titan army had finally met their own. 


The battle continued. 


Percy was reminded of the battle in Olympus’ garden. The chaos, the noise, 
the battle cries - only this was somehow both better and worse. There were 
monsters here. Those were actually fine. Percy sliced through them easily. 
It was easier than fighting a demigod who wouldn’t reform in a few years. 
The drakons were a bit of a problem, though. 


Given that only a child of Ares could kill them... well. They were currently 
Ares-less, and it didn’t look good. He hoped whatever Silena’s plan was 
worked. 


“Move!” Will Solace yelled and practically flung himself to the ground to 
start bandaging up a fallen camper. He paused only for a moment to take 
out a shotgun of all things and shoot a monster in front of him before 
refocusing on the demigod. Percy looked around for any other monsters 
before kneeling down to help. “Keep her still. This might hurt,” he added, 
and Percy grimaced as he pinned the girl down to the ground. She looked 
too unconscious to really be putting up a fuss, but Percy was quickly proven 
wrong when she jerked against his grip - thrashing wildly as Will poured 
something over her wounds. 


Percy had been so concerned with holding her down, he almost didn’t 
notice the burning figure beside them. 


“Will, look out!” he said and sent water flying up to shield them when a 
flash of heat came towards them. Will gasped. Even with Percy’s last- 
minute intervention, some burns managed to scrape his arm. Will cursed 
under his breath, yanking at his knife as the titan behind them struck again. 
Percy readied himself for the attack, but it was paused when a large chunk 
of rock appeared between them and whoever was attacking. 


“Hello, Hyperion,” Nico’s voice greeted. The titan near them roared. Percy 
glanced over - a little worried about his current state, but Nico looked well 
enough. “I’m Nico,” he introduced himself and held out a black sword 
before jamming it into the ground. The ground shook before a wail struck 
through the air. At once, ghosts rose from the ground alongside what looked 
to be zombies. The titan - Hyperion - burned brighter, but Nico only stared 
back with glittering eyes. “Take care of him,” he told the newly resurrected 
army, and at once, all of the ghosts charged forward with an eerie battle cry. 
Nico tilted his head before yanking his sword back out. Stygian iron. Percy 
got up just in time for Nico to send the monsters scattering as he looked 
around dangerously. Hyperion screamed - blasting the undead off of him. 
Nico took a step towards the titan, but Percy yanked him back. 


“Wait a second,” Percy frowned and checked him over. He looked worse. 
Gods, he looked so much worse. Percy wasn’t sure how he was managing 
as well as he could. “Nico-“ 


“Are you okay?” Nico asked Will. Will looked over at the chaos beside 
them and nodded. “You’re not allowed to get hurt,” he added, oddly 
irritated. Will frowned. 


“Why not?” 


“You’re the medic, so you have to stay safe! If you’re dead, then who is 
going to heal us?” 


“Well, maybe you should learn some stuff too!” 

“Maybe I will!” 

“Fine, but you have to come with me to learn-” 

“Okay, but I’m going to keep everyone else from attacking you.” 
“You better!” 

“Fine!” 


“What?” Percy asked blankly. Nico and Will didn’t really seem to be paying 
him much attention, though. That is until Nico spun around and pointed at 
Percy’s chest. 


“Stay alive!” he warned with a whole lot of threat for a twelve-year-old. 
“I’m going to go kill Hyperion first-“ he added, and Percy quickly grabbed 
his arm. Nico looked at Percy’s hand and then at Percy. “My sword can 
weaken him,” he said with a nod towards his sword. “It sucks in the souls of 
my opponents. If I get a couple nicks into him, I might be able to get rid of 
him completely,” he explained. 


“T believe you,” Percy said. “But you let me take care of him right now. Is it 
worth convincing you to go to Hera?” he asked. A yell came from behind 
them. Percy jumped - looking for Hyperion, but he was still getting rid of 
the ghosts and skeletons. Instead, it was Katie. Nico stiffened. He turned to 
her just in time to see her fighting off Miranda. Nico’s eyes widened. 


“Wait-“ he managed and spun around to help, but it was too late. Miranda 
was lashing out with wild eyes. Hercules’ mark was bleeding freely down 
her arm as she slashed at another demigod. Before Percy could stop him, 
Nico jerked himself away. “Miranda!” he shouted, and Percy tried to keep 
calm. Nico spent months thinking she was his sister. He couldn’t just kill- 
“NO!” Nico shouted right as Miranda spun around with her sword out and 
leaped at him. 


Katie slammed her blade into Miranda’s chest, effectively cutting her off 
from reaching Nico. Miranda’s body jerked back with a gasp. Her eyes 
momentarily lost their edge as she coughed out some blood. Katie pulled 
out her sword with a sob. 


“Pm sorry,” she whispered. “Oh my gods, I’m so sorry,” she choked out 
and swallowed. “Miranda, I’m sorry. I’m sorry-" she repeated breathlessly 
as Nico stood completely still in shock. “I’m so, so sorry. Please. Oh, gods, 
please forgive me,” she kept going. From behind her, an empousa jumped at 
them. Nico moved within seconds, shoving Katie to the side so he could 
slice her open. He took a few deep breaths and then forced himself back to 
where Katie had grabbed Miranda’s body, hugging her close with apologies. 
Will stared - looking shocked. 


“Nico?” he asked quietly. Percy got up. He didn’t want to leave, but 
Hyperion was going through Nico’s impromptu army quickly. He turned to 
Will. “Nico,” Will said and stepped to him. “Hey...” he said gently. Nico 
turned to him, eyes looking confused and glazed. Percy tensed. “I got him,” 
Will said quietly. Percy hesitated. “I’ll take him to Dionysus or something. 
Get him a few more hours,” he added. Everything around them was so 
chaotic that Percy kind of wanted to just fall on the ground and try to sort it 
out. There were too many decisions - too many fights. 


“Go,” he finally told Will. “Take Katie too.” 


Will nodded and reached for both. Percy would help them later. Somehow. 
He turned back to where Hyperion was recovering and readied his sword. 


What happened next was a blur. He couldn’t really... comprehend anything 
that happened. He just felt it. The power. The wind. The water. The storm. 


One second he was in front of Hyperion, listening to him talk about titan 
superiority, and the next, he was in the center of a hurricane. The air was 
cold - whipping around with rain and winds that picked up debris as he 
moved forward with it. Hyperion’s body weakened in the water, moving 
down as Grover appeared with his pipes. Music was playing, but Percy 
could barely hear it over the pounding of the storm around him. Arrows 
flew in. Drew’s arrows, he realized. He couldn’t see her, but he felt her 
presence nearby. Somehow, her voice managed to cut through it all to speak 
to Hyperion. 


“Give up,” she commanded. “Stop fighting.” 


Hyperion’s arms lowered. Then jerked up again. Then lowered. Back and 
forth under Drew’s command. Percy kept the storm moving as Grover, and 
other satyrs played. Soon nymphs joined in, and roots began holding him in 
place. One after another until all that was left was a maple tree. Taking a 
heaving breath, Percy fell to his knees. People were staring. Eh. He was 
getting used to that. 


“We should really kill him after all of this,’ someone said. Percy flipped 
them off. 


“You good, Percy?” Drew’s voice called. To that, he gave a thumbs up. 
“Then get a move on! If we needed someone to stand there and look pretty, 
I would have done it!” 


“Screw you,” he grumbled as Mitchell appeared next to him to tap the 
newly formed maple tree with his sword. 


“Hm,” he said and ran a hand through his hair. Percy could have sworn 
some demigods from the other side paused to admire him for a few minutes. 
He resisted the urge to roll his eyes. “Not bad,” he said and looked over his 
shoulder. “Valentina?” he asked, and Percy turned just in time to see a quick 
movement before Valentina appeared from nowhere. “Can you do some of 
your perception stuff?” he asked her. Valentina rolled her eyes. 


“I can, but it only affects one or two people at a time. Who do you need me 
to-?” she began, but her voice faltered off. Percy felt a stab of panic. 


Without thinking, he grabbed her arm to check her mark, but she seemed no 
worse off than anyone else. It was then that he realized she was looking at 
the sky. Percy followed her line of sight to see a chariot darting through the 
sky. 


“Ts that... the flying chariot Clarisse and Michael were fighting over?” 
Valentina asked. Percy wasn’t sure what chariot she was referring to, but 
based on the flag boar’s head flying high above... it was the Ares cabin. 
Percy’s mouth dropped. 


“How?” he asked and shook his head. Only Silena could find a way to 
convince them to fight when their own father was captured. Charmspeak, 
maybe? He didn’t have time to really think much on it with another wave of 
attacks growing. The Ares cabin was heading towards the Drakon, which 
was for the best. They needed them gone soon. Percy launched himself 
back into the thick of things - aiming for any monster within reach. He 
hadn’t seen Kronos yet, which was very concerning, but he tried not to let it 
psych him out too much. 


A scream echoed through the air. 
Percy swung around to locate the problem. A small cluster had formed a 
few yards away by Central Park. There were shouts of alarm, and Percy 


caught sight of a familiar head of blonde hair. 


“ANNABETH!” he yelled and went over to help her, only to see exactly 
what the problem was. 


“DON’T!” Annabeth yelled as she blocked another attack. “DON’T HURT 
HIM!” 


“HE’S TURNED!” someone else shouted. “WE HAVE TO PUT HIM 
DOWN!” 


“SOMEONE GET DIONYSUS!” 


Pollux. 


No. No, no, no- 


Percy slammed his hands into the ground. Unfortunately for him, the 
Achilles Curse didn’t give him endless access to his powers. The ground 
reacted, sending everyone to the ground in a flurry, but Percy found himself 
a little dizzy as he approached Pollux from the ground. Percy swallowed. 


“Charmspeak isn’t working,” Drew said, getting up beside him. “Apollo 
and Dionysus are overwhelmed with trying to heal everyone. I don’t think 
we can get to them in time,” she said as Pollux twitched from the ground, 
rising suddenly with his eyes bulging and... and... Percy took a step back. 
“Percy?” 


“T- I can’t,” he stuttered out and tried to shake the gut-wrenching reaction. 
“I-“ he tried to speak again, but Pollux got up, and it was then that Percy 
realized he couldn’t fight him. Not like this. Not ever, perhaps. He was 
wearing Castor’s face. Percy gave a shuddering breath as he raised his 
sword. The fighting still roared over them, and Percy could see Clarisse 
leading the charge. Pollux stared at him. Their eyes locked. 


“You,” he greeted, and Percy swallowed. He would rather face a million 
monsters than fight this fight. “You’re next,” he breathed out. 


“Pollux,” Percy tried, voice shaking. If he could just keep him alive until 
Dionysus got here... Percy could do that, right? Yeah. Totally. Licking his 
lips, he readied his blade just as Pollux launched at him. He deflected it, 
working hard to taper down his powers. This had to be only sword-work. 
Percy didn’t want to risk injuring him any more than he was. “Pollux, 
please try and listen to me-“ he started but was cut off by Pollux launching 
forward. 


It was a good thing Percy’s skin pretty much invulnerable. He managed to 
keep Pollux’s attacks at bay, but the rest of the battlefield did not have 
consideration for their one-on-one. Wayward arrows bounced off of him as 
well as shrapnel and debris. Pollux wasn’t nearly as lucky, but he also didn’t 
seem phased by the various cuts and rocks lodging into him. A few people 
tried to join in, but Percy waved them off to keep fighting. 


“Trying to save me?” Pollux asked, and Percy tried to think of this as... 
anything other than it was. They were just sparring. Nothing terrible was 
happening. A little spar, and the loser only had to pay the other three 
drachmas. “Too bad you didn’t have that fancy curse earlier,” he snapped 
out and kicked at him. Percy dodged and fell flat on his back. Gods, why 
did his voice even have to sound like Castor’s? It was torture. “Maybe my 
brother wouldn’t have had to save your lying ass,” he spit out. Percy lifted 
his sword from the ground just in time to block Pollux’s sword from coming 
down on his face. Pollux pushed down harder, and Percy used his bare hand 
to grab the other end of the blade, throwing him off. 


“Don’t.” 


“Don’t what?” Pollux asked and wiped some blood from his mouth. Hints 
of black mingled with the red. “Don’t want to hear about him?” he asked. 
Percy rolled over and raised his sword again. 


“Please... Pollux, don’t.” 


“Did he know what you were?” Pollux asked him. Percy’s breath hitched. 
“Or did you lie to him too?” 


“You aren’t thinking straight.” 
Something exploded above them. 


“FOR OLYMPUS!” Clarisse screamed as she charged the Drakon again. 
Percy’s sword froze in the air. That... that wasn’t Clarisse’s voice. Percy 
looked back up at the chariot. From across the battlefield, he could see 
Valentina and Mitchell pause in their fights to do the same. From 
somewhere to his right, Drew’s voice faltered in her charmspeaking. Pollux 
came back for him again, only this time, Percy hadn’t anticipated the attack. 
He hit the ground hard. It didn’t hurt, but it did little to deter Pollux, who 
stabbed down in a blind hope to hit Percy’s weak spot. Percy knocked him 
off, looking back up in the sky. 


“Fuck,” he swore and picked up Riptide. He needed to get up there 
somehow. The Drakon roared, spitting poison and swiping at Clarisse’s 


armor. “NO!” he shouted, and Pollux came again to knock him down. 
“SILENA!” he yelled and kicked Pollux in the center of his chest. “Get off 
of me!” he hissed and then felt himself pause when he saw his face. 
Castor’s face. Gods, he couldn’t- 


Pollux turned around, distracted by someone else. 


“HAZEL!” Percy shouted, spinning around to stop Pollux. Hazel looked 
around just in time to duck Pollux’s attack. Percy raced to them, but a 
skyscraper shook at the Drakon launching itself over to another building. 
The debris fell between them as Hazel swung her hands to redirect the 
rockfall away from a group of demigods underneath. Percy jumped over it, 
but the movement had left Hazel unguarded. Pollux jumped at her. 


Percy pushed Hazel back and raised his knife. 


It happened... it all happened so fast. It happened so fast. He didn’t mean to. 
He had been aiming for his arm or his leg or... or something. He just wanted 
to keep him away from Hazel. She wasn’t able to defend herself. She 
wouldn’t be able to hold him off. She couldn’t - Percy had to. He didn’t 
have a choice. He tried, okay? He tried. He tried, you... you couldn’t... he 
tried. Gods, he tried. He tried. He tried, he tried, he tried- 


“Pm sorry,” he whispered as he pulled the knife back. Pollux stumbled 
back, placing a hand over his chest where blood was pooling. Percy 
dropped the knife. Not knowing what else to do, he walked over to him 
with shaking hands. Hazel was breathing behind him, scooping up her 
weapon to defend them from other attackers. “Pollux...” he said and... Percy 
fell to his knees next to him. Pollux coughed, spitting blood on the ground. 


“Hey,” Pollux coughed, and Percy wasn’t sure if it was better or worse that 
sanity came back into his eyes. “...so... you might have... been right...” he 
breathed out. “Definitely not fine,” he decided and choked a little on the 
blood pooling in his mouth. Percy pressed his hand on the wound. 


“APOLLO!” 


“Don’t do that,” Pollux whispered and put a hand over Percy’s. “If he... 
heals me... could just go... a little crazy... again...” he murmured and then 
spit out more blood. “Good...” he murmured. “‘m gonna see... Cas...” he 
slurred out. Percy bit his lip to keep any tears from rising. “Any messages... 
to pass to... the beyond?” he asked. Percy couldn’t respond. Pollux laughed. 
“PI... tell him... you... love him....” he said. 


It stung. It stung because it was true, but Percy had never said the words to 
his face. Only once to an empty room after Castor had left. Still, it was true. 
Percy only regretted that the words would first be heard through a message 
from his dead brother. 


“Pm sorry,” Percy said for what must have been the hundredth time today. 
Pollux blinked a few times. “Pollux...” 


“Thank you.” 


Percy closed his eyes. The Fates decided those torturous words would be 
his last. When he opened his eyes again, Pollux had gone completely still. 


Shaking, Percy stood back up to look over the battlefield. Hades and 
Demeter were on the frontline - drawing the entire titan army back while 
the demigods continued to take care of the monsters. The Drakon was still 
ravaging the buildings as two figures were knelt down by the base of the 
Empire State Building. Percy looked over at where Hazel had silently been 
waiting. 


She didn’t say anything. There was nothing she could say. He was grateful 
she understood that. 


“I can take care of the body,” she told him. Percy looked around. There 
were dozens of bodies on the ground. Some he knew. Some he didn’t. Part 
of him wondered how worth it this Curse of Achilles even was. It suddenly 
seemed cruel that he was forced to survive amid all this death and pain. He 
nodded, and Hazel placed a hand on his elbow. “They are together,” she 
said simply. Percy nodded. There was that, at least. 


Blindly, he walked over to where Apollo and Dionysus were. Both looked 
absolutely exhausted. Lines of kids were laid out - marks disappearing 
despite the fact he couldn’t spy Hera. Dionysus was wordlessly working 
like a machine as he placed his hands over marks to fade them for endless 
kids who were gathered around. He didn’t even notice Percy’s approach. 
Good. He couldn’t face him right now. By the looks of things, he had no 
idea Pollux was gone. Percy turned to Apollo instead. He was covered in 
blood and ichor. Bright lights shone from his hands as he worked, pausing 
to send an arrow into the air before going back to work. 


“MOVE! MOVE!” someone shouted, and Percy turned to see Beckendorf 
approaching with Clarisse’s armor in hand. 


Just as he suspected, it wasn’t Clarisse in the armor. 


“Silena,” he breathed out, and Silena groaned. The real Clarisse had 
appeared on her other side, practically shoving another injured kid away 
from Apollo with barked orders to go find Will instead. Apollo froze when 
he saw them. 


“is this Drakon venom?” he asked, and Percy shook his head. No. 
Absolutely not. She wasn’t dying. He ran over, dropping Riptide. 


“Can you save her?” Beckendorf asked, distraught. 
“I don’t know,” Apollo admitted. “The venom-“ 


“I can get the venom out,” he said, thinking back to Evelyn hanging 
Basilisk venom over Janus. “If I do that, then you can heal her?” he asked. 
Apollo opened his mouth, but Percy didn’t give him a chance to answer. 
There wasn’t a choice in this. He would heal her. He had to. If not... Percy 
wasn’t sure he could keep his sanity. Mark or not. Taking a deep breath, he 
put his hands over Silena’s body and tried to ignore how her breathing was 
uneven. 


“Silena...” he whispered and closed his eyes. “Please. Please. Please.” he 
said and clenched his fist. He could feel the venom swirling around in her 
blood like leaves you couldn’t quite cup your hands around in a lake. 


Holding venom up was one thing. Drawing it out was another. Apollo made 
a slight noise of alarm. 


“You’re moving her blood,” he warned. “Ease up. Just the venom,” he 
ordered. Percy’s hands trembled. Focus. Focus. If he couldn’t save Silena, 
then... no. He focused. He thought of venom and everything Evelyn taught 
him about balance. He shifted his weight, centering himself. He felt his 
powers weakening. Draining. Please... he couldn’t think of anything else as 
he pulled. The world went blurry for a moment, and Percy forced himself to 
keep going. 


Please. 


“Holy shit,” someone whispered, and Percy didn’t dare open his eyes. He 
just kept pulling. Focusing. 


“Good job, Percy,” Apollo said gently, and he felt someone cup his hands. 
“You did it. You did it, okay?” he whispered, and Percy looked up to see a 
heap of black liquid in the air. Apollo held out a vial, and it zipped inside. 
Percy stared. Silena wasn’t moving. 


“Why isn’t she better? When is she going to get better?” he asked, voice 
rising. Apollo placed a hand on her head. 


“Let me work,” he said calmly. “I’m going to try my best.” 


“What does that mean? Yov’ll save her, right? Apollo?” Percy asked, voice 
growing panicked. “I got the poison out. I got it out- Apollo!” he said, and 
someone was pulling him away. “No - get off!” he snapped and turned to 
find Hazel pulling him away. 


“Let him work,” she repeated and gestured around them. “All we can do 
right now is win,” she added. Percy opened his mouth. Bianca was leading 
the hunters towards the Drakon again, this time with Clarisse leading the 
charge next to her. Hazel frowned. “She’s been blessed,” she noticed, and 
Percy looked up at the red glow around her. “Strange that Ares would give 
it while locked up.” 


“It is his daughter,” Percy said, voice weak. It appeared even Ares had 
somewhat of a heart for his children. He turned. The grief was heavy, but he 
couldn’t fully comprehend it. The chaos still surrounded them, but it 
somehow seemed... still, despite it all. In the distance, he saw Rachel 
leading more people in and out of the labyrinth. He wasn’t sure what he was 
feeling exactly. Everything? Nothing? Perhaps the pain had all collapsed on 
him to the point where his brain couldn’t process anymore. Slowly, he got 
up and moved forward. Ignoring Hazel’s call behind him, he grabbed 
Rachel’s arm. 


“Take me to Evelyn.” 


Rachel frowned at him. She was bleeding, covered in monster dust, with her 
eyes wide and scared. Normally, Percy would try to comfort her, but 
nothing felt normal. Looking around the battlefield, she swallowed and 
gave a terse nod. She grabbed his arm, tugging him into the maze as they 
twisted dark and dingy corners - moving through various ornate rooms to 
blank, empty spaces. There were pieces of the battle inside as well. Bombs 
going off so that debris flew everywhere and shook the walls and demigods 
bleeding out on the ground. Rachel led him through another arch, and Percy 
found himself back in Hephaestus’ forge. The heat momentarily jolted 
Percy as he looked around. The place looked trashed - everything that had 
once been completely destroyed in the explosion. He had known the blast 
he had created last year caused Typhon to escape, but he hadn’t seen the 
consequences of it. 


“She’s there,” Rachel said uncertainly, and Percy whipped his head around 
to where he saw a flash of movement, and his blood went cold despite the 
surrounding fire. There. Evelyn was kneeling where Janus had once been 
imprisoned. She was holding out her hands to collect the basilisk venom. 
He wasn’t entirely sure what she was doing with it. Percy didn’t particularly 
care - he held his sword out, deflecting several attacks in the midst of the 
forge entrance and a broken hallway of the maze. It had quieted somehow. 
The clanging. The screams. The chaos of it all. His senses were hyper 
focused, and he moved forward, catching the tip of Evelyn’s net around his 
sword and tugged. 


And all he felt was... was loss and rage and pain. 


“Percy?” she frowned - faltering as she turned to twist out of it. Percy 
yanked down, sending her stumbling so he could stab at her. Evelyn jerked 
back, spilling some of the poison. His sword hit her skin, but it did nothing 
to her. He hit again. “Hey- hey, Percy!” she said, voice growing more 
panicked. “Shit. I don’t see the mark-“ she began, and Percy gave a sharp 
cry of frustration as he kicked out at her. 


“I don’t have the damn mark!” he managed through gritted teeth. He hit 
again, but she blocked. “Pollux is dead. Silena is dying,” he said and stuck 
again. And again. And again. And again. Over and over until he was sure 
she would have shattered if made of stone. Her blocks became more frantic 
before moving into practiced focus as the element of surprise faded away. 
“Sh-she was poisoned leading the Ares cabin,” he managed. Evelyn dove 
away as he struck again. “This is your fault!” he shouted at her. “We 
wouldn’t have needed Ares if you hadn’t chosen Kronos!” he screamed at 
her. 


In the back of his mind, he knew that wasn’t entirely true. An Ares child 
was needed to defeat the Drakon either way, but maybe if Silena had 
backup... maybe she could have... they could have... 


“No,” Evelyn said, and Percy lifted his hand. He wasn’t sure he had ever 
been so angry in his entire life. The poison around them rose. Evelyn 
stiffened. “Percy, please-“ 


“You need them back so bad!” he yelled and didn’t bother to try and stop 
the tears as he tried to slam his sword again. The poison around them 
shuddered but stayed in the air. “You need Hugo and Vera and all of them 
back - but what about me?” he asked her. Evelyn opened her mouth, but he 
didn’t give her a chance to answer. “I am losing everyone for your family!” 
he screamed at her, and the ground shook. Most of the demigods around 
them fell, but he and Evelyn both stood strong. 


“Listen to me-“ she said, and Percy sent the poison hurtling towards her. He 
had no idea if it would hurt her with the curse, but he also wasn’t sure if he 
cared. Evelyn lifted her hand, and the poison exploded - like a water 
balloon slamming against a glass door. Percy swiped it away and moved 
forward to attack again. “You’ve gotten it all wrong!” 


“You made me into you,” Percy said, pausing his attack to glower at her. 
Evelyn shook her head, though there were tears in her eyes, too. “Don’t 
deny it. Castor and Hugo are both gone. Thalia and Vera. Dead. And here 
we are. Turning against the gods and bearing the Curse of Achilles,” he 
said, voice trembling. “You made me into you,” he whispered and yanked 
up the poison to launch at her again. She rolled to the side, using her pole to 
deflect some, but in doing so, it hit one of the fires. Black mist burned 
around them. “And you’re going to keep taking, aren’t you? Who is next? 
Who is the next sacrifice for you to bring them back? Bianca? Annabeth?” 
he asked her. “Nico?” 


Evelyn breathed heavily. A few demigods who were around them coughed, 
falling to the ground as they tried to breathe with the poison in the air. 


“No. No... Percy, I-“ 


“Will they be proud of you?” Percy asked, and something in Evelyn’s eyes 
broke. She slammed her hands forward, and the poison came back towards 
him. Dropping Riptide, he used both hands and squeezed. The poison 
bubbled before slamming into the ground. “After you spilled all of this 
blood for them? What is Hugo going to say when he sees what you’ve 
done? Or Vera? Or Clarence? Or anyone else?” he asked her. “Do you think 
they’ ll understand?” 


Evelyn shook her head and slammed her pole at him. Percy yanked his 
knife out from the holster around his thigh and deflected it, kicking at the 
side of her knee as hard as he could. For anyone else, it would have broken 
their leg altogether, but Evelyn only stumbled as he raised the poison from 
the ground - directly where she was laying. If it would have hurt Janus, then 
it could very well cause her some discomfort. 


“Tt... It isn’t like that-“ Evelyn started and cried out when the poison rose 
from the dirt beneath her. She slammed her hand on the ground, and it 
disappeared again. Percy felt Riptide return to his pocket as he hit the knife 
down, barely missing her head as she rolled over. 


“You’re no better than the gods,” he whispered. “And I can see clearly that 
you are our father’s daughter. To sit there and let so much evil happen under 


your nose so you can get what you want,” he choked out and brought out 
Riptide once again. “This isn’t your world. Not anymore,” he said and 
shook his head. “But you couldn’t stand that, so you just came and 
destroyed mine.” 


“That’s not true!” Evelyn yelled, and the labyrinth beside them shuddered 
again. People were trying to scramble away. Percy ignored it all. He could 
feel the Earth moving around them. Winds were picking up - a true feat 
given they were underground. 


“You’re a monster!” 


“Tm what they made me into!” Evelyn screamed back. “I never asked for 
this!” she yelled, and the entire mountain shook again, sending everything 
around them crumbling. Percy won against Zeus. He won. He would take 
Evelyn down, too. He wasn’t scared. The forge groaned, and Evelyn slowly 
rose as she raised her pole again, readying her stance. Percy raised his 
sword. 


Three...two... 
“ENOUGH!” 
The shaking stopped. 


Percy wanted to ignore the voice and attack, but he found himself being 
drawn away despite himself. He turned to find Rachel leaning heavily on 
Calypso - gasping as she gripped at her throat. The poison. Percy’s anger 
evaporated in a second as he quickly swiped his hand, sending the venom 
from the air and into a puddle on the ground. Evelyn’s eyes flicked to the 
newly liquefied solution - looking begrudgingly impressed - but she said 
nothing. 


“Rachel?” he asked and ran over to put a hand on her. He could feel some 
of it in her lungs still. Focusing his energy on her, he drew it out. “I am so 
sorry,” he said, shaking his head. “I didn’t know you were still here. I am so 
sorry-“ he repeated, but Rachel only gave a weak thumbs up as Calypso 
adjusted her grip on her. 


“We don’t have time. I need you to all come with me,” Calypso said. Percy 
looked up at her. 


“All of us?” he asked with a bitter look towards Evelyn. “Where have you 
been?” he asked, but Calypso didn’t answer as she whispered something to 
Rachel. She nodded, wiping her brow. 


“Pm okay,” Rachel added to Percy and managed to stand up. “Come on,” 
she coughed. Percy went to her side, helping her walk. She seemed to be 
recovering quickly, but the guilt remained stagnant as she led them back 
into the labyrinth. More demigods were fighting inside - Percy could have 
sworn he saw Daedalus zipping around on some sort of motorized scooter 
with a bazooka - though the amount had thinned down. Rachel bobbed and 
weaved, bringing them through a series of rooms and doors until they were 
in some sort of cave. 


“I need you to trust me,” Calypso said. Nobody had spoken throughout the 
entire time they had been through the maze. It was a little awkward to make 
conversation, given Evelyn and Percy’s most recent attempts to murder 
each other, but Calypso’s silence seemed more... thoughtful. Percy quickly 
realized why as they exited the cave to find themselves on top of a 
mountain. 


Atlas’ mountain. 
“No,” he said, and Calypso pushed her hair back. “What are you planning?” 


“He can turn the tide,” Calypso told him. “Zeus and Ares aren’t fighting. 
You need him-“ 


“He was Kronos’ general! He won’t choose our side!” Percy hissed, and 
Calypso brought out a vial. “What is that?” 


“T spoke with Zoé in the Underworld. She knew our father well. He is 
powerful, yes, but not immune to curses,” she explained. Percy stared. “I 
can curse him. Bind him to the Olympians. I just need him to drink this,” 
she explained, holding up the silvery liquid inside. Percy pursed his lips. 
Convenient. “I am powerful, Percy. I am not only a daughter of Atlas but of 


Tethys. For any other being, I wouldn’t even need a potion,” she said 
wistfully and glanced at where Atlas was groaning under the weight of the 
sky. “But for him... I’ve added my own blood to it. A tie. Zoé said it would 
work better that way,” she mused. “He just needs to drink it.” 


“How can we make him do that?” 


“Charmspeak?” she asked him and gestured to a spring beside him. Percy 
frowned. That hadn’t been there last time, had it? “Between you and me... 
we could do it.” 


She really should have used Drew, but Percy figured maybe... but wait. No. 


“Who would hold up the sky?” Evelyn asked quietly. Calypso wrung her 
hands. 


“That’s why I brought you,” she said to Evelyn and looked around. “He 
should be here soon. I summoned him,” she murmured. Evelyn and Percy 
both opened their mouths to probably ask the same question, but Calypso 
had already continued. “I also spoke to Megara in the Underworld. She 
helped me.” 


Megara. Percy felt his eyes widened. At that moment, there was a burst of 
lightning, and a form rose from the dust. 


Hercules. 


“Ah,” Percy said and glanced at Evelyn. She had stiffened. Her hands went 
to her net and pole before looking at Calypso. 


“You want him to hold up the sky?” she asked quietly. Calypso nodded. It 
was a fair enough fit, honestly. God of Strength and all. Evelyn’s jaw 
clenched. “It isn’t enough,” she muttered and took a long breath before her 
eyes flicked to Percy and Rachel. “But PI do it,” she muttered and stepped 
forward. Percy felt his wariness rise. Should he be helping? Before he could 
ask, Calypso grabbed his arm and dragged him towards the spring. 


“You know I’m a child of Poseidon?” he asked her as she practically shoved 
him into the water. 


“Nico mentioned it.” 
“Nico didn’t believe me.” 


“Yeah, well, I didn’t either at first. You make a good child of Aphrodite, 
Percy Jackson,” she said and glanced over her shoulder. Rachel was safely 
tucked away by the labyrinth entrance as Evelyn and Hercules approached 
one another. 


“Do I know you?” Hercules called, looking around. “Are you the one who 
summoned me?” 


Yikes. 


“You don’t know who I am?” Evelyn asked wryly. Hercules gave an 
apologetic smile. “My name is Evelyn Laurent,” she told him. Hercules 
tilted his head. “Daughter of Poseidon?” she tried. He frowned. “You turned 
me insane in the 1940s, and the gods turned me into a plant?” she said 
flatly. Hercules gasped - looking downright delighted by the revelation. 


“Vera’s pet!” he said, and Evelyn’s breath hitched. “Ah, yes. I remember 
you! Part of the special punishment for my father,” he mused. Now it was 
Evelyn’s turn to look confused as she tilted her head. Her weapons were 
still held out - though Percy could tell the comment was holding her back 
from striking. “I knew Vera was most likely to survive the longest,” he 
chuckled. “My little sister was a good soldier like that, so I decided to spare 
her my mark.” 


“How is that a punishment?” Evelyn asked. Hercules’ eyes glittered. 


“Because it gave him hope that she was strong enough to survive. I figured 
she would kill most of the others with the mark, though. A bonus. You, 
though... I didn’t think she would kill you - and having Poseidon’s daughter 
kill his own was... just fun,” he shrugged. Percy felt his eyes widened. Oh. 
That was... harsh. Percy could see Evelyn’s expression shut down. There 


wasn’t even a second of hesitation. She launched forward, swinging the 
pole around with a force that had the air whistling. Hercules lifted his club 
and to stop it. “Wait - I thought we were on the same side, weren’t we?” he 
asked as she spun the pole back and struck again. This time, she managed to 
hook it behind his legs, putting her full weight behind it, so they both went 
tumbling to the ground. 


Hercules rolled, and she stabbed at the sharpened end of the stick - nicking 
the side of his face, so ichor came down. 


“Why?” she asked him and struck again. He blocked every hit - loud clangs 
of thunder sounding every time their weapons met. Evelyn ducked a blow, 
jabbing upwards, so the pole went across his chest and under his arm. She 
stepped forward and grabbed the top in a fluid movement to pull it. There 
was a pop as they both went down again, but Percy was at least sure she had 
dislocated his arm... if such an injury existed for a god. “You’re angry at the 
gods, so you took it out on us!? Huh!?” she growled and kicked at his 
throat. He caught her foot and easily threw her into a tree. It sent both her 
and the tree a good three yards away. 


“Percy!” Calypso said and jerked her head to Atlas. “Start charmspeaking.” 
“He still has the sky-“ 


“Do it!” 
“I - okay, fine,” he muttered and then frowned as he lifted the water. 
Suddenly, he had a different idea. Raising the water, he summoned it over to 
Atlas, forming a small screen in front of him. Atlas’ eyes bulged slightly as 
he hissed at the sudden appearance, but Percy sent the water swirling. 
Calypso whipped around to him. 


“He knows about my charmspeak,” Percy told her quietly. “And he 
probably isn’t attracted to me. It would make my charmspeak weaker. This 
is a better alternative,” he murmured. Evelyn and Hercules were still 
fighting behind them. They were moving so fast that they looked like a blur. 
Hercules grabbed Evelyn’s hair - holding her for a moment as she jumped 
up to wrap her legs around his torso and jam the pole into his stomach. He 


retaliated by slamming her to the ground. Percy winced a little in sympathy 
before turning back to the task at hand. 


“Look,” Percy instructed Atlas and steadied the water in front of him. “Let 
me guess... your greatest desire is being free?” he asked, and the images 
around them began to form. “Hm... pretty close. Titan takeover. Equally 
predictable,” he murmured and wiggled his fingers. Atlas’ eyes rolled up 
slightly, but Percy managed to keep everything steady as Atlas became 
entranced. He turned to Calypso. “Give it to him now,” he whispered. 


“What?” 


“He’s living his greatest desire right now,” Percy told him and took a deep 
breath as he tried to keep the illusion up. “He thinks he’s free and about to 
drink a celebratory glass of nectar to celebrate Kronos’ victory,” he said and 
breathed again. “Pour the potion in his mouth. He’ll swallow it,” he 
promised, and Calypso looked at him for a moment before bringing out the 
vial and stepping closer to her father. 


“You act as if you don’t understand, little demigod!” Hercules called and 
snapped his fingers. “There,” he said and spat out some ichor. “Three more 
have my mark.” 


“They. Are. Innocent.” Evelyn hissed and launched herself at him again. 
“You’re supposed to protect heroes,” she said, and Calypso uncapped the 
vial as Evelyn spun around, getting in a few more hits than Hercules 
blocked. “You know how hard it is, and yet you do the same things the gods 
have done to you!” she said, and her voice broke. Hercules hit back. 


“I am exactly what the gods made me,” he snapped back. “I am only taking 
back what they have taken from me! Dionysus got to bring his mother and 
wife back to the dead as goddesses - why not me? Instead, they paired me 
up with one of Hera’s daughters,” he said with a grimace. Kronos has 
promised me Megara back. Her and my children," he breathed out. “And if 
the cost is all of their children?” he asked, and Evelyn faltered. “So be it.” 


“We have won, my friends!” Atlas was saying, dazed from the illusion. “Let 
us drink to our success!” he called as Calypso poured the vial in his mouth. 


Percy was almost relieved until he looked back over to see Evelyn had 
hesitated in her next strike. Hercules grabbed her, hitting her hard across the 
face with the club, so she fell to the ground. With a rough kick, she rolled 
over before he stepped on her wrist, taking the pole out of her hand and 
tossing it to the side. Percy felt his illusion almost dwindle. 


“Percy!” Calypso said sharply, and he brought it back up for her to finish. 
Which was good, but also, Percy was a little concerned they wouldn’t be 
able to get Hercules under the sky given that he then hauled Evelyn up and 
threw her directly at them. Percy’s illusion fell away completely as Evelyn 
crashed into him. Atlas jolted. Without a second of hesitation, Calypso 
clasped her hand over his face and punched him in the throat. When she let 
go, he gave a sharp gasp, effectively swallowing the rest of the potion. 
Good. Evelyn got up and screamed. 


Which, for the record, was terrifying. 


The water around them all rose. Not just the spring water, but from down 
below the mountain where the bay was off in the distance, Percy could see 
it boil and whip around rising. Almost instinctively, he felt his own powers 
join in, spinning the wind faster and water rising higher and higher. Trees 
flew from the ground around them, and the entire area flooded below them 
as clouds formed around them in a wall of white. Evelyn got up, and Percy 
backed away as she threw her hands to her side. Hercules was gone. 


For a second, Percy thought he had run away, and they were left with 
nothing. However, the next second, Evelyn was gone. There was a loud 
cracking sound, and Percy felt a stab of alarm when a leg landed next to 
him. Ichor spilled over the floor as the winds picked up, and he looked over 
just in time to see Evelyn kick Hercules in the center of the chest right 
towards Atlas. Her eyes were glowing gold. 


“NOW!” Percy shouted, and Calypso grabbed Atlas’ arms. “Take it,” Percy 
told Hercules, putting every inch of charmspeak he possibly could in the 
words. Titans could be forced into the curse, but gods had an option. Well. 
Some gods had an option. Percy wouldn’t let Hercules get off so easily. The 
second he lifted his hands, he backed away. The hurricane that had 
surrounded them fell away. 


Atlas was free. He looked around - eyes wide as he stared in utter 
confusion. 


“How-?” 
“You are to fight for the gods,” Calypso said, and Atlas reared back. 


“Daughter?” he asked and then put a hand on his chest. “Your... your 
magic,” he mumbled and narrowed his eyes. “What have you done to me?” 
he asked. Calypso stood up, dusting mud off of her dress, and leaned 
forward. 


“Doled out justice for my sister,” she said and tapped his chin. “Zoé says 
hello,” she smiled and stood up. “Now go. Fight for your own demise,” she 
said and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Perhaps if you are lucky, then 
you may be granted leniency with the new Olympians,” she smiled at him. 
Then looked at Hercules. He was shuddering under his new weight - 
missing a leg and covered in blood and ichor, but he held stable. God of 
Strength, indeed. Evelyn got up. 


Wordlessly, she picked up a bottle of venom from her pocket. She must 
have brought it with them from the forge. 


“Will your imprisonment end the mark?” she asked him. Hercules didn’t 
answer, so she poured the venom over him. Hercules screamed. “Will it end 
the mark?” she asked, and Hercules gasped. 


“Yes- yes,” he managed as he blinked away the venom. “I cannot curse 
anyone like this,” he breathed out. Evelyn hummed. Then poured the rest of 
it over him. Hercules’ screams shuddered the mountain. Then, wordlessly, 
Evelyn fell to her knees. Percy stood there - a little uncertain what to do. 


“Go back to the fight,” he finally said to Calypso. Then looked at Rachel. 
“Take her with you. You’re okay?” he called to her. He was pretty sure the 
labyrinth protected her but wanted to be sure. Rachel gave a faint nod. 
“Good. Go. Maybe take Rachel home. She’s done enough,” he added lowly. 
Calypso nodded. “Thank you,” he added. 


Calypso gave a weak smile before taking Atlas and leading him inside. 
Percy turned to where Evelyn was still staring blankly at Hercules. 


“ „are you okay?” he asked her. She didn’t answer. “I... I’m sorry. About 
before,” he said awkwardly. “It isn’t-“ 


“Tt is,” she said faintly. Percy stared. “He... Pm the same as him, aren’t I?” 
she murmured. Percy couldn’t tell if it was to him or herself. He knelt next 
to her. “Did you hear him? He... we’re the same,” she mumbled and buried 
her face in her hands. “What have I done?” she whispered. “They would all 
be so ashamed of me,” she said. Percy put a hand on her shoulder. 


“Listen-“ 


“Give me your knife,” Evelyn interrupted quietly. Percy jumped as she put 
a hand on his arm. “Give it to me,” she said. Percy wasn’t sure how to react. 
Was this a trick? A joke? A game? He frowned at her before yanking it 
from his holster and handing it over. Evelyn slipped off the vambrace that 
covered her left arm. 


“What are you doing?” 


“You were right,” Evelyn told him and ran her thumb over the spot where 
the Mark of Hercules was. Except there was nothing there now. Was she 
checking to see if it came back? Hercules was trapped under the sky now. 
He couldn’t hurt them anymore. “I... this isn’t my time. This isn’t my home 
or my family or my world. Not anymore,” she said and shook her head. 
“Our time has passed.” 


“Evelyn, I... I was angry and-” 


“No,” she interrupted. “This is your home. Your friends. Your family. And I 
should have followed your lead on how to live in it,” she smiled weakly. 
Percy looked at where her hand tightened around the knife. Percy felt his 
anxiety rise. “Just promise me something, okay?” she asked and licked her 
lips before bringing out a blue thread to hand to him. Ariadne’s thread. 
“Don’t... let them get away with it,” she said and reached over with her free 
hand to grab his arm. “Hold them accountable.” 


Percy didn’t like this. 
“What are you doing-?” 


“Promise me,” she said and squeezed tighter. Percy reached for the knife, 
but she held it back. “They were wrong. Gods can be wrong. Don’t let them 
get away with it,” she said, and Percy felt his breath catch as she released 
him. 


“Evelyn, wait!” he said and jerked to stop her, but she had already jammed 
the knife down into the center of her forearm. Blood spurted out - flowing 
down her arm to her wrists as she gasped, falling forward. He caught her. 


“That... that should... weaken Kronos a bit,” she laughed, and for a second, 
her eyes flickered between green and gold. She coughed as Percy steadied 
her. “He’ll find someone else, though. He will burn through every demigod 
until he convinces someone else to go into the River Styx,” she murmured 
and blinked rapidly. “So... you have... to hurry,” she murmured. 


Percy swallowed. 


“Promise you won’t let them do it again?” she asked as he kept her from 
face planting. “We... we’re not monsters. Not all of us,” she said. Percy 
gave a shaky nod. He was partly in shock, but with all the death he had seen 
today, he wasn’t sure he could feel anymore. 


“I promise,” he managed and squeezed her. “You’re going to Elysium, 
okay? I’m going to make sure you get there. You’ll see Hugo and Vera 
again,” he promised. Evelyn gave a choked sort of laugh. 


“They’re going to be pissed,” she muttered and then leaned against him. “I 
hope Julia and James are there too,” she murmured and then sighed. “And 
Clarence... and Sarah...” 


“They’re all waiting,” he promised and pushed her hair back. “It’s okay. 
Thank you,” he told her. Evelyn hummed. 


“You still have a chance,” she told him and squeezed his hand weakly. “I’m 
Sorry.” 


Her body went completely limp. 
This time, Percy didn’t need Bianca to tell him that someone else was dead. 


“What...?” a voice said, and Percy turned to find a girl behind him draped in 
purple. She had a spear in her hand and dark hair in a braid that was 
blowing to the side. She stared at Percy and the Hercules before raising her 
weapon. “What is this?” she asked and looked between them. “What are 
you?” 


“We're...” Percy began, voice breaking slightly as he looked at Evelyn’s 
body limp and gone. “We’re demigods. Fighting for the gods. Who are 
you?” 


“Pm a demigod,” the girl said slowly. “My name is Reyna,” she said and 
tilted her head. “Have we... met?” she asked uncertainly. Percy frowned at 
her. 


“Are you one of the unclaimed children?” he asked her. Reyna shook her 
head. 


“My mother is Bellona.” 


“Who?” Percy frowned, and there was a shout in the distance. “Who is 
that?” he asked her. Reyna stared at him. He had never seen someone look 
both so confused and wary at once. 


“My army,” Reyna said and looked over at Hercules. “Why is he holding up 
the sky? Where is Atlas?” she asked. Percy grabbed the thread Evelyn had 
given him and swallowed. Part of him wanted to stay and investigate this, 
but Evelyn said Kronos would only be at his weakest for a bit longer. 


“He’s the one who has been harming Big Three kids,” Percy said and 
heaved Evelyn’s body up. “Atlas is on our side... for now,” he added, 


hoping Calypso’s magic would stay strong enough to hold that loyalty. “We 
need to go into the labyrinth now,” he added. Reyna frowned. 


“The labyrinth-?” she began, but her voice fell away when she saw the 
opening Percy was heading towards. “Wait! Who are you? How do you 
know about-?” she began, but the rocks began to close off behind him. 
Shouts followed him, but he was already moving through the maze. He kind 
of preferred Rachel to this glowing thread but made do. By the time he 
exited once again, New York was almost completely in shambles. Gods 
were fighting in tandem with Atlas and Calypso as titans and demigods 
either retreated or tried to fight back with varying degrees of success. Percy 
felt his stomach twist when he saw familiar faces of demigods sprawled 
lifelessly on the ground. His breath hitched. Beckendorf. His hands 
tightened around Evelyn’s body as he tried not to let himself react too 
much. 


“What a shame,” a voice said. Percy took a slow breath. “She was so 
close.” 


Percy turned. Kronos was standing behind him with his scythe out. His eyes 
glittered in the light of the surrounding desecration. 


“Close to what?” 


“To seeing them again,” Kronos said conversationally and tilted his head at 
Evelyn’s slumped form. Percy gently set her down, standing in front of the 
body to keep Kronos from looking at her. “I intended to keep my side of the 
bargain. I still do,” he added with a click of his tongue. “A shame.” 


“You’re bluffing.” 


“So stubborn,” Kronos mused, and his lips twitched. “So,” he said and 
flipped the scythe around like a baton. “Am I to believe we are next to 
battle? You’ve taken down my son and brother. Is it my turn to be defeated 
by the great and noble Perseus Jackson?” he asked, voice mocking. Percy 
narrowed his eyes. “Perhaps you could use some help,” he added and 
looked around. “Your sister looks to be out of commission,” he added with 


a feigned look of regret at Evelyn. “What about the other one? Where is 
she?” he asked. “Or did she die too?” 


“Choose your next words carefully.” 


“Your boyfriend? His brother? Where are your friends, anyway? You were 
gone for quite some time. Are you sure any are alive?” he asked. Percy took 
steady breaths. “You have been left with nothing,” Kronos said with a shake 
of his head. “And despite your silly little game of hide-and-seek... you are 
only a child yearning for the right to exist,” he said and clicked his tongue. 


“I do have the right to exist,” Percy said, voice shaking. “Just because they 
don’t like it doesn’t mean it isn’t there.” 


“There is always a cost,” Kronos told him, and something exploded in the 
distance. “Evelyn understood that. You know she won’t be going to the 
Underworld,” he added. Percy frowned. Another explosion. Gods, he hoped 
his mom was somewhere safe. “Her soul was tied to me. Her death weakens 
me, yes, but my essence weakened hers. She’ll be in Tartarus, probably,” he 
chuckled. “Tragic.” 


Percy raised his sword. 


“So will you,” he said and narrowed his eyes. “And that’s true, then I’m 
getting her out,” he said. Kronos scoffed and raised his scythe. This was it 
then. Percy lifted his sword. 


“You can try,” he said and then raised the scythe over his shoulder. “Just 
remember you are all alone.” 


“Bold words from someone who vores his loved ones,” he said and then 
wrinkled his nose. “...can vore be a verb?” he asked. Kronos’ scythe 
wavered in the air. 


“T don’t know what that means.” 


“Tt’s like a fetish. You enjoy eating people for pleasure.” 


“T- it wasn’t for pleasure,” Kronos spluttered, looking legitimately 
offended. Which was a little funny that this was the first thing Percy had 
said that actually made an impact. “It was to prevent the prophecy,” he 
sniffed. Percy shrugged. Whatever helped him sleep at night. “Besides, the 
word is cannibalism. That is the correct translation.” 


“No, this is a new word.” 

“A new-? I read all the new words.” 

“Not this one.” 

“What is the difference between this word and cannibalism?” 


“T don’t think people enjoy cannibalism. They just kind of do it. Vore is like 
a sexual thing.” 


Kronos lowered his scythe completely. 
“Tt’s a what?” 


“Why are you judging?” Percy asked. “You ate your kids!” he said and 
waited. Best case scenario, Kronos decided he didn’t want to rule a world 
with the word ‘vore’ in it and just gave up. He looked like he kind of 
wanted to, based on his expression. In the end, he only shook his head. 


“Nevermind this,” he decided and raised the scythe again. “Now? We 
fight.” 


Damn. So close. Percy raised Riptide back up again. He took a breath and 
reached for any focus he still had. 


Then three things happened at once: 


1. Nico, Bianca, and Hazel appeared like three angels of death in an 
apocalypse. Bianca was shrouded in silver light as her arrows rained down, 
while Nico led an army of undead to charge forward. Hazel was... doing 
something wild. She appeared to be teleporting in shrouds of mist, 
reappearing to strike. 


2. Vines curled around Kronos’ feet, moving up his legs as Demeter 
appeared in armor with her golden hair doused in blood and ichor. A sickle 
was in each of her hands as she looked up, meeting Kronos’ eyes with a 
burning intensity that was only matched by Hades appearing behind Kronos 
like a ghost. He had his Helm of Darkness on and a stygian spear in one 
hand. 


3. A lightning strike of lightning appeared from nowhere. Percy thought it 
might have been Athena, but he couldn’t pinpoint exactly where it was 
coming from. Kronos faltered back. 


Percy wasn’t even sure he was needed. 


“Hello, Father,” Demeter greeted and tossed a sickle to Hades. He caught it, 
taking the curve of it under Kronos chin and jerking his arm back. Kronos 
roared, but the weapon didn’t cut his head off like intended. Ichor spilled 
from his throat, sending him writhing. Then everything froze. Time stopped 
before zipping back a few seconds. Demeter was back with both sickles, 
and this time when she threw it, Kronos intercepted. 


. right. Titan of Time. Damn, that was unfortunate. 


Percy dove, aiming to get a good nick in him, but everything around him 
sped up, leaving him on the ground where Kronos had been seconds earlier. 
He swore and rolled over. 


It went on like that for a while. Kronos was clearly outmatched and 
outnumbered, but each attack was skillfully dodged by time slowing down 
or speeding up - sometimes stopping altogether. Still, he really must have 
been weak because each use of his powers only lasted a few seconds before 
they were off again. Another strike of lightning hit - Kronos rewound time 
and tried to push Bianca where it would hit. Demeter used a vine to yank 
her out of the way. 


“I could have saved her!” Hades groused. Demeter sneered as she struck 
again. 


“But you didn’t!” 


Amazing. They were still arguing even in the face of... well. This. Nico 
deflected a hit and stumbled back, swinging his sword around to ready 
another hit. Percy faltered in his own attack. 


“Nico!” Percy yelled, absolutely appalled. Nico turned. It was kind of 
horrifying. Actually, scratch the ‘kind of’ part. Nico was covered in blood, 
gold dust, and something black and gooey. More disturbing was the fact his 
entire arm was missing. “What happened?” he asked, momentarily just 
forgetting Kronos altogether. The others seemed to have it under control for 
the moment. Nico looked at him in bafflement before his mouth parted. 


“Oh!” he said, with a glance at his missing arm. “Don’t worry, Will said he 
could reattach it.” 


“Why is it gone?” 


“Well, before everyone’s marks went away, I was starting to feel a little iffy, 
and I couldn’t drink any more centaur blood without dying. I couldn’t go to 
Hera because she was busy, and I was fighting people,” he shrugged. “So I 
just borrowed a sword and lopped it off. It bled a lot, but Will helped me,” 
he said, and from the rubble, there was a cry of objection. 


“No!” Will’s voice came. He reloaded his gun and aimed it at Kronos. After 
he blasted an impressive shot aimed at his groin, he continued. “I mean, I 
did help you, but I said you shouldn’t cut it off! I said it would only buy you 
a little time! I said, ‘Nico, don’t cut it off’, and you said ‘I have no choice’ 
and then you did. It was wild. He didn’t even scream,” he added to Percy 
before turning to Nico once more. “You definitely had a choice, by the 
way-“ 


“So, yeah, Will’s going to put it back on now that all the marks have 
disappeared,” Nico interrupted. Then gasped. “Or I can get a metal robot 
arm,” he whispered and looked at Will. “If I got Hephaestus to get me a 
metal robot arm, would you put that on me?” he asked hopefully. Percy 
didn’t know what to say to any of this. He turned to where Bianca was 
spitting up blood. “HEY!” Nico suddenly yelled, outraged. “NOT MY 
SISTER!” he growled and launched himself back into the thick of things. 
Will aimed another shot. Kronos roared when a bullet hit his left eye. 


“pitiful,” Will said with a shake of his head and then went back to the 
demigod on the ground he was apparently healing. Percy made a silent 
promise to himself to never have kids and jumped back into the fight. 


Oddly enough... fighting Kronos didn’t quite feel like battling a titan even 
with all the time plays. It kind of just felt like a massive bar fight with a 
customer who got handsy with the pretty bartender (he had seen that once 
when Gabe tried to exchange Percy for three bottles of vodka). In this case, 
it looked as if Bianca, Nico, and Hazel were the loyal regulars while 
Demeter and Hades were the out-of-towners who knew they could end this 
whole thing quickly. 


..that probably made Percy the bartender, actually. Maybe he should be 
pulling his weight a little more. 


He raised his hands to summon waters from the river beside him and 
slammed it down. 


“It would be nice to have a child of Zeus,” Bianca breathed out as she fell 
next to him, wiping her brow. “Maybe we need the powers of Zeus, Hades, 
and Poseidon... since you are a Poseidon kid,” she added to him flatly. Oh. 
Right. They hadn’t had time to have that talk yet. He gave a weak smile. 


“Sorry I lied?” 


“You owe me one Hell of an explanation, Jackson,” she said and pulled 
back another arrow. “Do you happen to have a child of Zeus hidden 
somewhere?” she asked. 


“Tf all three of us are needed, then we’re screwed,” Percy said through 
gritted teeth as he blocked a hit. Time reset, and he felt a flash of 
frustration. “Though I don’t know where that lightning is coming from.” 


“Athena?” 


“Is Typhon gone?” he asked. Bianca shrugged and notched another arrow. 
Another burst of lightning appeared. Kronos stumbled but managed to 
block it with his bare hands. The chaos around them grew between their 


powers. Had Athena joined them now? He didn’t have time to figure it out 
as he continued fighting. Fighting and fighting and fighting as the lights 
grew, the ground shook, and the sky screamed. Rain blasted down on them 
with the wind rising and undead climbing from the ground. Someone cried 
out. A thud followed, and Percy’s entire body wanted to collapse. He could 
only imagine how the others were feeling. 


“NOW!” someone shouted, and another blast of lightning struck. Kronos 
shielded himself, but this time the time didn’t reset or speed. He looked 
down with a frown. 


“How?” he murmured, and from beside Percy, something rippled. Luke 
appeared with Annabeth’s Yankee cap in one hand and Kronos’ scythe in 
the other. Huh. Luke. Percy had kind of forgotten about him. He had 
disappeared in the background for so long, he almost didn’t seem relevant. 


“Looking for this?” Luke asked, holding up the scythe. Kronos stiffened. 
“You should be careful. Children of Hermes are notoriously quick... and 
good thieves,” he shrugged. Kronos' mouth parted - perhaps to ask what the 
Hell Luke was doing (Percy was also pretty curious) but didn’t have the 
chance. Another bolt of lightning came down again, and this time... it hit. 


The storm around them lessened as Percy dove forward to jam his blade 
down into his chest. Kronos fell backward with a sound that might have 
been a thousand rhinos dying. Hades was next, and with a jolt, the stygian 
iron sank into Kronos’ back. 


Fun fact about stygian iron: it traps souls. Or, in this case, divine essence. 
Kronos’ body crumbled like a sandcastle - forming gold dust as Hades’ 
spear buzzed with electricity. 


Silence. 


“We don’t have long,” Hades finally grimaced. “He can break out of this. I 
must cast it into Tartarus,” he added and then scowled. “And shut the doors 
I sensed he pried open,” he added with a noise of reproach. 


“Its... over?” Hazel said with uncertainty. Then everyone turned to Luke. 
He stared back before slowly glancing down at the scythe and then set it 
down. Percy slammed Riptide to his throat. It was only Luke’s speed and 
skill as a sword fighting that allowed him to deflect the hit so suddenly. 


“What game are you playing?” Percy asked dangerously. “Is this a trap?” he 
asked. Luke shook his head. “Where is Annabeth? Why do you have her 
hat?” he asked, pushing the blade into him a bit more. Luke sighed. 


“She gave it to me. This was her plan to get the scythe away from Kronos,” 
he said quietly. Percy narrowed his eyes. “I...” he began and then shook his 
head. “I haven’t forgiven anyone. Not yet,” he said with a glare at where 
Demeter and Hades were standing. “But Annabeth and Thalia were my 
family. Annabeth is my family. Evelyn was my friend,” he said, and his 
eyes flickered to where her body was still splayed on the rocks, somehow 
protected from the turmoil around them. Percy suspected his father had 
something to do with that. “If they turned against the titans...” he explained 
and then shook his head. Percy lowered the sword slightly. 


“Where is Annabeth?” he asked suspiciously. 


“With the mortal girl and Calypso,” Luke said. “They had some plan to put 
Atlas on Ogygia after the fighting died down,” he explained. Percy 
hesitated. “I already ordered my forces to retreat,” he said quietly. 


“Annabeth switching sides was all it took?” 


“We were also losing,” Luke said dryly. Percy rolled his eyes and lowered 
his weapon. “I didn’t know about Hercules,” Luke added when Percy 
turned away to take the scythe. “Evelyn never told me. If she had... I might 
have made different decisions,” he said quietly. “I didn’t know what you 
were, either. If I did, I would have tried to help you,” he added. That was 
true. Percy knew that was true. Luke had been the one to sneak unclaimed 
kids out of camp. Before Bianca came along, he was really the only solace 
for kdtaras. He turned back to Luke. 


“I believe you,” he said. Luke nodded. “You aren’t the bad guy,” he added 
and then grimaced as he looked up at where the Empire State building was 


still holding strong. “But I don’t know how much I can help you with your 
father,” he said. Luke sighed. 


“Just get me a semi-decent spot in the Fields of Punishment, and I’m good 
to go.” 


“I won’t let them kill you,” Percy added. Luke shrugged. They might have 
said more, but others were beginning to poke out. Any other monsters or 
demigods who had been aligned with the titans were gone. There was only 
the aftermath surrounding them. Car alarms blared in the distance. Sharp 
cracking came from the crumbling foundations of buildings falling apart. 


“ATHENA DID IT!” someone shouted, and bursts of light appeared. “SHE 
DEFEATED TYPHON!” 


“What about Oceanus?” Percy called as Hades melted into the shadows 
with Kronos. Three bursts of light appeared next to him. 


“No. No, I disagree,” Aphrodite said as she threw her arms up. Well, that 
answered that question. “Amphitrite is your wife. One you whined and cried 
to get. Her opinion matters most-” 


“How were you able to argue this throughout the entire battle?” Poseidon 
groaned with Rhode and Hephaestus by his side. “Perseus,” he added with a 
warm smile. “I see you were successful here,” he said and then turned to 
where Evelyn was lying. The smile disappeared. His shoulders slumped. “It 
is true then,” he said. People were starting to gather around. Apollo and 
Dionysus both appeared, looking ragged and worn. Other demigods popped 
up with wild tales of their fights. 


“Did you see the lightning girl?” someone asked, and Percy jerked his gaze 
away from Poseidon to listen. “She kept appearing and killing them. I 
thought it was Thalia Grace at first.” 


“You saw her too?!” 


“Who?” Percy asked, stepping over some rubble. The kids scrambled away 
from him. “What are you talking-“ he began only to be interrupted by a 


burst of lightning striking down. A girl appeared where the charred remains 
were as people shrieked, scattering back. Percy grabbed his knife, looking 
around at where a storm had briefly started up again. 


“Hello,” the girl said, and the storm died back down to reveal someone in 
tattered clothes - ruined and soaked in blood. Her hair was loose, falling 
down to her elbows that swung as she looked around. She seemed baffled 
by the city. “I’m assuming I helped kill someone bad?” she asked 
cautiously. Percy nodded. Now that the dust was settling, he was beginning 
to recognize some features. “Who are you? Where... am I?” she added. 


Damnit. 


“Pm Percy,” he said and ignored the whispering surrounding him. “And 
you’re Vera Bates,” he said. Vera looked at him with a hint of surprise 
before nodding. “Kronos really brought you back,” he said, almost 
defeated. “He hadn’t been lying.” 


“Brought me back?” Vera repeated and shook her head. “I... don’t know 
what you mean. I should be on a ship with... where is Evelyn?” she asked 
suddenly, looking around. Percy grimaced. “Is she okay? Is the war over?” 
she asked. Percy didn’t know how to answer. “I remember she was sick. 
Did they figure out how to heal her?” she asked. Wordlessly, Percy stepped 
to the side where Evelyn’s body laid beside Poseidon, who was very 
carefully wrapping her in a green shroud. Vera stared - completely frozen. 
Her expression gave away absolutely nothing. 


“We have a lot to explain,” he said gently. Vera gave a curt nod, her eyes 
still fixed on Evelyn. 


“She’s dead.” 
“Yes,” 
“oh,” Vera said quietly and looked away. “I, um, I see,” she said and 


nodded. “Alright,” she said and turned away. “Who survived?” she asked 
and frowned as she looked around the desecrated buildings. Percy realized 


then that they were all in armor. The ruin made it hard to tell what the city 
typically looked like. She had no idea it was no longer than the 1940s. 


The suffering of these kids never seemed to stop. 


“Yeah,” Percy said and walked over to her. “The war is over,” he said 
quietly and then put a hand on her arm. She jerked away. “But it took about 
seventy years to finish.” 


Vera’s mouth parted. 
“What?” 
Percy grimaced and looked at the ruin around them. 


“Come on,” he said. “We have a lot to talk about.” 


Olympus was trashed but intact. Percy supposed there was that. Silk 
shrouds filled the room. Percy saw Dionysus standing over Pollux’s and felt 
his stomach twist. He walked over, not sure what he should say - could say. 
Did Dionysus know it was him? Silence fell over them as he stepped up. 


“I knew they would die one day,” Dionysus finally said. “They’re mortals. 
You expect that. I just had hoped they had a bit longer,” he said. Percy 
looked down at the purple silk. 


“They’ll be in Elysium,” he said, hoping that would be some comfort. 
Dionysus scoffed. 


“They will,” he agreed and reached out to touch the shroud. “I used to take 
such comfort in that,” he mused. “Back when I was a demigod myself. 
Now, it is... a wistfulness. I will never find myself able to join them,” he 
said with a small shake of his head. Percy didn’t answer. “Godhood gives 
one forever and takes away the one you never appreciated.” 


“Did you... have people?” Percy asked. Dionysus turned to him. “Before 
you were a god, I mean. Growing up. A family or friends or...?” he trailed 


off. Dionysus hummed. 


“A mother,” he mused. “And an aunt and uncle. Friends and endless 
lovers,” he said with a sad smile. “I brought my mother back from the dead. 
Made her a goddess. Same with Ariadne when I fell for her,” he said and 
then looked thoughtfully at the shroud again. “I wonder if it was a kindness 
or a cruelty,” he said, more to himself than to Percy. 


Athena entered the room, and Dionysus turned. Watching her warily, he 
took a step towards his throne. 


“I killed him,” Percy blurted out. Dionysus paused. “Pollux. I- the mark 
made him...” he tried, voice shaking. Dionysus turned back around, and 
Percy flinched. “I’m so sorry,” he said and waited to be burst into nothing. 
Dionysus didn’t do that, though. He only watched with thoughtful eyes 
before nodding. Without a word, he walked to his throne. Percy wasn’t sure 
if this was a better or worse reaction than what he was expecting. The rest 
of the gods all sat down. Percy saw Apollo and almost jerked to life. 
Silena...? 


He couldn’t catch Apollo’s eyes to ask. 


“We have won,” Athena said tiredly and ran a hand over her face. For 
someone who just fought Typhon... she looked reasonably well. Her clothes 
were black and torn, but ultimately she glowed with a power that even 
Percy found himself in awe of. “Rewards must be given for the bravery and 
sacrifice of our demigods,” she said. The rest of the survivors all gathered 
around. “As well as... decisions as to what to do with our enemies,” she 
added as the door slammed open to reveal monsters and demigods from the 
titan’s side. In the front was Luke. To Percy’s utter irritation, he was in 
chains. He stepped forward. 


“Lady Athena?” he asked. All eyes turned to him. “Before we proceed, I 
think we should address the titan army.” 


“We could kill them?” Ares suggested from where he appeared - still in 
chains himself and much more docile. That probably had to do with 
Clarisse based on how he was grinning at her. Percy shook his head. 


“They only chose the side they did because you gave them little choice in 
the matter. I think they should be let go.” 


Ares snorted, but Hestia gave a fierce nod of agreement. Hermes looked at 
Luke thoughtfully. His gaze was met with Luke’s chilly glare of 
disapproval. Not the best move when gunning to not die, but Percy had 
definitely been in that boat, so he couldn’t talk. 


“Very well,” Athena said. Percy almost jumped. Oh. That had been... pretty 
easy. Nice. “If the demigods who chose the titan side agree to pledge their 
loyalty once more to us, then all will be forgiven.” 


“You?” a boy behind Luke asked. “You forgive us?” he demanded. “You 
should be asking for our forgiveness!” he yelled. The group all murmured. 
“T was a bush for how many years because of your cowardice?” 


“Losers don’t get to make the rules,” Ares said, but Athena gave him a 
sharp look to quiet him. She pursed her lips before looking at who had 
spoken. 


“And what is your name?” she asked. The boy stepped forward. 
“Ethan Nakamura,” he said, jutting out his chin. “Son of Nemesis.” 


Athena folded her hands together. She seemed deep in thought. From beside 
Luke, another boy was watching with worried eyes, though they quickly 
turned into something full of malice when he looked to the gods. 


“You were one of the children first freed from the garden, weren’t you?” 
Athena finally asked. Ethan glared. “Very well. What would you like?” she 
asked. Silence met her words. Ethan stared a few times before looking over 
his shoulder to the other demigods, who all shrugged. 


“Excuse me?” 


“T doubt there is suitable compensation for your trauma and time,” Athena 
said. “But I do wish to offer you more than an apology.” 


“You haven’t apologized,” the other boy by Luke said. A few people hissed 
at him. 


“Alabaster!” 


“Ignore him,” Luke said wisely. “He’s prone to long monologues if you 
don’t.” 


Alabaster stepped on Luke’s foot. Ethan slowly turned back to Athena. 


“You’ve given us immunity if we pledge our loyalty,’ he said slowly. 
Athena nodded. “What about our parents?” he asked. Athena tilted her 
head. “My mother joined the titans because of the lack of balance the 
Olympians had brought to the world. Killing and trying to control 
prophecies - as well as ignoring most minor deities. They deserve more 
respect. Thrones. Cabins. Everything you have,” he said. Athena nodded 
slowly. “I want all of those things for them alongside their immunity.” 


“A big ask,” Dionysus said dryly. Ethan shrugged. “Is this an Athena 
decision or a council decision?” he asked Athena coyly. Athena’s eyes 
flitted to him. 


“We may vote,” she said and looked at each of them. “In favor of adhering 
to this request?” she asked. Hestia’s hand shot up. Athena’s own hand was 
also raised alongside Aphrodite’s, Hermes’, Hades’, and Poseidon. After a 
second, Artemis raised her hand. So did Apollo. “A clear majority,” Athena 
decided and turned to Ethan. “Would this placate you, Ethan Nakamura?” 
she asked. Ethan blinked a few times. 


“Uh...um,” he looked over his shoulder. Most of them were nodding, but 
Alabaster, in particular, was shaking his head. “I could ask for more?” he 
frowned, looking a little suspicious. Athena’s lips quirked up. 


“You were a bush for many years,” she reminded him. Ethan blinked. 


“You have to claim us,” he said. Athena nodded. “Um, by...?” he looked 
around. 


“Thirteen?” Percy suggested. A few people jumped at Percy’s presence 
before stepping back. Apparently, kdtara propaganda would remain for a 
little while longer. Ethan turned dark eyes to him. Then shrugged. 


“Yeah,” he nodded. “By thirteen.” 
“Done.” 


“And we don’t get turned into plants anymore!” Alabaster called. Athena 
nodded. “Or anything else!” he said. Athena waited. “If we get turned into 
anything, we get a trial!” 


“A trial?” Ares said, sounding absolutely disgusted. “That’s too far.” 


“T think,’ Athena cut in. “That you and I should have a follow-up 
discussion at a later time to figure out how to make amends,” she said. 
Alabaster narrowed his eyes. “You are Hecate’s son, correct?” she asked 
him. Alabaster nodded. “Your mother may also be in attendance if you feel 
uncomfortable,” she said. Alabaster considered this for a moment and then 
gave a Slow nod of acceptance. “Very well-“ 


“And what of Luke Castellan?” Artemis asked calmly. Hermes stiffened. “I 
agree that immunity should be given, but he was the ringleader in this, was 
he not? Along with Evelyn Laurent?” she asked. Hermes narrowed his eyes 
at her. “He also had the chance to switch sides earlier-“ 


“And he did and helped kill Kronos,” Hermes snapped at her. “You are not 
punishing my son-“ 


“Nothing drastic, Hermes,” Artemis shook her head. “Merely something 
productive. Have him serve at court for a period of time so we may monitor 
him.” 


“At court?” Luke asked and then blanched. “You mean, live on Olympus?” 
he asked and shook his head. “Kill me instead.” 


“Luke,” Annabeth chided. Luke seemed adamant on this, though. Artemis 
gave a knowing nod. 


“You would spend more time around him, Hermes,” she said, and Hermes’ 
previous obstinance paused. Luke narrowed his eyes. “Zeus’ rules are no 
longer in place as of right now. Meddling in human affairs is currently 
allowed,” she said. Luke pinned her with the coldest look humanly possible. 


“for how long?” Hermes asked. Luke looked up at the ceiling. 
“Be kind,” Hestia frowned at them. “He meant well. I say a month.” 
“A month? Hardly a lesson,” Hephaestus frowned. “Five years.” 


“Make him immortal,” Hades said with a nod. “And then he can do it 
forever, and I won’t have to worry about his soul coming down to the 
Underworld.” 


“One year,” Hera said, voice brooking no argument. Athena glanced at her 
and nodded. 


“One year sounds right,” Athena said, and Luke made a face. “You may 
serve as an assistant to your father for that time,” she said. Ethan put a hand 
on Luke’s shoulder - possibly to keep him from throwing himself off the 
side of the mountain. “Any objections?” she asked. Luke raised his hand. 
“From anyone other than you?” she asked. Luke nudged Alabaster, who 
then raised his hand. Athena looked at him for a long time. 


“sorry, Luke,” Alabaster said and put his hand back down. “Pll talk to her 
about it later,” he whispered. 


Athena sighed, turning back to everyone else. 


“Next,” she said. “We must discuss the fate of my father,” she said and 
waved her hand. “Bring him in.” 


Percy almost jumped as the doors squeaked open. There was the clanking of 
chains led in by several minor deities who seemed shell-shocked at who 
was behind them. The room all turned at once to get a better look as they 
moved to the side to reveal a newly transformed Zeus. Percy curiously 


watched as he fought against his restraints, only to instead glower and 
mutter threats under his breath. 


Zeus was... well, he was mortal. He looked to be in his thirties, with dark 
hair and blue eyes that still remained similar to most of his demigods. Vera 
slid up beside Percy to look at him curiously. He had told her what 
happened, but he was sure that it was still surreal to see it all in front of her 
like this. Zeus glowered at the crowd, jerking against the chains. 


“Look at how you prevailed,” he greeted coldly. “Was the price worth it?” 
he asked. Percy felt his temper spike. As if Zeus would have prevented 
anyone here from dying. As if he would even care. 


“Tt was the price you paid,” Vera spoke up from beside him. Zeus whipped 
around. His eyes widened marginally - mouth parting. “All this blood you 
spilled... was yours,” she said, ignoring the small gasps from people who 
recognized her and mutters from people who didn’t. Athena tapped her 
fingers on the arm of her throne. Vera only looked at her father. Her eyes 
were hard and unforgiving. 


“Tt is time to decide if Zeus is to remain mortal,” Athena spoke up, 
regaining the room’s attention. “Demigods, are there any thoughts from you 
on this matter?” she asked. Everyone looked at one another. 


“Would we be responsible for him?” someone asked. Athena shook her 
head. 


“Who would look after the sky?” 
“Would the mortals notice?” 


Athena patiently waited, answering the questions as they came. Percy kept 
quiet, mulling over his own thoughts as he instead quietly took note of the 
room. Pretty much everyone was covered in dirt, blood, or something else 
sinister. Percy could see younger campers clinging to the legs of their 
counselors, whispering among one another as Athena waited for any 
objections. 


“Perhaps,” Hera said calmly. “This could be temporary. He would remain 
mortal for... a decade,” she suggested. Apollo shook his head. 


“What use is that?” 


“Your father has ruled for many years,” Hera shot back. “He has given you 
many chances. One would think to return the favor-“ 


“I have an idea,” Percy spoke up. Everyone turned to him. From his throne, 
Poseidon smiled at him. Percy stepped up. “If you’re going to give him his 
immortality back, then make him live as a real demigod would. Give him a 
quest. Multiple quests even,” he shrugged. Zeus scowled. “Have him prove 
himself to you,” he said. Apollo raised an eyebrow at that. Hades lit up. 


“As in... make him do tasks for our benefit?” he asked, almost ferally as he 
smiled down at Zeus. “Hm. I do think Cerberus needs a new playmate.” 


“Easy, Hades,” Poseidon murmured and placed two fingers against his lips. 
His eyes flicked to Evelyn’s shroud. “...but I am not opposed to the idea,” 
he admitted quietly. Zeus swore loudly, cursing everyone within sight 
(Percy got some special shoutouts). Athena raised her hands for silence. 


“An interesting proposition,” she said and turned to Hestia. “Aunt?” she 
asked, voice softening. “What do you think of all of this? You voted against 
having Zeus turn mortal. Do you agree with this new suggestion?” she 
asked. Zeus stiffened at that, turning to his sister with expectant eyes. 


Hestia stared for a long time. Finally, she sat up straight and spoke. 


“I have a solution,” she said quietly. The council all leaned in. “I agree that 
Zeus should remain mortal,” she told them. Zeus’ eyes widened as he 
jerked against the chains. “However, he should be given a chance to earn 
his immortality back. I agree with Perseus. It should be a... a trial. To ensure 
we know he is a worthy god and potential leader,” she explained. The gods 
all shifted. “Which is why I propose that Zeus’ immortality will only be 
restored if he is able to take the sky from Hercules,” she said. 


Whispers flew around the room. Zeus’ mouth dropped. 


“You’re not serious.” 


“Only a true, pure-hearted hero can willingly take on the burden,” Hestia 
told him. “If you can lift the sky, then we know you are once again worthy.” 


“And who will take this burden from me once my immortality is gained?” 
Zeus asked loudly. “Or do you plan to leave me there so you may continue 
your rule of usurpation?” he demanded. 


“Maybe make him younger,” Hades suggested, ignoring him completely. “If 
he is truly to understand a hero’s plight, then perhaps he should reflect their 
age, no?” he asked innocently. “We could call Hebe.” 


There was a low murmur. 


“We will arrange for the details to be planned,” Athena said reasonably. 
“There is much to discuss. I doubt we would leave you to hold up the sky 
for very long,” she assured him. Percy didn’t think Zeus looked too 
confident at that. “Call Hebe,” she added to a couple of nymphs. 


“And what about you?” Percy called. The gods all turned to him in surprise. 
“Zeus is mortal. That’s great. No objections here,” he shrugged. “But are 
you going to ignore your part in all of this?” he asked. “As much as I would 
love to use Zeus as a scapegoat...” he trailed off and held out his hands. 
“You all have blood on your hands,” he said. “You’ve compensated them,” 
he added with a nod towards the titan army. “But you bear no punishment 
yourself.” 


An awkward silence followed. 


“we can’t all turn mortal,” Apollo finally said and then looked around. 
“Can we?” he whispered. 


“Mr. Jackson,” Hephaestus spoke evenly. “We appreciate everything you 
have done during this war. There had been... a lot of sacrifice as of recent,” 
he added, voice going a bit more gentle towards the end. Percy narrowed 
his eyes. “And - er,” he paused with a wary look between Poseidon and 


Aphrodite. “I’m sure your... father?” he began. Aphrodite cleared her throat. 
“Your mother-“ 


“No,” Poseidon chimed in. Irritation rolled over the room. 


“One of your many parents,” Hephaestus snapped out. “Would be happy to 
compensate you. Immortality, perhaps?” he suggested. A few people 
gasped. Hera made a face at the suggestion, but there were no objections as 
Athena gave a slight nod of approval. Ha. As if. Percy looked to where 
Dionysus was grimacing. He thought back to their earlier talk and felt 
anything that could vaguely resemble temptation squashed. No. Not with so 
many dead loved ones. Never. 


“I don’t want compensation,” Percy told them, grinding his teeth a little at 
the suggestion. “I want assurance that you can’t just go around doing 
whatever you want anymore. We’re not toys. You don’t get to kill us when 
you want or dispose of us when you’re done. You can’t turn us crazy with a 
snap of your fingers or take away our right to live the lives we want. That 
isn’t how it’s supposed to work-“ 


“I would argue that’s exactly how it should work,” Hera said. “We are gods, 
child,” she told him. Percy probably should have watched his temper, but 
the next words were out of his mouth before he could think better of them. 


“Funny, I thought you would sympathize, Lady Hera,” he bit out. “Given 
that the gods doing whatever they want has led to your many, many, many 
stepchildren,” he said. Hermes snorted but quickly turned it into a cough 
when Hera’s eyes turned into a white light of rage. A few demigods stepped 
back. “Maybe I misspoke,” he added irritably. “You can. But you 
shouldn’t.” 


“Do you have a plan to stop us, little mortal?” Demeter asked though she 
seemed more curious than offended. Percy considered. He didn’t. Not 
really. How can anyone control the gods? There was no system in place to 
really hold them up to standard like they should be. All he could do was 
hope Athena was a better leader than Zeus and would do the job herself. He 
met her eyes now, silently asking for her guidance. 


“We won’t fight for you forever,” he told her. “Not if you keep treating us 
like that. You turned against Zeus. What’s to stop us all from turning against 
the gods?” 


“The world would turn to chaos.” 


“Maybe,” Percy said and then gestured around the broken throne room. 
“But at least it would be chaos we caused. Not you.” 


A few angry mutters came from the gods. Aphrodite looked around 
wotriedly, fingers digging into her throne. Athena only stared. He couldn’t 
imagine what she could even be thinking. He was reminded of Annabeth. 
He had a vague feeling where her heart might lie, but he could never be 
sure. 


“What exactly do you want?” Athena finally asked. Percy stepped closer to 
her throne, ignoring Zeus fighting and the other gods staring him down. 


“Kronos said Evelyn may be in Tartarus. If that’s true, I want her out. I want 
assurance that Calypso won’t have to return to Ogygia. I want the ban 
against Big Three children lifted. I want any manhunts for kdtaras to stop - 
and I want there to be consequences if you hurt any demigod.” he said 
firmly. He could tell the others were getting tired of this. Even Aphrodite 
and Poseidon were looking a bit wary at the requests. 


“If Evelyn’s soul is anywhere but in the Elysium,” Poseidon decided with 
an air of warning in his tone. “Then Zeus or Hercules himself can retrieve 
her.” 


Hell, that worked for him. Athena nodded. 


“As for the rest,” she said and sighed. “Calypso will remain free, but I 
cannot lift the ban on the Big Three children. I can only promise that if they 
are born against the sacred oath, then they will have protection,” she said. 
Percy pursed his lips. “The manhunts will stop. As for the last part...” she 
said and leaned back. Hera cleared her throat. 


“Perhaps,” she suggested and let dark eyes roam over Percy. “These... 
consequences are something that requires more thought?” she said. Percy 
shifted a bit. He didn’t like how she was looking at him. Not in the least. 
“Maybe we shouldn’t make such decisions in the wake of such a war. It 
should be a discussion at a later time,” she reasoned. Percy pursed his lips. 
Well... he couldn’t argue with that. Maybe it would be something he could 
discuss with Annabeth later. 


“But we will discuss it,” he said, voice daring anyone to argue. A few gods 
gave angry mutters. Athena took over again, giving out rewards and 
whatnot. Grover was made Lord of Wild. Tyson was given a new stick. 
Annabeth was enlisted to redesign Olympus and Apollo offered Rachel the 
chance to become the new oracle. It was all good, he supposed. Still, there 
was an emptiness that sat in his chest. A sort of throbbing that only came 
with the sense of profound loss. 


Even now, he walked through the endless lines of shrouds to see who had 
and hadn’t made it. Michael Yew was dead. According to Will, he had been 
killed by a marked demigod. Beckendorf had died fighting off monsters 
from attacking while Apollo worked to try and heal Silena. There was a 
sting for every person he hadn’t seen die. It made him think of the girl he 
had seen on the mountain. Reyna... 


“Perseus,” Athena’s voice called, and he turned away from a gray shroud to 
find her behind him. “You and I haven’t had a chance to talk,” she told him, 
taking steady steps towards him. The rest of the council had dispersed - 
everyone wisely giving Percy room to try and take in the events. Percy 
turned. He probably should bow, but he wasn’t sure he was at that point to 
bow every time he saw her. 


“T get the feeling there are going to be many gods wanting to talk to me,” he 
grimaced. “Hera seemed awfully excited to get me alone.” 


“Be careful,” she warned him. “Gods won’t like the idea of a demigod 
putting a god in their place,” she said and walked over to him. Percy didn’t 
answer. After a minute, she scoffed. “A son of Poseidon...” she muttered 
and shook her head. “I knew it was something, but I would have never 


guessed Poseidon. I should have, though. My dislike for your father blinded 
me from thinking he could actually have a clever child.” 


“Are you going to hold it against me?” he asked her. Athena looked at him 
with a subtle hint of a smile. 


“T dislike being tricked.” 


“Your con went on much longer than mine,” Percy told her and shook his 
head. “My story kept falling apart every time I turned around. I don’t know 
how you managed to keep Zeus in the dark about you for so long,” he said. 
Athena didn’t give him an explanation. She looked at him - clearly torn 
between annoyance and being impressed. 


“Why Aphrodite?” she asked. Percy tilted his head. “Surely, there were 
better options. Hermes, perhaps,” she suggested. Percy laughed. “But you 
choose... love,” she said, slowly and almost distastefully. “Why her?” 


“I didn’t choose her,” Percy said. “She seems to think I did, but I didn’t,” he 
said and sighed. “I guess she didn’t choose me either. Silena did,” he sighed 
and closed his eyes. “It is her you should be admiring. She was the smartest 
person I ever met. I only hope I made her proud today,” he said, wringing 
his hands. Athena scoffed. 


“Demeter and Aphrodite. Perhaps goddesses who should not be as 
dismissed as they are,” she said and held out her hand, so the master bolt 
appeared. “Well, you may not think you deserve my admiration, but it is 
there nevertheless,” she said and grimaced. “As much as I loathed this game 
you have played in making me feel a fool. For my throne and your 
intelligence... I will respect your decisions,” she told him with a slight bow 
of her head. Percy looked at her. He couldn’t decide if all of this was 
genuine or if she was playing it safe by ensuring all the demigods liked her 
at the start of her new rule. 


“Thank you, your majesty.” 


“Hm. As for your sister... perhaps speak to her about her feelings yourself.” 


“What?” Percy said and turned. “What do you mean-?” he began, but when 
he turned, Athena was gone. Rhode was there, though. He smiled at her 
weakly. “I didn’t notice you,” he said, and Rhode rolled her eyes before 
silently gesturing over her shoulder. Percy paused to hear Poseidon and 
Aphrodite’s voice echoing down the hall. 


“He’s lived in your cabin for how many years now, Aphrodite? Why are 
you going to force him to stay?” 


“You force Rhode to stay in Atlantis! Besides, he wants to-” 


“T couldn’t take it anymore,” Rhode said solemnly. “I thought it was funny 
at first, but now I’m just annoyed,” she said with a shake of her head. “Then 
I went over to complain to my aunt and uncle only to find them bickering 
about the di Angelos,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “Demeter nearly lost 
her mind when she saw the little boy’s arm.” 


“Yeah, that’s probably fair,’ Percy snorted and glanced towards the other 
end of the hall to where a figure was standing over a sea-green shroud. 
Percy bit his lip. Rhode’s eyes followed his gaze. 


“Come on,” she prompted and grabbed his hand. Percy almost jerked back. 
“Hey, now. You don’t get to refuse me after rejecting godhood,” she told 
him sternly and pulled him along. Percy inwardly whined as he was taken 
to where Vera Bates was looking down at Evelyn’s shroud. She had not 
spoken again since her comments during the council meeting. 


“You knew our sister?” Rhode spoke up. Vera turned. He had seen her in 
memories before, but never this closely... or in person. She was really just 
as Evelyn described. Tall with tanned skin and dark brown hair. She had 
Zeus’ eyes that reminded him strikingly of Thalia with similar, proud 
features that they both seemed to have inherited from her father. She knelt 
and touched the green shroud. 


“Yes,” she said softly. “We were...” she said and then pursed her lips. “I 
knew her,” she decided and shook her head. “I was listening to the other 
demigods. Did she really do all of this?” she asked quietly. “Turn against 
her father? Aid Kronos?” she frowned. Percy nodded. Vera’s frown 


deepened as she tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. “It is most unlike 
her...” she murmured. 


“This was a different time to live in,’ Rhode said. “It is hard to stay the 
Same person.” 


“I suppose,” Vera said and shook her head. “I just thought...” she began and 
then shook her head. “Nevermind. It doesn’t matter now, does it?” she 
asked bitterly. Percy stepped up beside her, looking down at the shroud. 


“I’m so sorry,” Percy said quietly. “I’m sorry I didn’t save her.” 
Vera glanced at him. 


“Me too,” she sighed and took a long breath. “I... always used to complain 
about how easy she had it,” Vera murmured. “I never meant for the Fates to 
take that as a challenge.” 


“She’s at peace now,” Percy said - hoping it was true. If not, he would make 
it true. “Do you know if Hugo is in the Underworld still?” 


Vera shook her head. 


“I’m going to look,” she said and bit her lip. “See who else has returned. I 
don’t remember coming across anyone else, but who knows?” she asked. 
Then paused. “Did... my father say anything?” 


“He says a lot of things,” Percy said distastefully. Vera’s lips quirked up. 
“What about?” 


“T just want to know if she ever forgave me for forcing her to live,” Vera 
said with a sigh. “My father must have told her.” 


“Poseidon was the one who kept her alive...” he began but trailed off when 
Vera shook her head. “I saw the memory,” he objected. Vera sighed. 


“Before I died, I prayed to my father to find a way to spare her. I figured he 
would do it covertly. By the sound of things, he simply allowed Poseidon 
and Hades to choose a child to live, knowing Poseidon would choose her,” 


she mused and ran a hand through her hair. “I didn’t imagine I would 
condemn her to this, though. I didn’t think he would even try. My father had 
never answered any prayer of mine before,” she said and then grimaced. 
“He never answered any prayers,” she said and looked around. “Did any of 
my siblings return?” she asked. Percy shook his head. Surprisingly, relief 
touched her face. “Good. I need a few days without anyone trying to kill 
me...” she murmured. 


Percy turned to Rhode to express his utter bafflement at how 
conversationally this casual fratricide was implied. She only shrugged. Vera 
put her sword away and tossed her hair back. 


“Tt was nice to meet you, Percy Jackson,” she said and placed a hand on his 
shoulder. “I suspect we will meet again one day,” she said solemnly. “I hope 
we are friends when we do.” 


Oh. Percy nodded. There was a subtle threat there that Percy wasn’t entirely 
sure he deserved, but okay. She brushed past him, heading out towards the 
celebration raging outside. Rhode watched her go, playing with a black curl 
thoughtfully before looking back at Percy with a wry smile. 


“Are you ready?” she asked. Percy tilted his head. 
“For what?” 


“To be incredibly happy and annoyed at once?” Rhode asked. Um... what? 
She didn’t give him much of a chance to answer. Rhode strode over and put 
her hands on his shoulders, leading him farther down the hallway. Percy 
could hear murmurs on the other side of a golden door. Ugh. He could still 
hear Aphrodite and Poseidon arguing. That would be the annoyance. Rhode 
laughed, potentially reading his mind, and pushed open the door. 


“DAD!” someone called as Percy stumbled in, shielding his eyes from the 
bright light. When he could see again, he made out what looked to be a 
small hospital. Apollo’s personal infirmary, probably. It looked more ornate 
than functional based on Will’s cry of frustration as he searched through a 
few drawers. “JUST BECAUSE YOU DO NOT NEED TO WEAR 
GLOVES DOES NOT MEAN YOU CAN HIDE THEM!” 


“Its a magical drawer,” Apollo objected from where he was sitting next to 
Bianca as she held Nico’s hand. “It should just appear.” 


“Tt isn’t,” Will said and pointed at Nico. “He doesn’t have an arm. I can’t be 
fumbling around for gloves.” 


“maybe the other drawer is the magical one,” Apollo said and then turned 
to Nico. “What kind of arm do you want?” 


“Robot,” Nico replied immediately and looked up to where Hazel was 
curiously rummaging through some cabinets. “Hazel agrees with me that a 
robot one would be cooler. Right, Hazel?” he asked hopefully. Hazel gave a 
thumbs up. 


“No,” Bianca said firmly. “Give him back his old one!” 


“Fine, fine,” Apollo said and held out his hand. “I can help with this. Where 
is the arm?” 


Silence. 
“um,” Nico said and looked around. “I thought Will grabbed it?” 


“Me?” Will asked, horrified. “I can’t even find gloves! Wait - you don’ 
know where your arm is?” 


“Tt was the heat of battle! I just cut it off and kept fighting!” Nico objected 
and then sighed. “I guess I get a robot arm after all-” 


“No,” Bianca said and grabbed Hazel’s hand. “We will go look. Mother?” 
she called to where Demeter was wiping some blood from Katie’s cheek. 
“Would you help us find Nico’s arm?” she asked, giving Percy a small 
smile when their eyes locked. He returned it weakly. Demeter spun around. 


“He lost it?!” she asked and threw up her hands. “HADES!” 


“This is not a suitable environment for healing,” someone said, and Percy 
gasped, spinning around. Rhode snorted. Directly behind him was 
Aphrodite, swooning over an injured Valentina as Mitchell told Lacy a very 


censored retelling of the war while Troy and Sam went around handing 
candy out to the wounded (Sam would probably cheer everyone up in their 
own special way as well). Drew was sitting on the edge, complaining loudly 
about something, but none of that mattered. All that mattered was the 
person in the bed they were surrounding. 


“Silena!” he cried and practically shoved Jaime out of the way to get to her. 
Silena grinned up at him. “You’re alive - I thought for sure-” he began and 
then froze. The relief was quickly spreading to outright fury. “What were 
you thinking?!” he shouted at her, making everyone jump. “You just go 
around doing dumb stuff now?! As if I don’t already do that!” he yelled. 
Silena raised an eyebrow at him. “I’m sorry for yelling!” he added, though 
he yelled it with the same amount of aggression as he did before. 


“T had to-“ 


“No,” Percy shook his head and pointed at her. “No, you didn’t. No. Nope. 
If you had died, I would have never forgiven you,” he added and shoved her 
Slightly so he could also climb into bed. Silena sighed but moved over 
before putting her head on his shoulder. “...stupid,” he mumbled. Silena 
propped her chin on him. 


“T did say back when you were twelve that I would protect you. I followed 
through on that promise,” she pointed out. Percy glared at her. “Also, I’m 
alive, so can you forgive me now?” 


Percy paused. 


“Just this once,” he said and put his arm around her. “You’re on thin ice, 
though.” 


“What a change of pace,” Silena yawned. “Give it a few days. You’ll be on 
thin ice with me again,” she said. Percy scoffed but let himself feel the 
relief settle through him. He owed Apollo a thousand offerings. From 
beside the bed, Aphrodite smiled at them both, brushing over Silena’s hair. 
Silena stiffened at the action. Slowly, she turned to look at her mom. “... I’m 
sorry,” she said quietly. Aphrodite tilted her head. “For turning against you. 


I just... I was angry with everyone who disappeared and the gods and you 
and-“ 


Aphrodite lowered her hand. 


“No,” she said and grimaced. “I cannot blame you for turning away from 
me. I have not been present. I didn’t think I needed to be. You always 
seemed so...” she began and, when Silena looked away, sighed. “I suppose 
it doesn’t matter. I should have been there all the same,” she mused, and 
Silena smiled weakly. “I should thank you, actually.” 


“Thank me?” 


“For raising my children,” Aphrodite said and gestured around the bed. 
“T’m sorry such a burden fell on you. Being an older sibling is no easy feat. 
You did better than I could ever hope,” she said and then leaned over to kiss 
Silena’s temple. “But I think Perseus has proved we can all do better. So 
just rest for now,” she said and then chuckled. “You’ll need it for when 
Piper comes.” 


“Piper?” Drew asked, looking up. “What a horrible name.” 

“Drew, be nice,” Silena yawned. “Who is Piper?” 

“T like the name Piper,” Lacy said dreamily. “It’s really pretty.” 

“Don’t worry about it quite yet,” Aphrodite told them, amused. “Let’s just- 
oh, no.” she cut herself off. Percy grinned. Tyson had appeared, giving a 
bright yell when he saw Percy. “Poseidon.” 

“Hello, my boy!” Poseidon greeted as Tyson rushed over to crush Percy 
into a hug. He held up an arm to shield Silena from becoming collateral 
damage. “Great news. I just spoke to your mother, and she said she would 
be fine with you visiting Atlantis for the summer-“ 


“T agreed to no such thing!” 


“I spoke to Sally Jackson.” 


Rhode shook her head. 


“This is your life now,” she told Percy solemnly and patted his shoulder. “I 
am SO Sorry.” 


“Sally is currently in the midst of pregnancy hormones. She probably didn’t 
even know what you were asking-“ 


“Okay,” Percy cut in. “I would actually like to see my mom because this is 
the second time you’ve referenced her being pregnant, and I need an 
explanation for that,” he said. Aphrodite blinked at him a few times. “Is it... 
yours?” he asked, fearing the answer. 


“Oh,” she said and looked at Poseidon, who shrugged. “Well, um, okay,” 
she frowned and sat down again. “Well... you see, your mother and I have 
been growing closer. And when people grow close in that way-“ 


“Not that explanation,” Percy said quickly. “No. Not... not that explanation. 
Never that explanation.” 


“He might need that explanation,” Drew said helpfully and patted Percy’s 
leg. “He’s been spending time with that Athena girl. He might think that 
sort of birthing process is normal,” she said. Percy hated her. From across 
the room, Annabeth perked up at the mention of Athena. She and Rachel 
were currently in deep conversation with Apollo about something or 
another. Percy fixed her with a pleading look, and Annabeth grinned at him. 


“Percy!” she called. “We need your opinion on something! Can you come 
here for a second?” 


An escape. Percy stuck his tongue out at Drew before untangling himself 
from Silena. 


“You’re leaving me?” Silena asked with a fake gasp. Percy patted her leg. 
“You’re a coward!” she called when he bounded over to where Rachel and 
Annabeth were waiting. He grabbed Tyson to tug him along with him. “I’m 
going to remember this, Perseus Jackson!” she yelled. Percy laughed and 
collapsed onto one of the empty beds - not that there were many. 


The war was over. A new council was put in place. Everyone was more or 
less freed. Percy’s identity was out in the open. 


..and he had no idea how to feel about any of it. 


Absently, he held up a hand, letting water fly to the center of his palm. It 
shifted - forming a trident and then a dove. He turned to find Annabeth 
watching him. 


“Are you angry with me?” he asked her. She shook her head. He propped 
himself up. “What do you think? Still going to call me Pretty Boy?” 


Annabeth laughed. 


“I think it still works,” she mused. “I could come up with some new 
material, though. Kelp Head? Seaweed Brain?” she suggested. “Merman? 
Aquaman?” she listed off. Percy made a face. “Which do you feel more 
like?” she asked curiously, swinging her legs over the side of the cot. 
“Aphrodite or Poseidon?” she asked. Percy considered. Ultimately, his 
home would forever feel like a beach with pounding waves and the smell of 
sea Salt... but he also could speak French, create enchantments, and knew at 
least ten different braids. 


“T don’t know,” he admitted quietly. “I just feel like me.” 


And for the first time since all of this started... that might not have been a 
bad thing. 
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12. Chapter 12 


Poseidon’s cabin was... nice. Sort of. A little haunted, honestly. Percy 
couldn’t help but feel like the ghosts of all his dead siblings were hidden in 
the walls. 


It was mostly lonely, though. Percy had grown up to the sounds of Drew 
watching re-reruns of America’s Next Top Model and the smell of perfume 
rather than sea salt and hearing the subtle crashing of waves. He rolled over 
with a sigh. He supposed he had agreed to this, though. Much like the child 
of two divorced parents, Percy had proposed spending a certain amount of 
time between Aphrodite and Poseidon’s cabin to keep from any escalating 
arguments. 


The whole cabin switching would only be an issue for a bit longer, at least. 
Soon enough, Percy would be returning to his (mortal) mother. Maybe then 
he could sleep better with the obnoxious lights and horns of New York 
blasting into his room. 


From the other end of the cabin, a knock sounded. Percy sat up. Then 
checked the time. It was past curfew. Frowning, he grabbed Riptide and 
wandered over to the door to creak it open a crack. Nobody was there. 
Someone cleared their throat, and Percy looked down. 


“Lacy?” he asked and opened the door wider. “What are you doing here?” 


“T missed you,” Lacy said as if she hadn’t seen him a few hours ago. Then 
walked inside. Percy stared, letting the door shut again as he tried to process 
how this little girl made it by the harpies. “Can we watch a movie?” she 
asked him. Percy opened his mouth to try and answer, when another knock 
sounded. Cautiously, he opened the door. 


“Oh, Drew,” he said, relieved. “Lacy is here-“ 


“How’s the lighting in your bathroom?” Drew asked, shoving her way 
inside. Percy spluttered. Behind her were Mitchell, Sam, and Valentina, all 
waiting patiently to come in as well. Mitchell grinned wickedly at him 


before ruffling his hair in passing. Nobody gave an explanation as to why 
they were crashing his cabin, but sure. He looked out the door - kind of 
expecting more Aphrodite kids - but instead, he found Bianca and Hazel 
appearing from the shadows. 


“-and I just think it’s a good idea to have, like, a campaign or something,” 
Bianca was saying as they walked up. “Sorry, we’re late,” she added when 
she caught Percy’s eyes. 


“For what?” Percy asked, legitimately bewildered by this wild turn of 
events. Bianca’s eyes narrowed. 


“Oh, look. He’s playing dumb again,” she said. Percy sighed. He knew he 
would be getting shit for a long time over his revealed identity, but Bianca, 
in particular, seemed to take it personally. Her and- 


“Big surprise,” Annabeth’s voice came. Bianca and Hazel turned around to 
wave at her. “It’s to hide the fact he’s actually a god in disguise,” she 
drawled out as she reached over and plucked something from the air. Luke 
rippled to the surface. Percy almost jerked back. He hadn’t seen Luke since 
the end of the war. He looked... pretty good, actually. A little irritable, but 
that was probably understandable. 


“Because I said so!” Luke said to himself in absolute disgust as he marched 
towards the cabin. “That’s the line he’s going to use with me? Because he 
said so?” he said and stormed inside. “Yeah, right. I can leave Olympus if I 
want to. Pll show him...” he muttered. Percy turned back to Annabeth. 


“I had to sneak him out. Apparently, Hermes said he wasn’t allowed to 
leave tonight for whatever reason. It’s causing some emotional distress.” 


“You know what else causes emotional distress?” Bianca asked. Annabeth 
grinned at her. 


“Being lied to?” 


“Finding out your friend is a child of Poseidon?” 


“Not being able to see through the new kid’s ploy to get claimed by the 
wrong god?” 


“Discovering that the random Aphrodite kid has multiple identities?” 


“I am so sorry,” Hazel snorted as she hugged Percy. “I’m sure you’ll only 
have to put up with this for another year,” she assured him. Percy rolled his 
eyes. Since his identity reveal, things have been... interesting. Most of his 
close friends - like Bianca and Annabeth - mainly just gave him shit for it. 
The Aphrodite cabin was more concerned with him not switching 
allegiances. They had a very strict rule that Percy would be part of their 
cabin for every Capture the Flag game, and if he tried to break this sacred 
covenant, they would tell their mom. 


Percy did not break the sacred covenant. 


That being said, not everyone was super thrilled about it. The fear of Big 
Three kids didn’t completely go away. He wasn’t sure it ever would. 
Campers who he had once been cordial with, now ignored him. Most 
scattered when he walked by or lowly whispered when his back was turned. 
A few even still tried to kill him - though that was met with swift justice 
from multiple people. There were even the few who felt Percy did 
Aphrodite a grave disrespect and solely referred to him as Poseidon’s 
child... somehow, that bothered him more than the attempted murder. 


“Not to complain, but... why are you guys even here?” he asked. Nobody 
was answering this for him. From beside him, the air shimmered. 


“Silena says you haven’t been sleeping well in this cabin,” Rhode greeted. 
Percy jumped. “Hey,” she grinned. “I should warn you that Dad heard about 
the Aphrodite kids all coming to your cabin and decided to send Tyson,” 
she said and also walked inside. Percy flushed. They were here to comfort 
him? Oh, gods. That was maybe a little embarrassing. Before he could 
object, whispered bickering caught his attention. 


“-being unreasonable!” Will was saying hotly as he walked up with an 
exasperated Nico. “Why not?” he demanded. 


“T don’t like guns. You like guns,” Nico told him. “I prefer a sword.” 


“So? You have an automatonic arm, Nico! It wouldn’t technically even be a 
gun. It’s like an Iron Man and Winter Soldier hybrid! You can just blast 
stuff out of your hand-“ 


“Who is Iron Man and Winter Soldier?” Nico frowned. Will sighed. 
“Besides, if I put blasters in my hands, I couldn’t do this!” he said and 
moved a panel on the celestial bronze hand to reveal several Mythomagic 
cards. Will stared at him. Then turned to Percy. 


“You can have him,” he said and marched into the cabin. Nico tumed bright 
red - eyes widening as he stumbled after Will with a yell of outrage and 
Swearing revenge. Percy didn’t know what to make of that, so he went to 
shut the door only for a battle cry to recapture his attention. 


“Wait for us!” Grover said, waving a scolding finger as he trotted up with 
Tyson in tow. Tyson wasted no time scooping Percy into a hug as Grover 
loudly complained about Percy’s lack of Iris Messaging. Jaime (who had 
somehow snuck in with Troy?) and Lacy squealed in delight when they saw 
who had arrived. 


“TYSON!” 
“SISTERS!” Tyson roared as they raced back outside to tackle him. 


“Can we pretty please give you another makeover?” Lacy asked him 
hopefully as she grabbed his hand. “I have more glitter-“ 


“No!” Jaime objected. “I want to give him a mohawk-“ 


“Glitter and mohawk,” Tyson said solemnly. Jaime and Lacy both looked at 
one another before nodding in unison and dragging Tyson inside. Percy 
shook his head before turning back to Grover with apologies for his lack of 
communication (though he did call the guy every other day... maybe Grover 
was right. It was way too little). He was about to try and enter his cabin 
again when he noticed one last figure appearing. 


“Hey!” Silena called, dragging Clarisse along with her. “We brought 
snacks!” she sang. Clarisse threw a bag of chips at Percy’s face. 


“You did this?” Percy asked her. Silena grinned. “I don’t need half the camp 
here babysitting me,” he said. Silena let go of Clarisse and crossed her arms 
over her chest. 


“Tt isn’t babysitting,” she objected. “It is holding a very nice party that you 
just weren’t aware you were hosting,” she said and then pinched Percy’s 
cheek because she was annoying. “I’m pretty sure I taught you how to host 
a party, right?” she asked. Percy rolled his eyes, but he couldn’t ignore the 
fondness twisting in his chest as he lightly pushed her inside. Whatever. 


“Should I make cookies?” he asked, and the entire cabin cheered. “Chiron 
is totally going to bust all of you being here,” he laughed and then snapped 
his fingers. “Hey! Don’t touch the sewing machine!” he added to Annabeth. 
“T’m making clothes for Estelle!” 


“T am the daughter of Athena,” Annabeth sniffed as she withdrew her hand. 
“You would be very lucky to have my input on anything craft-related. That 
reminds me, though. I weaved Estelle a blanket,” she added, and another 
knock came. Percy spun back around. How many people were coming? He 
opened the door to find Calypso and Rachel waiting. 


“I also weaved Estelle a blanket,” Calypso greeted. Percy didn’t even ask 
how she overheard that comment from outside. Percy looked around. Had 
his cabin somehow expanded to accommodate everyone? 


“Yeah, well, I’m painting a mural in her room,” Rachel said and shook her 
head. “Which is a bit of a pain in the ass because Poseidon is trying to be 
involved, but Aphrodite says he doesn’t get a say since it isn’t his kid, and 
then Poseidon says you aren’t her kid and I’m just sitting there trying to 
figure out if I’m supposed to put horses on the walls or not!” she huffed and 
then peered inside. “...are you making cookies?” she asked suddenly and 
slipped inside. Percy shook his head and then looked back outside. 


“anyone else?” he asked, and there was a grumble from everyone as they 
all looked around. Rhode started counting everyone. Scoffing, Percy closed 


the door again and walked towards the little kitchen area of his cabin that 
seemed to only appear when he conveniently needed it. Rachel was already 
sitting on the counter, listening intently to Will explaining something or 
another about the infirmary while Nico frowned at him. 


“Wait,” Nico said slowly. “I thought you went back to your cabin last 
night?” 


Will shrugged. 


“Tt was a little busy, so I just stayed the night,” he said dismissively. Nico’s 
frown deepened. “But yeah, blood transfusions are a little tricky. It’s not 
like we have a lot of-“ 


“But you slept, right?” Nico interrupted. Will looked at him. “You always 
are annoying me about getting eight hours of sleep, right? You got that 
amount too?” he asked. Will’s mouth popped open before shutting it again a 
few times. 
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“Ooh,” Rachel sang, swinging her feet from the counter. “Someone is in 
trouble,” she said, ignoring Will ’s outraged look. Nico narrowed his eyes. 


“It’s different. I don’t make a habit of it,” Will said defensively. “Besides, 
Nico doesn’t care-“ 


“You’re a hypocrite, William Solace!” Nico said and jabbed a finger to his 
chest. Percy walked over to where Bianca was watching the interaction with 
a mug of hot chocolate that Calypso had started handing out. “I cannot 
believe this-“ 


“Spying on your own brother?” Percy asked her. Bianca shook her head in 
exasperation. “Do you think he’s figured out they’re friends then?” he asked 
her. Bianca snorted. Percy looked back at where Will held up his hands in 
surrender at Nico’s attack. “You know,” Percy added thoughtfully. “I can’t 
help but wonder...?” he trailed off, treading carefully. He wasn’t sure what 
Bianca knew or thought to be super blunt on the subject. Bianca glanced at 


him. Despite Percy’s lack of explanation, understanding flickered behind 
her eyes. 


“Definitely.” 


“Huh,” Percy said and nodded. “I should have maybe seen that sooner,” he 
mused and then crossed his arms over his chest. “Does he know?” 


“If he does, then he hasn’t talked to me about it,” she said and turned to 
Percy. “You know he has a crush on you, right?” 


“You’re going to disrespect Will like that?” 
“That’s an eventual thing,” Bianca said, and Percy shook his head. 
“Don’t worry. It’s just my love magic muddling up his thoughts.” 


“I will kick your ass,” Bianca said, punching his arm. “I just hope whenever 
he does figure it out that he doesn’t take it badly,” she said with a shake of 
her head. “You and Castor were good for him. We grew up hearing different 
stuff on the matter,” she said softly. Percy glanced at Nico and nodded 
slowly. 


“He’s in good hands. If I can’t walk him through it, Silena definitely can - 
or whoever he’s most comfortable with,” he said with an amused smile as 
Nico jumped over to Jaime to show her his new arm. Bianca hummed. 
“Hey,” he added and touched her shoulder. “You and I are good, right?” he 
asked. Bianca tilted her head. “I know you’re upset with me about hiding, 
but...?” 


Bianca fixed the circlet on her head. Then pursed her lips. 


“T was a little hurt,” she said. Percy’s eyes fell down. “It would have been 
nice to know we were in it together,” she said and then shook her head. 
“But I could never hold it against you,” she said quietly. “Not for 
surviving,” she said and studied him over. “Were you scared?” 


“Terrified.” 


Bianca grimaced. 
“Well,” she said and yanked at his hair. “You don’t have to be now.” 


It wasn’t entirely true, but Percy wanted it to be, so he nodded. They sat 
quietly for a moment, watching as everyone mulled about. Grover was 
making plants dance with his pipes, causing a small group to dance around 
the cabin as others clapped to the beat. Bianca sighed, tugging at the end of 
her braid thoughtfully. 


“Have you heard from Vera?” she suddenly asked. Percy shook his head. As 
far as he was aware, no other Big Three kids had returned. That was 
probably for the best. Hazel was a strange enough case. It looked as if she 
hadn’t ever made it to camp to know anyone else... which was good, 
actually. She didn’t have to live a life in mourning like Evelyn did. She 
wasn’t completely open about her previous life, but Percy understood that. 
Bianca bit her lip. “Um, hey, listen,” she said and looked around. “I need to 
talk to you about something.” 


Uh-oh. 


“Should I be scared?” he asked. Bianca gave a smile, but it was weak and 
unsure. 


“My dad had a conversation with us,” she said and wrung her hands around 
her mug. “I swore on the River Styx I wouldn’t tell. I can’t...” she began 
and then gave a huff of frustration. “Just be careful around Hera,” she said. 
Percy tilted his head. “I think she’s planning something. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if she tried to drag you into it.” 


“What do you mean?” 
“T-“ Bianca began but was cut off by Luke calling for Percy. “This probably 
isn’t the best place to discuss it,” she admitted. “Can we talk tomorrow? 


Just you and I?” 


“I thought you swore on the River Styx?” 


“I can’t tell you everything,” she said and then glanced at Hazel. “But I'll 
give you as much as I can,” she promised and reached over to squeeze his 
hand. “Tomorrow, alright?” she asked. Percy nodded. “And don’t trust 
Hera,” she reminded him. Right. As if Percy ever trusted Hera. Then 
again... she had been surprisingly amendable since Zeus’ fall. Maybe that 
was a sign she was getting ready for something crazy. He didn’t have a 
chance to ask since Bianca walked over to talk to Rachel. Percy turned to 
where Luke was patiently waiting. 


“Hey,” he said, and Percy looked over. “I’ve been meaning to give you 
something,” he said and held out a spiraled notebook. Percy frowned. “I 
wasn’t sure who else should have it,” he said with a shake of his head. 
“Evelyn said she used to write in one before she died, so I got her new 
one,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “I think she filled out a good 
chunk of it, but...” he trailed off. Percy took it slowly. 


“Thank you,” he said and bit his lip, flipping it open. Evelyn’s handwriting 
filled the pages, and Percy was left with the strangest sense of déja vu. He 
saw his name appear a few times alongside a few other familiar ones. He 
closed it and gave Luke a weak smile. “How’s Olympus?” he asked, and the 
friendliness slipped right off of Luke’s face as he shoved him with a slight 
grumble before marching back to sit with Rhode. A laugh came from 
behind him. 


“I think he’s actually warming to them,” Annabeth said as he turned. “He 
just doesn’t want to admit it. It’s hard to find forgiveness for everything 
they’ve done,” she admitted. Percy laughed. There was definitely some 
truth to that. “Speaking of which, have you had a chance to talk to the 
gods?” she asked. Percy grabbed a hot chocolate Calypso sent floating in 
the air towards him and took a sip. It was creamy and sweet and somehow 
the perfect temperature. 


“Next week, apparently,” he said and walked over to the couch. Annabeth 
followed. “T still can’t decide exactly what to do,” he admitted. “I mean, 
what is it that I even want?” she sighed, running a hand through his hair. 
“All of them in Tartarus? All of them mortal? Livers eaten out by birds?” he 
asked and then bit his lip. “I don’t know. I was hoping you had some ideas,” 
he said and collapsed on the sofa. Annabeth mulled that over. 
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“Tt isn’t like they could leave their jobs...” she said slowly, tapping her 
fingers against her knee. “Well, not all of them at once,” she said. Her eyes 
flicked around the room to where Silena and Clarisse were trying to gather 
people for some sort of party game... or Silena was trying, and Clarisse 
threatened them to listen to her. 


“You didn’t have to come to this,” Percy said suddenly, shifting on the 
couch. Annabeth smiled at him before scooting over so she could throw her 
legs over his lap and sprawl out. 


“I wanted to,” she said and yawned. “Besides, I’ve been doing some 
thinking about that stuff you told me. About the girl on the mountain?” she 
asked. Percy hummed. Right. Yes. That. “I think...” Annabeth said and 
shook her head. “There are other demigods.” 


Percy waited. 
“Oh,” he said. “You don’t say?” 
Annabeth rolled her eyes and kicked him. 


“Non-Greek demigods,” she clarified. Oh! That made much more sense. 
“Like we talked about before,” she told him. Percy nodded. “That might be 
who you saw there. They could Roman or Norse or... I don’t know. 
Egyptian? There are plenty of other religions,” she said. “You said she 
asked about Hercules and Atlas?” she asked. Percy nodded. “Hm... maybe 
Roman then? If she wasn’t confused by them...” she trailed off, yanking at a 
curl. 


It was how they spent the rest of their night. Percy and Annabeth quietly 
mulling over theories - only interrupted by people pulling them into games 
or movies up until Percy finally, finally, ended up asleep. He was sprawled 
out with Lacy under his arm and someone’s legs over his chest. Somehow, 
it was all incredibly comfortable. It was honestly the best night of sleep he 
had ever had. It was... soft and warm and... long... really long, actually. He 
wasn’t sure how he knew that but- 


“You really are an arrogant one, aren’t you?” 


White light surrounded him. 


Percy shot up. He was lying somewhere or... nowhere? It was hard to say. A 
woman was in front of him, draped in a peacock-colored dress with black 
hair pinned up in some elaborate bun. Her eyes blazed a bright white before 
settling down. 


“Hera,” he greeted coldly. Her lips quirked up slightly. 


“Not quite,” she said, and her form briefly flickered for a moment. Almost 
as if she had turned into a very similar-looking relative. She walked up to 
him - staff in hand - and pointed the end of it under Percy’s chin. “You’ve 
been a nuisance,” she said with a sigh. “Hopefully, this might rid us of you 
once and for all - or at least your vexatious attitude,” she muttered. Percy 
glared up at her. “You think you know what is best for my family?” she 
asked him and stepped forward. “For my husband? For the world?” she 
asked. 


Percy looked at her. 


“T don’t know if I know best,” he said and then pushed her staff away from 
his face. “But given the state of things, I can’t do much worse than you.” 


Not the smartest thing to say. He regretted nothing. 


Hera’s eyes flared as she moved - possibly to hit him - but thought better of 
it. 


“Athena is no easy foe,” she finally said. “But even she must be aware of 
the threats we face,” she said and knelt in front of Percy. “You have no idea 
what doors your silly little games have opened up,” she said and then 
smiled. “But don’t worry. You can fix it yourself. Perhaps, if you’re good, 
we can even allow you more of that compensation you seem so fond of,” 
she said. Percy looked around. Part of him (a small part) was beginning to 
worry. He had no idea what she was talking about. He wasn’t sure he liked 
it, though. 


“You can’t-” 


“Oh, but that’s just it,’ Hera said and waved her hand. The whiteness 
around them spiraled. Like someone had dropped a bit of black ink that 
began to overtake the surrounding area. “Despite your objections and rules 
and diplomacy, I am a goddess. I am a queen. I am powerful. It is the 
natural order of things. I helped create your world. You should be grateful 
you are allowed to live in it,” she said. Percy’s eyes narrowed. “Good luck, 
Perseus Jackson. You may have hidden among the Greeks, but there will be 
no hiding here. Only power - if you’re able to seize it.” 


The black continued to take over the white around them, almost eating up 
the background as Percy tried to move backward. 


“Worry not,” Hera added. “You won’t be alone. I have plans for them all.” 


Somehow, Percy was still pretty worried. He opened his mouth - to yell, 
fight, charmspeak, something- but Hera had disappeared. He looked around 
as the black got closer to him... and closer... and closer... and closer... he 
took a breath and forced himself to think. He needed to be calm. There was 
nothing to be done other than figure out how best to deal with this. He 
watched the ink trickle towards him and sighed. Figuring he might as well 
bite the bullet, he knelt down and put out his hand. The black touched the 
tips of his fingers. 


And everything disappeared. 


The next time Percy woke, something was pressed against his arm. 
Groaning, he rolled over. Where... was he? He blinked a few times, looking 
around to find himself lying in dirt by a river and the smell of grass filling 
the air. More concerningly, however, was the girl pointing a stick at him. 


“hi,” he greeted and looked over to see two more unconscious forms on 
either side of him. “Who are you?” 


“I was going to ask you the same thing,” the girl said with narrowed eyes. 
“Where are we?” 


“I don’t know,” Percy said and sat up. The stick came closer to his neck. 


“What’s that?” the girl asked him with narrowed eyes. 


“What’s what?” Percy asked and followed her eyes to his arm. Oh. Percy 
blinked, fingers roaming over his arm in alarm. He lifted his sleeve up to 
find a tattoo moving from his shoulder to the back of his hand. A grapevine. 
It curled around him in full bloom. Most of the leaves were dark green, but 
scattered amongst them were golden leaves with letters inside. He peered 
down curiously to try and read them. One read ‘C.A.’ in curled letters. 
‘P.A? was a little further down. There were others, too. ‘E.L.’ and ‘T.G.’ 
alongside ‘C.B.’ and a few others he wasn’t sure about. “I... don’t know,” 
he admitted slowly. He turned back to her. “Do you know who they are?” he 
added with a gesture to the boys beside them. 


The girl’s eyes flicked over to them for a moment before shaking her head. 
“No,” she said slowly. “Do you?” 


“I think we’re establishing pretty quickly that neither of us knows 
anything,” he sighed and then bit his lip. “You... do you know your name?” 
he asked. The girl hesitated. Then bit her lip. 


“I... think my name is... Anna?” she said uncertainly. “Do you know your 
name?” she frowned. Percy bit his lip. 


“Perseus,” he decided. It didn’t seem completely right, but he wasn’t sure 
he should be allowing strangers to call him by nicknames quite yet. From 
beside him, one of the boys moved. Anna spun around and whacked him 
with the stick. 


“Son of a- why?” the boy demanded as he jerked back. “Who are you?!” 


“Anna... I think,” she greeted. “Who are you? You look older,” she noted 
suspiciously. “Did you kidnap us?” she asked. The boy blinked a few times 
before looking around. He stared at Anna before moving to Percy and then 
the third figure on the ground. 


“oh my God,” he said. “I- why am I by a river with a bunch of random 
children?” 


“Pm not a child!” Percy objected, and then the boy looked around in alarm. 


“No!” he said. Both Percy and Anna jumped. “I- are you kidding me?” he 
demanded. “There has to be another adult here,” he muttered and stood up. 
Anna waved her stick around threateningly. “How old are you two?” he 
added. Anna paused. 


“Um... sixteen?” Percy guessed. That seemed right. The boy groaned. 
“What about you? And what’s your name?” he added. The boy gave a long- 
suffering sigh. 


“I don’t know. Like... twenty-something?” he frowned and ran a hand 
through his hair. “I’m Luke, I think,” he said with a frown and then pointed 
at them. “Do you remember... like, anything?” he asked. Percy and Anna 
shook their heads. “Of course not,” he sighed and knelt by the last member 
of their impromptu posse. “Hello? Are you an adult?” he asked, hopefully 
pushing the boy’s shoulder. “Damnit,” he sighed when the other kid 
groaned. “You’re like twelve.” 


“Seventeen,” the boy coughed and rolled over. “Who are-?” 
“Anna. Perseus. Luke,” Anna said, pointing to each of them. “You are?” 


“Hugo,” he yawned and stretched out. “Are we... dead?” he asked, looking 
around. Percy blinked. That... was a good theory, actually. Luke threw up 
his hands. 


“Why aren’t there adults in the afterlife?” he demanded and then frowned. 
“did I kill you?” he whispered. Hugo laughed. 


“You don’t seem like the killing type.” 

“You’ve known me for like... ten seconds.” 

“And you haven’t killed anyone!” Hugo said brightly and stood up, dusting 
himself off. He paused - looking at Percy with a slight frown. He tilted his 


head a bit, brows coming together as he stared. Percy stared right back. 
“Sorry,” he finally said uncertainly. “You just... seem...” he trailed off with a 


slight shake of his head. “I don’t know,” he murmured and then looked 
around them. Percy shrugged. 


“Right,” Percy said and looked around. Off in the distance, he could see a 
worn-down road with a mini-mart beside it. Figuring that was their best bet, 
he stretched and stood up, ignoring the group all trying to gauge the 
circumstances as he started walking. 


“HEY!” Luke shouted. “No, no! If I kidnapped you, then you can’t leave!” 
“I thought you didn’t kidnap us?” Percy called back. 


“I’m not sure!” Luke growled and grabbed Hugo’s arm to drag him after 
Percy. Anna followed suit, gray eyes intently surveying the world around 
them. “Beth! Keep up!” 


“She said her name was Anna,” Hugo said. Anna wrinkled her nose. 


“Beth... doesn’t seem wrong,” she frowned and looked at Luke as she 
climbed over some rocks. “Maybe you and I knew each other,” she 
reasoned to him. Then considered. “You have blonde hair too. We could be 
related?” she suggested. Luke only shrugged in return. 


“That is the strangest looking building I’ve ever seen,” Hugo said as they 
cut through some taller grass, having the dew and seeds stick to their legs as 
they got closer to the asphalt road that served as a bridge across the river. 
“It’s so... bright,” he mused. “Do they need that many lights?” he asked, 
wrinkling his nose. Percy wanted to ask what dark cave he had grown up in, 
but that seemed uncalled for and unproductive given that none of them 
remembered, well, anything. 


Be nice, a girl’s voice echoed in the back of his head. You could try being 
charming every so often, you know. 


Percy bit his lip. They were approaching the building now. Despite clearly 
being open, there was nobody else inside. Not even a cashier. The automatic 
doors slid open with a beep to announce their presence. Hugo froze. 


“the door moved,” he said, absolutely astounded. They all turned to him. 
“You saw that, right? The door just... zooped!” he said with a vague gesture 
of the door moving. The doors shut again, and Hugo’s mouth dropped. “By 
gum,” he said, almost breathlessly. “Wait- look, look!” he said and waved 
his hand in front of the doors, so they opened again. “Are you three not 
seeing this?” he demanded. 


“It’s pretty neat,” Percy said slowly and then looked at the others who 
shrugged. 


“Wow.” 


“By gum?” Luke repeated and walked inside. “I can’t deal with this - 
HELLO?!” he called as they all entered. “ARE THERE ADULTS HERE?!” 
he asked as the rest of them entered. Nobody answered. “PLEASE?!” 


“We should get food and water,” Anna said, marching in. “See if there’s a 
phone we can use to call someone,” she said and looked around. “Does 
anyone know someone we could call?” she asked. They all shook their 
heads. “Alright, then we call the police,” she sighed and started grabbing 
some chips. Hugo walked around - frowning a bit at cokes. 


“Since when do they put this stuff in these ugly cans?” he asked and shook 
his head. “I think we might be in Hell,” he said solemnly and walked to 
where a sink was next to the produce. He turned it on, frowning a little at 
the water for a moment. “Or not,” he said and turned the opposite handle 
underneath. After a few seconds, he gasped. “No way,” he said, looking 
absolutely floored. “Hot water is coming out of those pipes?” he said and 
tilted his head. “Spectacular,” he whispered and put his hand underneath. 
“Are you seeing this?” he asked them. Luke stared, looking exhausted. 


“Alright, so he’s somehow lost more memories than the rest of us,” he 
murmured. Hugo ignored them as he kept playing with the water. 


“T mean, I know this all existed, but I thought only rich people had stuff like 
this!” he said and laughed again. “Is this a renowned establishment?” he 
asked, looking in wonder around the mini-mart. 


“Five-star quality,” Percy said, though he couldn’t help but smile a little as 
he ran his hand over the register. Anna walked over and tilted her head. 


“Tt looks old,” she noted. Percy hummed. “Not high-tech at all...” she 
mused and then nodded. “One second,” she said and stood back. Then 
kicked it. Hard. The only thing rattled before the drawer popped open 
slightly. Anna moved back and pried it the rest of the way open, grabbing 
the cash inside. Luke glanced at her. 


“You’re already my favorite,” he told her, and Percy scowled. “Sorry,” he 
said to him. Percy rolled his eyes. 


“Tt’s alright. You’re already my least favorite for kidnapping us.” 
“There is no proof of that-“ Luke began heatedly, but Percy held up a hand. 


“Do you guys hear that?” he asked cautiously. The others all paused. A low 
sort of growling sound was coming from... somewhere. He looked around - 
tensing just in time to see something launch forward over the rack of chips. 
Everyone yelled out in alarm. There was a crashing sound as the lights 
flickered and someone rose from the mess - or somewhat rose. The thing 
was on all fours, growling lowly. It was a strange growl, though. It didn’t 
quite sound like an animal. Not completely, anyway. 


Anna looked around for a moment before turning to the glass case behind 
her and kicking it in so that glass spilled everywhere. She picked up a piece 
and held it up threateningly, ignoring her hand bleeding slightly as she did 
so. Luke sighed and picked up a piece himself. Percy looked back at the 
creature before noticing the strangest flash of color. He moved forward, and 
Anna struck first, hitting him with her shard of glass before Hugo appeared 
from nowhere to hit the thing overhead with a pipe from one of the racks. 
There was a howl of objections before Hugo was knocked back with a flash 
of gold - claw marks forming over his arm. 


“Wait,” Percy said, and the thing looked up - circling them slightly. “He’s 
human.” 


“Not quite,” the stranger said. He was a boy about their age (well, Anna and 
Percy’s age) with blonde hair and vaguely familiar blue eyes. He was 
dressed in a tattered purple shirt and torn jeans. More intriguing, however, 
was the piece of metal over his fingers. Percy kind of thought they were 
brass knuckles, but the boy wasn’t holding them in place. They sat on him 
like interconnected rings on each hand, and instead of brass, they were gold. 
He looked at them with bared teeth before jerking his hands down. 
Immediately the golden rings formed into claws over his fingers. Luke 
stepped back. 


“Where is your mother?” 


“Hunting,” the boy answered and crouched slightly. Percy narrowed his 
eyes. He wasn’t sure how he felt about this random stranger, but for some 
reason, he found himself... unimpressed? He probably should be terrified, 
but honestly, he was just kind of annoyed. “Who are you?” 


“Who are you?” Percy asked moodily. “And why are you covered in 
blood?” he added, nodding to the splatter of red over his arm. The boy 
paused - eyes not leaving Percy as he raised his hand to lick the blood off. 
“Ew,” Percy informed him flatly. The stranger bared his teeth in response. 


“You know,” Hugo said helpfully and bounded over to the sink. “They have 
running water here. Just... casually. You can use that if you need to wash 
up,” he said. Jason twitched. 


“T’m going to kill you first,” he decided and straightened up. Hugo frowned, 
looking more offended than afraid. “My name is Jason,” he said and looked 
between them all. “Now tell me where she is.” 


“Where who is?” Luke asked. Jason growled again, holding up one of his 
golden claws threateningly. “I don’t know who you’re- Jesus Christ,” Luke 
said and ran a hand over his face. “Why are there no adults around here?!” 
he demanded. Jason’s eyes narrowed. 


“...aren’t you an adult?” he asked slowly. Luke closed his eyes. 


“Not enough for this,” he muttered and pinched the bridge of his nose. “I - 
Ethan!” he barked. “What are you doing?” he snapped. Hugo looked up 
from where he was rummaging through the spilled contents of the floor to 
frown. 


“My name is Hugo,” he reminded him. Luke opened his mouth - eyes a 
little puzzled at his own slip-up before Jason snapped at them. Anna crossed 
her arms over her chest, giving nothing away as the others all readied 
themselves for whatever attack was coming. 


“WAIT!” Hugo yelled and grabbed one of the fallen candy bars. “I have this 
under control,” he said and waved the candy bar out. Jason froze. “See?” he 
asked and wiggled it again. “You want this?” he asked. Jason blinked at 
him. “It’s good. It’s, um, what is this?” he asked and frowned at the 
packaging. “This candy kind of looks strange,” he said and then shrugged. 
“Here you go!” he said and tossed it. 


The bar hit Jason’s chest, and fell to the ground as he stood completely still. 
“hm,” Hugo nodded. “That didn’t work?” 


“Chocolate?” Jason asked suspiciously. Hugo blinked a few times before 
snapping his fingers and scooping something else up. Jason’s eyes widened 
fractionally. “Jerky!” he said, much more enthusiastically. “It isn’t beef, is 
it?” he asked cautiously. Hugo looked over at the bag. 


“Venison.” 


“Yes, please,” Jason said, brightening. Hugo beamed before walking over 
and handing him the bag. Jason’s claws disappeared back into the rings as 
he tore the bag open and began eating. Hugo patted his head. 


Jason stiffened. 
“My bad. I overstepped,” Hugo said and backed up. Jason went back to 


eating. Percy rolled his eyes. Was this how it was going to work? Some guy 
who got lost on his way to furry-con was going to bully them before 


clawing their faces off? No. He didn’t think so. Percy took a few strides 
over and yanked the bag out of Jason’s hands. 


In retrospect... maybe not the most diplomatic approach. Jason didn’t even 
hesitate to attack. Not that it did much good. For all his show, it felt a little 
like a puppy was clawing at him over a wolf. 


“What is wrong with you?!” Percy shouted as he kicked Jason in the throat. 
“Did you just try and bite me?” 


“Why do you taste like that?!” Jason gagged and then made a face. “Your 
skin didn’t even break-“ he said and poked at Percy’s arm. “What are you?” 
he asked and poked again. Percy slapped his hand away. “Do all of you 
taste like statues?” he asked the other three. Anna, Luke, and Hugo all 
stepped back. “Whatever. Just... come on,” he groaned and picked his jerky 
back up. Percy didn’t move. “I can still find a way to rip your throat out, 
Pretty Boy,” he added. Percy sneered. 


“Not if I rip yours out first.” 


“What if nobody ripped out anybody’s throat?” Luke asked dryly. Jason 
made a face. “And where are we going? What’s going on?” he asked. “We 
wake up in the middle of nowhere with no memories and-“ 


“No memories?” Jason cut him off. Everyone nodded. “Are you kidding 
me?” he asked. “Again?!” 


“Have we lost our memories before?” Anna asked flatly. Jason threw his 
hands up. 


“Last week, there were three more of you wayward rabbits who came 
mucking around with nothing in your heads,” he said. Anna reared back at 
that last comment but kept quiet. “Lupa ended up eating one because he 
was too cowardly, but the other two went to camp,” he sighed and shook his 
head. “So you don’t know where she is?” he asked, sounding a little 
defeated. 


“Where who is?” Anna asked. “You haven’t given us a name.” 


“Reyna,” Jason asked and looked between them. They all shook his head. 
Jason took a long, measure breath. “Well, do you at least know who she is?” 
he tried. Everyone shook his head. Jason deflated slightly before walking 
over to a microwave on the counter and ripping off the paneling before 
tearing out some wires. The whole thing sparked, but Jason only balled 
them up in his hands before releasing it. The sparks blinked through an 
array of colors before forming some sort of outline of a person. “Do any of 
you happen to know her?” Jason asked and, from the static, formed a girl. 
She looked a little older than Percy with black hair and dark green eyes. 
Hugo stiffened suddenly. Percy barely noticed. He had the strangest feeling 
as he looked at her... a... not quite familiarity, but maybe something akin to 
it. 


“T don’t think so,” he said slowly. Hugo stepped forward. Staring. 


“She’s beautiful,” he said, voice uncertain and cautious. He reached out - 
fingers brushing the image. “Who is she?” he asked Jason. 


“I have no idea,” he admitted. “A lot of strange things have been 
happening. I think she was one of us,” he said slowly. “Reyna said she saw 
her once. Her and a boy on top of a mountain. I don’t know much about it,” 
he frowned and waved the static away. “We don’t have time to explain all of 
that, though. There are more pressing issues,” he decided and walked out. 
Everyone froze - looking at one another before staring off in the direction 
Jason had went. 


Well... it was better than nothing. Everyone, in silent agreement, turned and 
followed. 


“Pressing issues?” Anna called as they went back out into the forest area. 
Jason picked up some leaves and sniffed them before turning and walking a 
few feet. He leaned down and sniffed something else before standing up 
and walking a little left. “Like what?” 


“Reyna is missing,” Jason said immediately. “I want her back - and I want 
whoever took her to die,” he added thoughtfully. “Also, there are rumors of 
political upheaval on Olympus. Some even say my father has been 
overthrown. If that’s the truth, then Camp Jupiter will be at war soon 


enough. They’ll all want someone different on the throne,” he rolled his 
eyes. Percy looked at the others. What the Hell was he talking about? 


“What if they already picked someone new on Olympus?” Hugo asked, not 
looking nearly as fazed by this information. He merely seemed a little 
puzzled. Anna turned to stare at him. “What? Look at this place! It’s weird 
enough. Why not throw in some random kings?” he asked. Luke shook his 
head, but Jason acted as if he didn’t even notice the sidebar as he continued 
sniffing around. 


“Well, in that case, the new emperor better be prepared. We’re loyal to 
Jupiter for a reason. If they overthrew him for power, then they aren’t 
getting any support here,” he said and then nodded to himself as he hopped 
over a fallen log. “Then there are the Doors of Death-“ 


“The what?” 


“Entrance and exit to the Underworld,” Jason said conversationally. “Saturn 
pried them open, and now someone has gone and kidnapped Letus. It’s been 
a mess.” 


“Oh, yeah, hate it when that happens,” Percy muttered. They were 
approaching a stone house that looked somewhere between collapsing and 
somehow being built even bigger. Low growls came from inside - yellow 
eyes watching them from shadows. Jason bared his teeth, and they 
disappeared again. Luke grabbed Anna’s shoulder, absently pulling her a bit 
closer as they continued on their march. “And what makes you think these 
Doors of Death are even open?” Percy asked as he followed him inside. 
Another human was there. A boy was perched on the window, absently 
twirling a blade between his fingers. He froze when he saw them enter - 
eyes widening as he hopped off the ledge to join them. 


“You’re here,” he said - almost as if he didn’t believe it. Percy turned to him 
- a little confused by the greeting. Had this stranger been expecting them? 
The boy opened his mouth to say something else, but this time words didn’t 
come out. He frowned - hand fluttering to his throat before giving a low 
growl of frustration. “Nico!” he hissed, making everyone aside from Jason 


jump. From the shadows, a form flickered. “You said you would stop doing 
that!” 


“I don’t mean to,” the newcomer snapped back. Percy tilted his head. “It 
just happens,” he said, and a boy who looked to be around thirteen stepped 
out of the shadows. He was small with dark eyes and hair. Like Jason, he 
was also dressed in torn jeans and a ragged shirt. Most bewildering, 
however, was the metal arm. 


“Whoa,” Hugo whispered and stared down in fascination. “Your...” he 
began but trailed off. The boy gave Hugo a curious look before grinning. 


“Yep. It’s metal. Got it bitten off by a giant snake. I’m Nico, by the way.” 


“Don’t believe a word he says,” the other boy groused. “He changes the 
story every time you ask. He told me that he lost it while arm wrestling 
Vulcan.” 


“That is also true,” Nico said solemnly before shifting a bit. Despite the 
pleasant demeanor, he seemed unable to meet their eyes. “Also, stop ratting 
me out,” he said. Then his eyes widened. “Wait - I’m sorry! I didn’t mean 
that!” he said quickly when the other boy’s mouth snapped shut. His eyes 
burned with irritation. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry-“ Nico said and pouted. “Stop 
glaring at me.” 


The other boy’s face softened. 
“wait,” Nico frowned. “I did it again.” 


“I hate you,” the boy muttered. Jason pointed a bone (where did he get a 
bone?) at him. 


“And this is how we know the Doors of Death have been opened,” he said. 
Anna’s eyes flicked between them in confusion. The unnamed boy gave a 
long-suffering sigh before turning to them and giving a dazzling smile. 


“Yeah, Nico is a son of Ha- Pluto. The fact that I am forced to follow his 
dumb orders is because I was dead a little bit ago,” he said with another 


scathing look at Nico. “At least that’s what the rumors are. One second I 
was eating a bowl of grapes without any fear, and the next thing I know, I’m 
here,” he said with a shrug. Percy frowned at him. Did this boy normally eat 
grapes with fear? He didn’t understand what was happening at all. “Nice 
sweatshirt, by the way,” he added. Percy blinked a few times before looking 
down at a plain red sweatshirt tied around his waist. His fingers ran over it, 
a little baffled by the amount of comfort he felt touching it. 


“Thank you,” Percy finally said. He wasn’t sure why he had decided to 
compliment his sweatshirt of all things. “I like your, um, bracelet,” he 
decided with a nod towards the silver band with a dove on it that sat on the 
boy’s wrist. 


“Oh, thanks,” he said, touching it. “It was a gift a long time ago. A sort of... 
family heirloom from an old friend of mine,” he said, sounding amused and 
sad at once. Percy nodded. He wasn’t sure what it was, but there was 
something strange about this boy. Perhaps it was the fact he had come from 
the dead. Percy worked to keep his expression neutral before responding. 


“And who are you exactly?” 
There was a long pause. Then the boy laughed, looking down. 


“Right. Yes. We’re just meeting, aren’t we? What’s your name?” he asked, 
ignoring Jason watching them with sharp eyes. 


“Oh,” Percy said and looked around. “This is Luke, Anna or maybe Beth, 
and Hugo. I’m Perseus,” he added and held out his hand. The boy took it 
with a wry smile. 


“Perseus?” he repeated. Percy shrugged. There was a small thump as Jason 
jumped from the ledge he had been on to land in front of them. 


“Nevermind that now,” he said. “Castor, you’ll need to head to camp soon,” 
he added to the other boy. Then turned to where Luke, Percy, Anna, and 
Hugo were all standing. “For now, it’s time to see if Lupa is going to let 
them live.” 


Notes for the Chapter: 
SEE YA LATER SUCKERS! 


Jk. For clarification, the letters on Percy's arm are the initials of 
everyone who has died in the series. Castor, Pollux, Evelyn, Thalia, 
and Beckendorf are the ones we saw. I kind of like the idea that it's a 
magic tattoo that can sometimes shift and change into other things, but 
I suppose that's for the next fic lol. 


And as far as the next fic... I made a series thing that you can 
bookmark if you want. I don't think the sequel will be up anytime 
soon. I have to update some other stuff and then flesh out all the ideas I 
have for that one. Plus this was like... really long. lol. My mind needs a 
moment. But yeah. I'll probably be posting stuff about it on tumblr and 
stuff like I normally do but I can't see the whole fic being published 
until August at the absolute soonest. 


But thank you for reading! I'm glad everyone liked it and your 
comments always make my day <3 I'll see everyone soon! 


-CF 
Works inspired by this one: 


e Son of Sea Foam (Podfic) by imissmycatsface 


